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KIT CARSON’S  2 O’CLOCK HAT
By Paul Andrew Hutton
Timely service against the Jicarilla Indians earned 
the famed scout acclaim and a new beaver felt hat

SHOOTOUT AT 
MESCAL SPRINGS
By Douglas C. McChristian
All was calm at the soldier camp till  
a mescal-fueled Mexican ranch hand  
responded to an insult in deadly fashion

NO PROSPECTS 
FOR A SCRAP
By Arnold Blumberg
Formed to fight southern Plains Indians,  
the 19th Kansas Volunteer Cavalry  
instead battled hunger and cold

FALLEN 
STAR
By Rod Cook
Marshal Henry Brown  
of Caldwell, Kan., rode  
to nearby Medicine Lodge  
on a mission—to rob its bank

REAPING  
THE WHIRLWIND
By Chuck Lyons
Indian raiders in frontier Texas and Mexico  
faced retribution from John “Whirlwind”  
Bullis and his black Seminole scouts
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D E PA RT M E N T S

By Candy Moulton  Author Philip  
Burnham won a Spur Award for his  
biography Song of Dewey Beard

“Indian Pete” was all show

By Mark McLaughlin  Constable Jake Teeter  
patrolled rough-and-tumble Truckee, California

By Harry Murray  “Rocky Mountain Harry” Yount was the first  
national park ranger

By Rita Ackerman  “Copper King” W.A. Clark found fortune  
if not lasting fame in Montana

By Johnny D. Boggs  Crystal Bridges spans five centuries  
of American art

By John Koster  Charger and his Lakota “Fool Soldiers”  
chose the path of peace

By Linda Wommack  This Wyoming museum relates  
millennia of Sweetwater County history

By Melody Groves  Glenrio sat along the rails and  
Route 66 in two states

By George Layman  Civil War–era Starrs saw  
double action in the West

Paul Andrew Hutton scouts for Kit Carson in books and movies,  
plus a review of Hutton’s 2016 book The Apache Wars

Time flows through the Grand Canyon

ON THE COVER
Frontiersman Kit Carson became a legend in his own time as a guide, scout, 
trapper, Indian agent and Indian fighter. Best known for his campaign against  
the Navajos, Carson also clashed with the Jicarilla Apaches. (Heritage Auctions, 
Dallas; colorized by Brian Walker)

HE WHO  
HAS NO EARS
By John Koster
Bear Ribs, first chief of all the Sioux,  
didn’t listen to warnings and took  
a fatal bullet from a tribesman
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Cover boy Kit Carson ranks head and shoulders above all other frontier scouts, according to Western 
history guru Paul Andrew Hutton, whose “best scout” list heads our Roundup section (P. 10). Carson the 
soldier is almost as well known, though hardly remembered fondly in some Indian circles for his suppression 
of the Navajos during the Civil War years. But historians have largely overlooked Carson the Indian agent. 
For eight years in the 1850s and early 1860s he served as the federal Indian agent for northern New Mexico 
Territory, maintaining good relations with the Taos Puebloans and Utes but having his hands full with 
the Jicarillas, whose depredations troubled travelers, settlers and the territorial governor alike.

“The Jicarillas remain one of the least familiar Apache bands, which is ironic, considering they were 
the first ‘Apaches’ identified by the Coronado expedition in 1540,” says Hutton, who writes about them and 
their old enemy Carson in this issue (P. 28), though not in his recently released The Apache Wars (see review, 
P. 73). Hutton had devoted considerable space to them in his original book manuscript but needed to do 
major cutting to meet the publisher’s word limit. “Most of my cuts concerned the period before 1861,” 
he says. In other words, the far more famous Chiricahua Apaches (think Cochise and Geronimo in Arizona 
Territory) get top billing, while the Jicarillas “wound up on the cutting room floor.” Hutton still finds the small 

band (only about 500 people in the 1850s) in-
triguing. “The name comes from the Spanish for 
‘little basket makers,’” he explains, “because of 
the beautiful baskets made by Jicarilla women. 
The bucolic name seemed a pretty good joke to 
Kit Carson, because baskets were the last thing 
that came to his mind when he thought of the 

Jicarillas. They were much more active raiders than their more numerous Mescalero cousins to the south.”
Carson’s contempt for the Jicarillas was ingrained by the time he became Indian agent. Back in 1849 he 

had led a dragoon column into their camp in hopes of rescuing captives Ann White and her baby but arrived 
a hair too late to be a hero (read Hutton’s “Kit Carson’s Rescue Ride” online at WildWestMag.com). “Carson 
had considerable personal animosity toward the Jicarillas—in part because of the murder of Mrs. White 
and his regret over his failure to save her,” says Hutton. “On the other hand he was great friends with the 
southern Utes, despite the fact the Utes often allied themselves with the Jicarillas.” During the Army’s pursuit 
of the Jicarillas, Carson served as chief of scouts on several 1854–55 expeditions. He believed that capture of 
their women and children would force the warriors to surrender. But regular troops had trouble catching up 
with a people who traveled light. “This tactic worked better later against the Navajos,” says Hutton, “because 
they were far more sedentary than the Jicarillas and owned a considerable amount of property.”

After growing weary of running and fighting, the Jicarillas sought peace and mountain land they could 
claim as their own. That last wish was slow in coming. “When reservations were finally being established for 
the Apaches after the Civil War,” says Hutton, “the Jicarillas were essentially overlooked.” The feds ordered 
their relocation to the Mescalero Apache Indian Reservation in 1883, but they bolted after three years. 
“General Nelson Miles, busy with Geronimo in 1886, could ill afford a war in New Mexico, and so he urged 
the establishment of a reservation in the Jicarilla homeland,” Hutton adds. “That reservation [tribal head-
quarters at Dulce, N.M.] was eventually expanded, and the discovery of oil and natural gas on their land 
led to some prosperity for the Jicarilla people.” We reckon not even Kit Carson would have objected. 

Wild West editor 
Gregory Lalire wrote  
the 2014 historical 
novel Captured: From
the Frontier Diary of 
Infant Danny Duly.
His article about base- 
ball in the frontier West 
won a 2015 Stirrup 
Award for best article  
in Roundup, the member- 
ship magazine of West- 
ern Writers of America.

KIT & THE
JICARILLAS

CARSON’S CONTEMPT 
FOR THE JICARILLAS  
WAS INGRAINED

This Jicarilla Apache 
couple posed for 
photographer Timothy 
O’Sullivan in 1874.
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Handcrafted in artist’s resin

�
Custom-designed fabric outfi t with faux leather holster 

and belts, accented with a replica 
Red River buckle

�
Detailed, highly accurate reproductions of 

Wayne’s loop lever Winchester rifl e and trusty Colt

�
Sculpted display base features Wayne’s 
signature and two bas-relief Colt 45s 

This is a fi ne 
collectible, for 
adult collectors 
only.

Offi cially licensed and limited to only 3,000
His movie career spanned over 50 years, and he loomed large in every role 
as a man of action and principle. Now The Ashton-Drake Galleries is proud 
to announce a fi tting salute to this icon of American cinema with the John 
Wayne Masterpiece Edition, strictly limited to only 3,000 pieces.  
 The Duke comes to magnifi cent life in this hand-sculpted, hand-cast 
resin portrait fi gure, infused with the commanding presence he radiated 
both on- and off-screen. Standing nearly two feet tall in an outfi t inspired 
by the costumes made famous in his movie roles, Wayne is ready to draw 
if the need arises, his trademark Stetson tilted back on his head. He’s 
posed for dramatic effect on a richly detailed base that re-creates the look 
of an Old West landscape, emblazoned with an exacting replica of Wayne’s 
signature. Capturing all of the Duke’s famous star power and impressive 
in its commitment to exceptional accuracy, the John Wayne Masterpiece 
edition is a must-have addition to any collection.

Exceptional artistry, 100% guarantee
Act now to acquire this important collectible first at the issue price of 
$229.99*, payable in six  installments of just $38.33 each. Your Collector’s 
Edition portrait fi gure includes a Certifi cate of Authenticity, and is backed 
by our 365-day guarantee, so your purchase is risk free. We expect intense 
demand from the many fans of John Wayne and his classic movies, and the 
edition is forever limited to 3,000. Order today to avoid disappointment.

20" Tall and Fully Sculpted, 
with Authentic Fabric Clothing

The John Wayne Masterpiece Edition

JOHN WAYNE, his signature & DUKE/THE DUKE are the exclusive trademark property of John Wayne Enterprises, 
LLC. The John Wayne name and likeness and all other related indicia are the intellectual property of John Wayne 

Enterprises, LLC. Design © John Wayne Enterprises, LLC. All Rights Reserved. www.johnwayne.com

 www.ashtondrake.com/duke

Limited 

to 3,000!

PLEASE 
RESPOND 

PROMPTLY 

                                                                                                                (            )                          
Name (please print clearly)                       Telephone

                                                                                                                                                        
Address                                  Apt. No.

                                                                                                                                                        
City                                  State         Zip

                                                                                                                                                        
E-Mail Address

❒YES! Please reserve the John Wayne Masterpiece Edition 
for me as described in this announcement.

03-02310-001-D07701
*Plus a total of $25.99 shipping and service charges. Please allow 2 to 4 weeks for shipment after initial  
payment is received. All orders are subject to acceptance.    

9200 North Maryland Ave., Niles, Illinois 60714-1397

Become a fan on Facebook
www.facebook.com/AshtonDrake
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Where the Pronghorns Play
New Mexico historian Dan Flores is a Western  
Writers of America 2016 Spur finalist in short 
nonfiction for this close look at a wild Western  
animal (pictured above) whose size, form and  
speed call to mind African antelopes.

More About Crystal Bridges Museum
Its galleries take visitors on a visual history lesson 
spanning five centuries of American art, including  
the works of such Western artists as Charles Bird  
King, John Mix Stanley and Frederic Remington.

The onetime Indian Country Today reporter won  
a 2015 Spur Award for his biography Song of  
Dewey Beard: Last Survivor of the Little Bighorn.
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In the calm that takes over the woodlands at nightfall, a noble pack 
leader surveys the world around him... and then raises his voice in a 
howling cry that makes his supreme mastery of this domain clear to all 
who hear him. Now, you can summon the wisdom, strength and power 
of the mighty wolf—the ultimate survivor— with the “Into the Wild” 
Men’s Stainless Steel & Black Onyx Ring. 

Custom-crafted in an Exclusive Design 
Individually hand-crafted of solid stainless steel, as strong and 
enduring as the wolf, our exclusively designed “Into the Wild” Men’s 
Stainless Steel & Black Onyx Ring features a portrait of a gleaming 
wolf howling at the moon, dramatically sculpted in high relief, 
against an inlay of genuine black onyx. On the sides of the ring, 

carved images of two wolves stand out against a burnished wilderness 
background that is accented with a cable design.

Exquisite Craftsmanship... Exceptional Value
Available in men’s whole and half sizes 8-15, this ring is a remarkable 
value at $99*, payable in 4 easy installments of just $24.75 and is 
backed by our unconditional 120-day guarantee. It arrives in a custom 
presentation case and gift box along with a Certifi cate of Authenticity. 
Send no money now; just mail the Reservation Application. This limited-
time offer is only available from The Bradford Exchange. Order today!

www.bradfordexchange.com/19179

YES. Please reserve the “Into the Wild” Men’s 
Stainless Steel & Black Onyx Ring. for me as 
described in this announcement. 
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                                                  Name (Please Print Clearly)
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E-Mail (Optional)

01-19179-001-E56301

P.O. Box 806, Morton Grove, IL  60053-0806

RESERVATION APPLICATION        SEND NO MONEY NOW

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED  To assure a proper fi t, a ring sizer 
will be sent to you after your reservation has been accepted.

*Plus $9.98 shipping and service. Please allow 4-6 weeks after initial 
payment for shipment of your jewelry. Sales subject to product availability 
and order acceptance.

LIMITED-TIME OFFER
Reservations will be accepted on a 
fi rst-come, fi rst-served basis.  

Respond as soon as possible to 
reserve your ring. 

Ring size:_____ (If known)
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��Bold and distinctive 
from any angle

��Expertly crafted in gleaming,
solid stainless steel 

��Featuring a custom-cut genuine
black onyx center stone
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I thoroughly enjoyed “The Bleeding Ground,” 
by John H. Monnett, in the December 2015 issue. 
I have read a couple of books by this author and 
know he’s in the upper tier of Western Indian wars 
historians. As he relates in his article, long-lost 
documents were made available to him concerning 
the events leading up to Lt. Col. George Custer’s 
utter destruction of Black Kettle’s Southern Chey-
enne village in November 1868.

As the newly uncovered National Archives re-
port indicates, the Southern Cheyennes were not as 
complicit in raids and atrocities as previous history 
records. General Phil Sheridan [see photo above]
probably ignored this report in his zeal to start his 
winter campaign against the southern Plains tribes. 
He was determined to destroy the power of the 
Southern Cheyennes and their allies.

Richard McNabb
St. Petersburg, Fla.

Could you give me any information on a man 
named Robert North? All I know is what I’ve read— 
a sidenote in Dee Brown’s Bury My Heart at Wounded 
Knee. It reads that some people called him insane, 
that he was a white renegade who married into the 
Arapaho tribe, and that white men hanged him and 
his wife out on the prairie. Sounds like a very inter-
esting story. I’m sure there had to be quite a few 
stories about white Indians/renegades.

Dan Rapp
Coraopolis, Pa.

Editor responds: In the December 2011 issue we ran the feature “Thomas Twiss & His 
Twist of Fate,” by John Koster, about a West Point graduate who became an Indian agent 
and then a white renegade, siding with Red Cloud’s Lakotas. Koster’s accompanying 
sidebar is all about “Regretful Renegade Robert North.” Regarding North’s death, Koster 
writes, “Frontier yarn-spinner Joseph Henry Taylor claimed North was permanently 
hanged in Kansas in 1869—but there are no known official records of such an execution.”

On P. 9 of Letters in your April 2016 issue is a Tombstone photo neither 
sender Allen Williams nor the staff could identify. It is of the wagon yard of the 
primary company that hauled the ore from the mines close to the town to the 
mills about 10 miles away on the San Pedro River. In regard to the “Tombstone 
Fire” on P. 11 of that same issue, I have a map that locates Chandler & Forsyth’s 
C.O.D. Store on Fremont, about the third lot east of Fourth Street in 1881, 
which raises three questions: Did Forsyth move the store after the 1881 fire? 
Is Forsyth misidentified? Or is my map wrong?

J.C. Brown
Tombstone, Ariz.
  

Tombstone researcher/collector Dr. David D. de Haas responds: The map in question, 
“Tombstone, Arizona Territory, Circa 1881–82,” was published in 1971 by John 
D. Gilchriese and is based on an original sketch made in 1916 by Robert N. Mullin. 
It depicts Chandler & Forsyth’s C.O.D. Store three lots east of Fourth Street, on the south 
side of Fremont and not on the same block (one block to the east) as the O.K. Corral. 
Various modern-day maps list different locations for many well-known sites at the time 
of the October 1881 gunfight, including the post office. In Lee Silva’s copy of the C.S. Fly 
photo (reproduced on P. 11 of the April Wild West) such locations are identified by 
someone who was there, W.B. Forsyth, rather than a latter-day reconstruction based on 
such documents as fire insurance maps; tax, court and deed records; and newspapers 
(Epitaph and Nugget) of the day; as well as oral histories of pioneers. (Mullin himself 
pointed out the difficulty in pinpointing locations based on such methods). In my research, 
with the assistance of authors Silva and Don Chaput, I was only able to confirm two 
locations for the Forsyth store—originally on Allen near Fifth and subsequently moved 
to just east of the O.K. Corral at 328 Fremont, as pointed out by W.B. Forsyth in the 
May 1882 fire photo. I was unable to find post-fire records of the Chandler & Forsyth 
store, so most likely, after their huge uninsured losses, they closed up shop and moved 
to Orange, Calif. The Gilchriese map is probably wrong. There is no way Forsyth is 
misidentified, as he identified himself, and in later years this was confirmed by his son, 
cowboy artist Victor Clyde Forsythe (who spelled his name with an “e”). For more infor-
mation see my articles “Revisiting the ‘O.K. Corral Aftermath’ Photo” and “Victor 
Claude Forsythe – Art of the West” online [WildWestMag.com].

I read your December 2015 issue featuring Billy the Kid’s escape from custo-
dy in Lincoln, Lincoln County, N.M. (“Billy the Kid’s Final Escape,” by Paul 
Andrew Hutton). Your readers might be interested in a New Mexico historical 
marker [pictured in part] just 
outside Corona that describes a 
little-known Billy the Kid event 
in a state chock-full of them.

Jay L. Warner
Mountainair, N.M.
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Millions Demand America’s Purest Silver Dollar.  
Shouldn’t You? 

Secure Your New 2016 Eagle Silver Dollars Now!

Shocking 

Introductory Price!
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Shocking 

Introductory Price!
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Millions of people collect the 
American Eagle Silver Dollar. In 
fact it’s been the country’s most 

popular Silver Dollar for thirty years. Try 
as they might, that makes it a very hard 
“secret” to keep quiet. And right now, 
many of those same people are lining up 
to secure the brand new 2016 U.S. Eagle 
Silver Dollars —placing their orders now 
to ensure that they get America’s newest 
Silver Dollar, in stunning Brilliant 
Uncirculated condition, before millions 
of others beat you to it.

America’s Brand New 
Silver Dollar

This is a strictly limited release on the 30th 
anniversary of one of the most beautiful 
silver coins in the world. Today you have 
the opportunity to secure these massive, 
hefty one full Troy ounce U.S. Silver 
Dollars in Brilliant Uncirculated (BU) 
condition. The 100-year-old design fea-
tures a walking Lady Liberty draped in a 
U.S. flag on one side and a majestic U.S. 
Eagle and shield on the other.

But the clock is ticking...  
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Why are we releasing the most popular 
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duce you to what hundreds of thousands 
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the best source for coins worldwide.
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Our advice? Keep this to yourself. The 
more people who know about this offer, 
the worse for you. Demand for Silver 
Eagles in recent years has shattered 
records. Experts predict that the 30th 
anniversary 2016 Silver Eagles may break 
them once again. 

30-Day Money-Back 
Guarantee

You must be 100% satisfied with your 
2016 American Eagle Silver Dollars or 
return them within 30 days of receipt for a 
prompt refund (less s/h). Don’t miss out 
on this exciting new release. Call immedi-
ately to secure these American Eagle Silver 
Dollars NOW! 

 2016 American Eagle Silver Dollar BU
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Additional 2016 Silver Eagle BU Dollars 
may be purchased for $18.95 each. 
Limited to 50 total coins per household.
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1 Kit Carson: The pathfinder for John “The Path- 
finder” Frémont, he also led the conquering Ameri- 

cans into California, carried dispatches across the 
country several times and proved equally invaluable  
in the Indian wars. Although short in stature, he ranks 
head and shoulders above all other frontier scouts. 

Al Sieber: The indispensable man on the Apache 
frontier, he proved his worth to a string of Army 

commanders. Some said he could “think like an Indian.”

Buffalo Bill Cody: Despite the show business 
theatrics of his later years, Cody (left) was the  

real deal as a scout. General Phil Sheridan valued  
him above all other scouts and gave him a permanent 
job with the 5th U.S. Cavalry.

Mickey Free: A white captive raised by Apaches, 
he became an Apache warrior and then an Army 

scout. It was said he was the only man Geronimo feared. 
Viewed by both whites and Apaches with suspicion, he 
was regardless indispensable to both. Sieber described 
him as “half-Irish, half-Mexican and all son of a bitch.”

Ben Clark: The greatest of the southern Plains 
scouts. A favorite of Sheridan, he served Lt. Col. 

George Custer as chief scout in the Washita campaign 
and Colonel Nelson Miles during the Red River War.

Alchesay: This White Mountain warrior and 
chief became General George Crook’s favorite 

Apache scout. He played a crucial role in the 1871–75 
Tonto War, for which he earned the Medal of Honor, 
and later in the Geronimo campaigns. 

Charley Reynolds: Once a soldier and buffalo 
hunter on the southern Plains, he relocated to  

the Dakotas and scouted for Sheridan during Grand 
Duke Alexis’ hunt and for Colonel David Stanley in  
the 1873 Yellowstone Expedition. In 1874 he carried 
Custer’s “gold at the grass roots” dispatches out of the 
Black Hills and in 1876 died at the Little Bighorn.

William Wells: Son of a Scottish fur trader and  
a Chippewa woman, he scouted for Crook in the 

California Pit River Indian campaign of 1866–67 and 
later in the Apache campaign.     —Paul Andrew Hutton

Ultimate scout Kit Carson 
(played by John Hall) guides 
Captain John Frémont (Dana 
Andrews) to California in  
the 1940 film Kit Carson. 
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—John Baylor 
(1822–1894), 
governor of the 
Confederate 
Territory of 
Arizona, wrote  
this in a March 
1862 letter to the 
commander of the 
Arizona Guards  
at Pinos Altos.

WWA Spur 
Awards 
Custer biographer  
T.J. Stiles has won  
a 2016 Spur Award  
from Western Writers 
of America, and Wild 
West contributor Dan 
Flores (above) is one  
of this year’s finalists. 
The WWA will honor 
winners and finalists  
at its June 21–25 con- 
vention in Cheyenne, 
Wyo. New Mexico 
author Flores, no 
stranger to national 
awards, placed in  
the short nonfiction 
category for his article 

In July 1902 Pinkerton’s National Detective Agency got hold of a 
wedding picture of the Sundance Kid and Ethel Place taken at a New 
York studio and distributed copies of it to each office. But the Pinkertons, 
bent on capturing Sundance and Wild Bunch partner-in-crime Butch 
Cassidy, were not the only ones to share the iconic photo. Apparently 
Sundance sent prints to friends out West, including rancher Marion 
F. “Mike” Brown in Thermopolis, Wyo. Brown’s wife, Minnie, placed 
this print in a photo album later bequeathed to the local Hot Springs 
County Museum [hschistory.org]. The print matches one Pinkerton 
gave the Library of Congress in 2000. Minnie added a note to the 
back of the print: “This Gentleman is one of our real gentlemen who 
knew how to get the money and not cripple or kill. Add—South 
America. Taken in New York before he sailed never to return.” 
Sundance did in fact return on at least two occasions, but that’s 
another story (see Gunfighters and Lawmen in the August 2010 
Wild West). For more on the Hot Springs photo and another print 
Sundance sent to friends, see Mark Mszanski’s article “Sundance 
and Ethel: Every Picture Tells a Story,” online at WildWestMag.com.

“Where the Prong-
horns Play,” which  
ran in the August 2015 
Wild West. The winning 
entry, “Cowboys and 
Capitalists,” by Michael 
M. Miller, ran in the 
Winter 2015 issue of 
Montana. Stiles took 
best biography honors 
for Custer’s Trials (re- 
viewed in the June 2016 
Wild West), which also 
won him his second 
Pulitzer Prize in history 
this past April. Visit 
westernwriters.org/
winners for the full  
list of WWA Spur 
winners and finalists.

Oscar- 
Winning 
Westerns 
The Revenant (re- 
viewed in the June 
2016 Wild West) fell 
short of becoming  
the fourth Western  
film to win a best pic- 
ture Oscar at the 88th 
Academy Awards, but 
the visually compelling 
retelling of the Hugh 
Glass grizzly attack 

survival/revenge  
story did capture  
three other Oscars  
(out of 12 nomina-
tions). On his fifth 
attempt to take home  
a best actor Oscar, 

Leonardo DiCaprio 
finally broke through 
for his gritty portrayal 
of Glass, while director 
Alejandro Iñárritu 
(pictured) captured  
his second straight 
Oscar. Cinematog- 
rapher Emmanuel 
Lubezki grabbed the 
third statuette. Quen- 
tin Tarantino’s The Hate- 
ful Eight also garnered 
an Oscar, for 87-year-
old Ennio Morricone’s 
original score. West- 
ern lovers best know 
Morricone for scoring 
Sergio Leone’s classic 
1960s Spaghetti West- 
erns. The three best 
picture Oscar-winning 
Westerns were Cimar- 
ron (1930–31), Dances 
With Wolves (1990)  
and Unforgiven (1992), 
not counting the neo- 
Western No Country  
for Old Men, which  
won in 2007.
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 Rams/Nuggets Ranch?
After nearly three years on the international luxury 
real estate market, Texas’ historic Waggoner Ranch 
has sold for its asking price of $725 million. The 
buyer? Billionaire Stan Kroenke, owner of the Los 
Angeles Rams, Denver Nuggets and other sports 
teams. A three-hour drive northwest of Dallas, the 
510,527-acre ranch was justly described in the sales 
brochure as “a giant piece of Texas history.” Name-
sake Daniel Waggoner (1828–1902) moved his family 
to Texas in the 1840s, founded the cattle ranch and 
in 1869 made son William Thomas Waggoner (1852–
1934) his partner. After the discovery of oil on the 
property in 1911, the Waggoners combined refining 
and cattle operations. On visiting the ranch in 1920, 
humorist Will Rogers quipped, “I see there’s an oil 
well for every cow.” Till now the ranch had remained 
in the Waggoner family.

FAMOUS LAST WORDS 

—On Dec. 30, 1892, Thompson Bearclaw, a Cherokee 
convicted of first-degree murder, said these words  
on the scaffold of the Cherokee National Prison at 

Tahlequah, Indian Territory (present-day Oklahoma).

This circa 1892 image, one of more than 8,500 photos in the 
Gilman Collection at New York’s Metropolitan Museum of 
Art [metmuseum.org], reportedly shows a handful of Wild 
Bunch outlaws. The caption reads: “This crudely constructed 
tintype portrait of five members of the gang dressed in bowler 
hats and city clothes shows, clockwise, from the top left, Kid 
Curry, Bill McCarty, Bill (Tod) Carver, Ben Kilpatrick and 
Tom O’Day.” The photographer is unknown, and although  
the Met attributes the image to a supposed granddaughter of 
Tombstone, Arizona Territory, photographer C.S. Fly, Tomb-
stone is far afield of the Wild Bunch. The photo is on display 
through July 31 at the museum’s “Crime Stories: Photography 
and Foul Play” exhibit. But viewers beware: “None of these five 
men look anything like the men they are supposed to be,” says 
Dan Buck, who has long studied alleged images of the gang. 
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Send upcoming event notices to Wild West, 1600 Tysons Blvd., Suite 1140, Tysons, 
VA 22102-4883. Submit at least four months in advance.

See You Later,
Joe Medicine Crow
Joe Medicine Crow, 102, the last 
surviving Plains Indian war chief  

(a title he earned 
battling the Nazis  
in World War II)  
and longtime histor- 
ian of the Crow Tribe, 
died on April 3 in 
Billings, Mont. His 
maternal step-grand-

father White Man Runs Him was a 
scout for Lt. Col. George Custer at 
the Battle of the Little Bighorn, about 
which Medicine Crow often wrote 
and spoke. Medicine Crow himself 
earned a Bronze Star and the Légion 
d’honneur, and in 2009 he received 
the Presidential Medal of Freedom.

George Kennedy
Actor George Kennedy, 91, who 
often played tough, no-nonsense 
characters, died on February 28  

in Middleton, Idaho. 
Perhaps best known 
for his Oscar-winning 
supporting role as  
a prisoner in Cool 
Hand Luke (1967),  
he appeared in  
many TV Westerns 

and such big-screen Westerns as 
Lonely Are the Brave (1962), The 
Sons of Katie Elder (1965), Guns  
of the Magnificent Seven (1969), 
Dirty Dingus Magee (1970) and 
Cahill U.S. Marshal (1973).

Robert Horton
Actor Robert Horton, 91, who from 
1957 to 1962 starred as frontier scout 
Flint McCullough on the TV Western 

Wagon Train, died on  
March 19 in Los An- 
geles, Calif. Horton 
also played the title 
cowboy with amnesia 
on the TV Western  
A Man Called Shen- 
andoah (1965–66), 

for which he wrote specialized lyrics 
and sang the theme song. 

Dodge Days 
Dodge City Days, a 
musical, artistic and just 
plain fun celebration  
of Kansas’ Western his- 
tory, was established in 
1960 and runs this year 
July 28–Aug. 7. Call 
620-227-3119 or visit 
dodgecitydays.com. 
Dodge City also hosts  
the Great Western Cattle 
Trail Association Con- 
ference Aug. 4–7. Visit 
thegreatwesterntrail.com.

Wyoming  
Whoop-ups
Wyoming proudly 
celebrates two long- 
standing Western events 
in July. This is the 76th 
year of Laramie Jubilee 
Days, “Wyoming’s 
Hometown Cele- 
bration,” which 
saddles up July 
2–10. Visit 
laramiejubilee 
days.net. Kicking 
up dust since 1897, 
Cheyenne Frontier  
Days spurs into action 
this year July 22–31.  
Call 800-227-6336 or  
visit cfdrodeo.com.

Western Writers
The Wild West History 
Association’s annual 
roundup kicks off in 
Oklahoma City July  
6–9. Visit wildwesthistory. 
org. Western Writers of 
America holds its con- 
vention in Cheyenne, 
Wyo., June 21–25.  
Visit westernwriters.org.

Edward Curtis  
Photography
The publication of 
Christopher Cardozo’s 
Edward S. Curtis: One 
Hundred Masterworks 
coincides with a trav- 
eling exhibition of  
the photographer’s 
images. The exhibit  
visits the Glenbow Mu- 

seum in Calgary, 
Alberta, June 

18–Sept. 18; 
and the Flagler 
Museum in 
Palm Beach, 

Fla., Oct. 11– 
Dec. 31. The 

exhibition and book  
highlight both iconic  
and rarely seen photos  
of Indians by Curtis.  
Visit edwardcurtis.com.

Autry Acquisitions
Recent additions to the 
Autry National Center  
in Los Angeles, including 
49 paintings and sculp- 
tures from the collection 
of Loretta and Victor 
Kaufman, will be featured 
in an exhibition that runs 
through July 9, 2017. 
Call 323-667-2000 or  
visit theautry.org.

Custer’s  
26th Stand
The Real Bird family 
hosts its 26th annual 
Battle of the Little Big- 
horn Reenactment, which 
this summer marks the 
140th anniversary of Cus- 
ter’s Last Stand. Held  
on the banks of the river 
between Crow Agency 
and Garryowen, Mont., 
the reenactment begins  
at 1 p.m. on June 24, 25 
and 26. Bleacher seating 
is on a first-come basis, 
and photos are allowed. 
Call Henry Real Bird  
at 406-696-3227 or visit 
littlebighornreenactment.
com. Also this summer 
the Custer Battlefield 
Historical & Museum 
Association meets June 
23–26 in Hardin, Mont. 
Visit custerbattlefield.org.
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If an author created a character who fought at 
the Little Bighorn, lived with Sitting Bull, got 
shot at Wounded Knee and later played a 
role in Buffalo Bill Cody’s Wild West, he’d be 
accused of conflating too many historical events. 
Yet the story of Dewey Beard is not fiction but 
the account of a remarkable Minneconjou 
Lakota. As a youngster at the Little Bighorn 
in June 1876, Beard killed a 7th U.S. Cavalry 
trooper. In December 1890 he was shot twice 
when the 7th Cavalry opened fire on Big Foot’s 
band at Wounded Knee. The onetime Ghost 
Dancer became a farmer and trick rider and 
later toured with Buffalo Bill, appeared in movies and argued 
Lakota land rights before Congress. As an old man Beard shared 
his story with a great-granddaughter who in turn shared it with 
Philip Burnham. The author’s 2014 book Song of Dewey Beard: Last 
Survivor of the Little Bighorn won a Spur Award for best western 
biography from Western Writers of America [westernwriters.org].

When did you learn about Beard?
I met Beard’s great-granddaughter Marie Fox Belly when I was 
doing a book on American Indians and the national parks about 
20 years ago. She told me Dewey’s story, which stayed for years 
in the back of my mind. Years later, by chance, I stumbled across 
the tape of an interview with Beard, made in 1955 just before 
he died, held at the American Folklife Center [loc.gov/folklife] 
at the Library of Congress. The effect of hearing his voice on 
tape, even in Lakota, was both magical and unforgettable.

What was his role at Little Bighorn?
Beard was barely an adolescent, about 12 years old, at the Little 
Bighorn. By his own account he was held out of the fray until close 
to the end, when he rode across the Little Bighorn River with 
several friends and joined the battle. He counted coup once, killed 
a trooper with a bow and steel-tipped arrow and claimed to have 
seen the man (Thunder Hawk) who killed Custer. Beard, eventu-
ally known as Iron Hail (Wasú Máza), finished the day with sev-
eral prizes, including an Army bugle and a big cavalry horse he 
rode to Canada. The bugle was passed down through the family 
and is on display at the Old Fort Meade Museum in Sturgis, S.D.

When did he join Sitting Bull in Canada?
In 1877 many Lakotas crossed the border to Canada to avoid 
military retribution after the Little Bighorn. The press went so 
far as to call the victorious Lakotas and Cheyennes “murderers.” 
For a time the Canadian government was willing to offer refuge 
to Sitting Bull and his followers, so long as it didn’t impair rela-
tions with the American government. Beard’s people preferred 
“Grandmother’s Land,” because they could keep their guns and 

horses there, something they couldn’t do if 
they had gone into a fort and surrendered. 
The Lakotas who went to Canada were the 
last of their tribe to come into the reservation, 
and some never returned to America.

What did Beard  
experience in Canada?
We know very little about his life in Canada, 
except in the general sense of what the Lako-
tas endured. But this was the first time the he 
would experience exile. It was a time of intense 
and extended privation. And during the three 

years he spent there with his family, the threat of starvation was 
never far off. In 1880 they crossed back over the border into 
Dakota Territory and settled along the Cheyenne River.

He also knew Crazy Horse?
Their families camped together at gatherings, which suggests 
they were related. He called Crazy Horse “uncle,” which may 
have been more metaphorical than literal, as native people often 
use relational terms. Whatever the case, Beard spoke about Crazy 
Horse with easy familiarity, which suggests the two knew each 
other well. They may have been related through Beard’s mother.

How did Beard come to experience so much in life?
Beard was either in the right place at the right time or the 
wrong place at the wrong time. Neither Little Bighorn nor 
Wounded Knee, of course, happened at his bidding, but when 
they did, he rose to the occasion as only someone trained as 
a warrior could. He was adventurous and fearless, whether 
riding for Buffalo Bill or going to Washington to make his case 
for Wounded Knee reparations.

How did Wounded Knee affect him?
Beard lost almost his entire family in a single day at Wounded 
Knee. But he went on to live another 65 years, a virtual life-
time. He never forgot his tragedy, but he never succumbed 
to it, either, by way of cynicism or complacency or alcohol or 
despair. He was a quiet leader, a willing witness—and more 
than just a survivor. As his granddaughter Evelyn Yankton 
likes to put it, “He was a forever person.  

Read the full interview at WildWestMag.com.

BOOKS BY BURNHAM: Along with Song of Dewey Beard, he  
is the author of How the Other Half Lived: A People’s Guide to 
American History Sites (1995), Indian Country, God’s Country: 
Native Americans and the National Parks (2000) and So Far  
From Dixie: Confederates in Yankee Prisons (2003). 



It’s the summer of
1944 and a weath-
ered U.S. sergeant is

walking in Rome only
days after the Allied
Liberation. There is a

joyous mood in the streets and this
tough soldier wants to remember
this day. He’s only weeks away from
returning home. He finds an inter-
esting timepiece in a store just off
the Via Veneto and he decides to
splurge a little on this memento. 
He loved the way it felt in his hand,
and the complex move-
ment inside the case
intrigued him. He really
liked the hunter’s back
that opened to a secret
compartment. He
thought that he could
squeeze a picture of his
wife and new daughter
in the case back. He
wrote home that now 
he could count the
hours until he returned
to the States. This watch
went on to survive some 

harrowing flights in a B-24 bomber
and somehow made it back to the
U.S. Besides the Purple Heart and 
the Bronze Star, my father cherished
this watch because it was a reminder
of the best part of the war for any
soldier—the homecoming. 

He nicknamed the watch Ritorno for
homecoming, and the rare heirloom
is now valued at $42,000 according
to The Complete Guide to Watches. But
to our family, it is just a reminder
that nothing is more beautiful than
the smile of a healthy returning GI.

We wanted to bring this
little piece of personal 
history back to life in a
faithful reproduction of
the original design. We’ve
used a 27-jeweled move-
ment reminiscent of the
best watches of the 1940s
and we built this watch
with $26 million worth 
of Swiss built precision
machinery. We then test
it for 15 days on Swiss
made calibrators to insure

accuracy to only seconds a day. The
movement displays the day and date
on the antique satin finished face
and the sweep second hand lets any
watch expert know that it has a fine 
automatic movement, not a mass-
produced quartz movement. If you
enjoy the rare, the classic, and the
museum quality, we have a limited
number of Ritornos available. We
hope that it will remind you to 
take time to remember what is 
truly valuable. If you are not 
completely satisfied, simply return 
it within 30 days for a full refund 
of the purchase price. 

The hunter’s back

The Ritorno watch back
opens to reveal a special
compartment for a 
keepsake picture or 
can be engraved.

Stauer 1944 Ritorno  $147

Now only $99 + S&P

1-800-333-2045
Promotional Code RTN39 -02
Please mention this when you call.

To order by mail, please call for details.

For fastest service, call toll-free 24 hours a day 1-800-333-2045
Learn more about the history of the 1944 classic at www.stauer.com

14101 Southcross Drive W., Dept. RTN39 -02
Burnsville, Minnesota 55337

We found our most important
watch in a soldier’s pocket

We found our most important
watch in a soldier’s pocket

Stauer®

Authentic Historical

Reproductions



Though a white man  
of Norwegian descent, 
August Peter Culbertson 
(1870–1942) went by  
the moniker “Indian 
Pete,” often relating  
a dubious tale about 
Indians having stolen  
him as a child and raised 
him as one of their own. 
In this 1911 photograph 
he dresses the part for  
his title role in the short- 
lived Indian Pete’s Real 
Wild West Show and 
Congress of Rough 
Riders. Posing with him 
are several unidentified 
(and no doubt underpaid) 
young performers; Pete’s 
7-year-old daughter, 
Ruby, was in the show 
but isn’t pictured here. 
According to one bit of 
period hype, the show 
“[surpassed] in Size  
and Quality Buffalo Bill’s 
Famous Show.” His turn 
as a showman was quite 
a change for Culbert- 
son. In the 1880s he 
had ranched in Dakota 
Territory, and in January 
1891 (in the wake of 
the previous month’s 
tragedy at Wounded 
Knee) he and two 
brothers were arrested 
for killing elderly La- 
kota Chief Few Tails. 
The Culbertsons stood 
trial in Sioux Falls, 
S.D., on June 22 and 
were acquitted in 
early July. No white 
man—not even one 
nicknamed Indian 
Pete—was about to 

be convicted for shooting 
an Indian. TO
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Do you get discouraged when 
you hear your telephone ring? 
Do you avoid using your phone 
because hearing difficulties make 
it hard to understand the person 
on the other end of the line? For 
many Americans the telephone 
conversation – once an important 
part of everyday life – has become 
a thing of the past. Because they 
can’t understand what is said to 
them on the phone, they’re often 
cut off from friends, family, doctors 
and caregivers. Now, thanks to 
innovative technology there is 
finally a better way.

A simple idea… made possible 
with sophisticated technology. 
If you have trouble understanding 
a call, the Captioning 
Telephone can change your 
life. During a phone call the 
words spoken to you appear 
on the phone’s screen – 
similar to closed captioning 
on TV. So when you make 
or receive a call, the words 
spoken to you are not only 
amplified by the phone, but 
scroll across the phone so 
you can listen while reading 
everything that’s said to you. 
Each call is routed through a 
call center, where computer 
technology – aided by a live 
representative – generates 
voice-to-text translations. The 
captioning is real-time, accurate 
and readable. Your conversation 
is private and the captioning 
service doesn’t cost you a penny. 
Captioned Telephone Service 
(CTS) is regulated and funded 
by the Federal Communications 
Commission (FCC) and is designed 
exclusively for individuals with 
hearing loss.  In order to use CTS 

in your home, you must have 
standard telephone service and 
high-speed Internet connectivity 
where the phone will be used. 
Callers do not need special 
equipment or a captioning 
phone in order to 
speak with you.

Finally… a 
phone you 
can use 
again. The 
Captioning 
Telephone 
is also 
packed with 
features to help 
make phone calls 
easier. The keypad has 

large, easy to use buttons. You get 
adjustable volume amplification 
along with the ability to save 
captions for review later. It even 
has an answering machine that 
provides you with the captions of 
each message. 

See for yourself with our 
exclusive home trial.  Try the 
Captioning Telephone in your 
own home and if you are not 
completely amazed, simply 
return it within 60-days for a 
refund of the product purchase 
price. It even comes with a 
5-year warranty.

The Captioning Telephone is intended for use by people with hearing loss.  In purchasing a Captioning Telephone, 
you acknowledge that it will be used by someone who cannot hear well over a traditional phone.

Breakthrough technology converts phone calls to captions.

New amplified phone lets you 
hear AND see the conversation.
The Captioning Telephone converts phone conversations 
to easy-to-read captions for individuals with hearing loss.

81
11

2

“For years I avoided phone 
calls because I couldn’t 
understand the caller… 

now I don’t miss a thing!”
SEE what 

you’ve been 
missing!

Captioning 
Telephone

Call now for our special 
introductory price!

Call now Toll-Free 

1-888-695-2271 
Please mention promotion code 103484.

No 
Contract 
No 

M
onthly Fee
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Jake Teeter (left) had upheld the  
law for decades before facing 
fellow lawman James Reed 
(below) in an 1891 gunfight.

n the latter half of the 19th century the rough-and-tumble 
railroad town of Truckee, California, high in the Sierra 
Nevada, endured shootouts, bar brawls and frequent street 
fights. Its saloons and back alleys were rife with transient 

toughs and other unsavory characters, and the violence that 
marred the town’s reputation in its early decades required strong-
willed lawmen with nerves of steel. Men like that were hard 
to come by, but Truckee got one in Jacob “Jake” Teeter.

Truckee’s first law officer was Arthur Andrus, appointed 
constable of Meadow Lake Township in 1867. Encompassed 
within that eastern Nevada County district, Truckee teemed with 
railroad workers, businessmen, thieves, con men and prostitutes. 
Andrus quit after a few months, but Deputy Sheriff Steven 
Venard boasted mettle enough for the job. Due to a headline- 
grabbing incident the previous year Venard enjoyed a reputa-
tion as one of the region’s toughest lawmen. After serving two 
terms as Nevada City, Calif., marshal, in May 1866 Venard 

joined a citizens’ posse in pursuit of a gang of highwaymen. 
Having caught up with the outlaws, he dispatched three of the 
four with just four shots from his Henry repeating rifle. Venard 
remained a Meadow Lake deputy sheriff until 1870 and then 
joined Wells, Fargo & Co. as a shotgun guard and detective.

After Andrus’ departure 26-year-old Jake Teeter took over 
as constable of Meadow Lake Township. He would serve alter-
nately as constable, deputy sheriff or night watchman for the 
next two decades, until his death in an 1891 gunfight with 
another Truckee lawman.

Hailing from New Jersey, Teeter arrived in Truckee in the 
1860s when it was still known as Coburn Station. Jake and wife 
Margaret bought a home near the commercial district and raised 
five children. The family also had a house on nearby Donner 
Lake, where they rented boats during the summer tourist sea-
son. By 1870 Truckee had 1,675 full-time residents and boasted 
170 buildings, including 25 saloons.
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In the 1860s Truckee  
was a tough town in 
which Teeter wielded  
an ax handle to deal 
with local hard cases.

The logging and railroad industries provided 
jobs for hundreds of men, and Truckee’s saloons, 
poker parlors and the red-light district behind Com-
mercial Row on Jibboom Street lured the worst of 
them. Despite the daily threat from drunks and hard 
cases, however, Constable Teeter wielded a wooden 
ax handle instead of a gun, deeming it “quicker to 
use and less likely to misfire.” He readily confronted 
bad actors drifting through town but was considered 
evenhanded in his administration of justice.

In September 1877 Teeter surprised three men 
who had ducked behind the local sawmill to divvy 
up loot stolen from a Truckee merchant. When one 
of the gang pulled a pistol, Teeter soundly conked 
him on the head with the 3-foot ax handle. As the 
man again grabbed for his gun, Teeter landed a 
second blow that knocked out the ne’er-do-well. 
The constable then calmly retrieved the gun and 
marched the trio off to jail.

Convinced more decisive action was necessary, 
townsmen formed a vigilante group known as the 
“601,” whose masked members beat or tarred and 
feathered miscreants with warnings to leave town or 
be hanged. While its rolls remained secret, among 
its members were business leaders and other up-
standing citizens. At times the 601 stormed the jail 
and dragged off prisoners, though never when 
Constable Teeter was on duty. His strict adher-
ence to lawful justice ultimately led to Truckee’s 
most sensational gunfight.

Over the years Teeter and edgy local gunman 
James Reed ran against one another for the elected 
office of constable. They alternated in their law 
enforcement roles and seemed to maintain a pro-
fessional relationship, but beneath the surface 
tension simmered. An ugly incident in 1876 ex-
posed a key philosophical difference between the 
men. Reed was an active member of the 601, which 
strongly opposed the employment of low-wage 
Chinese laborers. The vigilantes believed many 
problems stemmed from bad immigration law, 
and until it changed, they threatened Truckee’s 
Chinese residents with violence. Teeter opposed 
such extralegal actions and openly shielded jailed 
prisoners and others at risk from vigilante violence.

On June 18, 1876, members of the 601 reportedly 
torched a wooden bunkhouse in which Chinese 
laborers lay sleeping. As the terrified workmen fled 
the burning building, the vigilantes opened fire. 
The hail of bullets wounded nearly all the Chinese 
men, while a charge of buckshot, possibly fired 
from a shotgun owned by James Reed, killed one 
named Ah Ling. Teeter arrested Reed and six other 

suspects in the “Trout Creek Outrage.” All were ul-
timately acquitted, but the encounter put Reed and 
the 601 on notice that Teeter wouldn’t back down.

After the 1890 campaign for constable, which Tee- 
ter narrowly won, the two men stopped speaking 
to one another. A year later Deputy Sheriff Reed 
and Constable Teeter encountered one another 
in Hurd’s Saloon.

On the evening of Nov. 6, 1891, Teeter was drink-
ing at the bar when Reed walked in with friends. 
After an exchange of heated words, a scuffle broke 
out between the lawmen. Before the others could 
intervene, Reed had disarmed Teeter. The embar-
rassed, enraged constable left but soon returned 
to the saloon with another loaded revolver to con-
front Reed packing his own six-shooter. Teeter 
approached the deputy, and after closing to within 
10 feet, he fired. Both were known for their gun- 
handling skills, but the tipsy Teeter missed. Reed 
didn’t hesitate, quickly putting four slugs into the 
constable at close range. Despite a doctor’s care, 
Teeter died at 10:30 the next morning.

Reed turned himself in to Deputy Constable 
Charles W. Long but wasn’t jailed. He retained 
Truckee’s leading attorney, Charles F. McGlashan, 
who also harbored anti-Chinese sentiments and 
was complicit in expelling “celestials” from the 
community. A coroner’s inquest determined Reed 
had shot Teeter in self-defense, and an eight-man 
jury and the coroner signed off on his release.

With Jake Teeter’s death, Truckee lost a loyal, 
honorable constable. A prominent headstone marks 
his grave at the town’s Sierra Mountains Cemetery. 
James Reed remained in Truckee until dying of 
natural causes in March 1905. He too is buried in 
the town cemetery, but his grave is unmarked. 
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The National Park Service 
was born in 1916, but 36 
years earlier Harry Yount 
(who posed for the portrait 
below and the photo at 
Colorado’s Berthoud Pass  
at left) started work as 
Yellowstone’s gamekeeper.

s Americans mark the centennial of the National 
Park Service, many still refer to environmental-
ist John Muir (1838–1914) as the “Father of the 
National Parks.” Indeed, among other accom-

plishments he successfully lobbied Congress to pass the 1890 
bill that established Yosemite National Park. But years before 
Yosemite came Yellowstone, which in March 1872 officially 
became the first national park in the world, let alone the country. 
Yellowstone’s first superintendent, Nathaniel Langford, had no 
salary, no funding, and could do little to protect the park. In 1878 
Congress provided his successor, Philetus Norris, with mini-
mal funding to improve operations. Poaching and vandalism 
remained a problem, however, so in 1880 U.S. Secretary of the 

Interior Carl Schurz hired Harry Yount as park gamekeeper. 
While Yount served just 14 months and certainly never became a 
household name like Muir, his efforts at Yellowstone helped in-
spire the creation of the National Park Service (NPS) on Aug. 25, 
1916. In his 1928 book Oh, Ranger! Horace Albright, who a 
year later became the second NPS director, recognized “Rocky 
Mountain Harry” as the “father of the ranger service, as well as 
the first national park ranger.”

Harry Yount, born Henry S. Yount in 1839, grew up in Missou-
ri’s Harmony Township, about 90 miles southwest of St. Louis. 
His uncle George C. Yount left Missouri for Santa Fe and became 
a notable free trapper and explorer in the Southwest and Califor-
nia (see “Pioneers and Settlers” in the February 2016 Wild West ). 
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Harry Yount enlisted in the Union Army during the 
Civil War and rose to the rank of company quarter-
master sergeant. After his July 1865 discharge in 
Little Rock, Ark., Yount hired on at Fort Kearny, 
Neb., as an Army bullwhacker. In July 1866 his first 
bull train reached Fort Laramie (in what would be-
come Wyoming) and soon continued on the Boze-
man Trail bound for newly established Fort C.F. 
Smith in Montana Territory. Near the Bighorn River, 
Sioux warriors harassed the teamsters for several 
days. After Harry shot at one charging warrior, kill-
ing the man’s horse, the Sioux bothered them no 
more. He continued as a teamster along the Boze-
man Trail and in 1868 did a stint at Wyoming Sta-
tion, delivering finished ties and cordwood to Union 
Pacific crews. He also worked for several years as a 
scout, trapper and hunter, during which time he be-
came acquainted with Lakota Chiefs Red Cloud and 
Spotted Tail, Shoshone Chief Washakie and North-
ern Cheyenne Chief Dull Knife (aka Morning Star).

Starting in 1872, Yount spent seven summers as 
a packer and guide for the Hayden Geological 
Survey in what would become the states of New 
Mexico, Arizona, Colorado, Wyoming and Utah. 
(After exploring Yellowstone in 1871, Ferdinand 
Vandeveer Hayden had been a leading proponent 
of the national park.) Late in the 1874 season the 
survey party encountered deep snow in northwest 
Colorado. Some of the men, having lost their com-
pass, became disoriented and delirious, and Yount 
told pack train leader Chunky Johnson to strap 
anyone who attempted to wander off to his mule. 
Yount then guided the party to a ranch on the 
Yampa River, where the men rested before con-
tinuing on to the railhead in Rawlins, Wyoming 
Territory. Perhaps it was during this trip Yount 
earned the nickname Rocky Mountain Harry.

After sundown on Aug. 25, 1878, Bannocks raid-
ing through Yellowstone fired on Yount’s Henry 
Lake camp, prompting the guide, topographer 
Allen Wilson and others to flee into the woods. 
Nobody was hurt, but the Bannocks made off with 
their mounts and food supplies. It took Yount’s 
party three days to reach expedition headquarters 
in the Upper Geyser Basin. That same summer 
as Yount guided survey member James Eccles’ 
attempt to summit Grand Teton, Harry slipped 
on a glacier and slid down the ice toward a large 
crevasse. His buckskin pants gripped the ice, stop-
ping his fall, but according to Wilson, Yount was 
clinging to the icy rock like “a starfish hanging to 
a breakwater” before Wilson threw him a lifeline. 
The party turned around just shy of the summit, 
though the views were spectacular.

In winter Yount often hunted and trapped the 
Laramie Mountains, and in the early 1870s he col-

lected study specimens of Rocky Mountain species 
—including mountain lions, foxes, wolves and sage 
grouse—for the Smithsonian Institution. In pursuit 
of grizzly bear specimens, he sometimes crawled 
right into their dens. While always prepared with 
powder and ball for a second shot, he once had 
to hurriedly reload a third time in the dark to shoot 
one determined bear. As grizzlies often weighed 
more than 800 pounds, he used a mule team to 
drag their carcasses from the dens. Yount kept 
after grizzlies, usually employing a .40-90 Sharps, 
until his mid-60s. In 1892 he brought five grizzly 
skins into Cheyenne, Wyo., where he expected to 
get a $250 bounty on each hide.

Yount was mostly a defender of wildlife after re-
porting for duty as Yellowstone gamekeeper in July 
1880. He built a cabin at the juncture of the Lamar 
and Soda Butte valleys so as to protect wintering 
bison and elk. In reports to Superintendent Norris 
and Secretary Schurz, though, he stressed his in-
ability to safeguard the entire park and called for 
“a small, active, reliable police force, to receive 
regular pay during the spring and summer at least, 
when animals are likely to be slaughtered by tour-
ists and mountaineers. It is evident that such a force 
could, in addition to the protection of the game, 
assist the superintendent of the park in enforcing 
the laws, rules and regulations for protection of 
guideboards and bridges, and the preservation 
of the countless and widely scattered geyser cones 
and other matchless wonders of the park.”

After resigning his Yellowstone post in Sep-
tember 1881, Yount homesteaded and prospected 
in Wyoming. In 1892 he helped develop a marble 
quarry near Wheatland but sold his interest long 
before the quarry became profitable. In 1898 
he homesteaded along Halleck Creek in Albany 
County and brought watermelons, corn and other 
vegetables to market in Cheyenne. By 1912 he 
had sold his place there and settled in Wheatland, 
where he remained until his death from heart 
failure on May 16, 1924.

The 1916 creation of the National Park Service 
was largely the result of a campaign spearheaded 
by businessmen/conservationists Stephen Mather 
and J. Horace McFarland and journalist Robert 
Sterling Yard, and Mather was appointed first 
director of the NPS. But as “first ranger” at Yellow-
stone 35 years earlier, Harry Yount had done his 
part by setting standards and exemplifying the 
spirit of the future service. Hayden had recog-
nized his efforts by naming Younts Peak, a sum-
mit in the Absarokas southeast of Yellowstone, 
after Harry, and in 1994 the NPS established the 
Harry Yount Award for rangers who demonstrate 
excellence in their duties. 

The National Park 
Service [nps.gov],  
the U.S. agency that 
manages all 400-plus 
national parks, monu-
ments and other con- 
servation and historical 
properties, marks its 
centennial this year.  
On Aug. 25, 1916,  
a bill signed by Presi- 
dent Woodrow Wilson 
mandated the NPS 
“conserve the scenery 
and the natural and 
historic objects and 
wildlife therein, and to 
provide for the enjoy- 
ment of the same in  
such manner and by  
such means as will  
leave them unimpaired 
for the enjoyment of 
future generations.” For 
more about the centennial 
visit nationalparks.com 
and findyourpark.com.
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William Andrews Clark 
moved to Butte, Montana 
Territory, in 1872 and built  
a business empire atop a 
copper foundation. His first 
mansion, completed in 1888, 
houses a bed-and-breakfast.

lthough his story isn’t exactly rags to riches, William 
Andrews Clark was born in a log cabin in Connells-
ville, Pa., on Jan. 8, 1839, and died 86 years later in 
an opulent mansion on New York’s Fifth Avenue. 

Among the wealthiest men in America at his death, he first 
made his mark as an entrepreneur and politician in Montana, 
with assets spread across at least six states and territories. Despite 
his fortune and fame, he is far from a household name today.

In 1856, when W.A. (as he preferred to be called) was 17, his 
parents moved the family to Iowa, where the young man fished 

about for a vocation. He studied law at Iowa Wesleyan University 
for two years and taught school in Missouri before news of gold 
strikes drew him to Colorado Territory in 1862. Landing first in 
Central City, he spent a winter working its quartz mines before 
trying his hand at placer mining in Bannack, which in 1864 would 
serve briefly as the capital of newly formed Montana Territory.

Seeking a faster track to fortune, Clark turned to merchan-
dising. In the winter of 1863–64 he took his meager savings 
and traveled by wagon to Salt Lake City, Utah Territory, where 
he bought flour, eggs, butter, fruit and other staples needed in 
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the remote mining camps. Eggs bought for 25 cents 
a dozen in Salt Lake went for $3 a dozen in Ban-
nack. Even if the eggs froze on the return trip, 
they could be used in Tom and Jerrys, a popular 
cocktail of the time. With his profits Clark soon 
opened several mercantile stores. Around 1867 
he set up relay stations and secured the contract 
to deliver mail between Missoula and Walla Walla, 
Washington Territory.

In January 1870 newlyweds W.A. and Kate 
(Stauffer) Clark had their first of seven children. 
They were living in Deer Lodge, Montana Terri-
tory, where he owned a grocery and soon started 
a bank. When the bank opened a branch in the 
boomtown of Butte in 1872, Clark moved there 
and started to snap up mining properties. He had 
landed on the “Richest Hill on Earth.”

The advent of electric power by the late 1870s 
boosted demand for copper, which was abundant 
in the soil around Butte. The Union Pacific arrived 
by 1881, smelters went into high gear, and Clark 
and fellow industrialists Marcus Daly and F. Au-
gustus Heinze soon became known as the “Copper 
Kings.” In a few short years Clark’s business em-
pire grew to include smelters, stamp and lumber 
mills, newspapers, power plants and streetcar 
lines. By 1888 work was complete on his first 
mansion, which today houses a bed-and-breakfast 
[copperkingmansion.com].

Clark also found opportunity outside of Mon-
tana Territory. In 1883 he joined Omaha business-
men John A. Creighton, Charles H. Dewey and 
Emerson L. Stone in transforming Shoshone Falls, 
Idaho Territory, into the “Niagara Falls of the West,” 
building roads, a ferry and a two-story hotel on the 
Snake River near Twin Falls. In 1885, while serving 
as a commissioner of the World Cotton Centennial 
in New Orleans, Clark was drawn to the mineral 
exhibit from Arizona Territory. Three years later 
he visited Jerome, A.T., and bought up stock in 
the dormant mine of the United Verde Copper Co. 
(UVCC). He first solved the transportation prob-
lems that had plagued prior owners by building 
roads, a tramway and the narrow-gauge United 
Verde & Pacific Railway, which linked Jerome 
with Ash Fork, Prescott and Phoenix. By 1894 the 
UVCC was producing tons of ore rich in copper, 
silver and gold, considerably enriching its owner. 
When fires brought mining to a standstill in Jerome, 
Clark built one of the earliest planned communi-
ties for his workers around a larger smelter a mile 
away. Clarkdale was born.

But riches weren’t enough for the small, red-
headed, impeccably dressed man. Clark wanted 

a title, and through his Butte Miner he pushed his 
political ambitions, first serving as president of 
the 1884 and 1889 state constitutional conventions 
(Montana became a state on Nov. 8, 1889). In 1899 
he realized his dream of becoming a U.S. senator. 
In that era state legislatures elected U.S. senators, 
and Clark thought it expedient to open his wallet 
in exchange for votes. His reported answer to 
critics was, “I never bought a man who wasn’t for 
sale.” When word of his bribery reached Washing-
ton, D.C., however, the Senate refused to seat him. 
Undeterred, Clark won a follow-up campaign and 
served as senator from 1901 to 1907.

Clark’s wife, Kate, had died in 1893, leaving 
W.A. with five living children. In 1901 he married 
French-born Anna Eugenia La Chapelle—his junior 
by four decades, younger than all but one of his 
children—with whom he had two more daughters. 

Decades earlier his mother and siblings had 
moved to Los Angeles, where W.A. and brother 
J. Ross Clark invested in extensive sugar beet farms 
and a refinery. In 1901, looking for a shorter route 
between the refinery and markets to the east, Clark 
dug into his own deep pockets to build the San 
Pedro, Los Angeles & Salt Lake Railroad. Along 
the route W.A. sited the town of Las Vegas, selling 
lots at auction in May 1905.

In an era when stagecoaches, steamships and 
railroads were the fastest means of travel, the ener-
getic Clark still managed to maintain sole, auto-
cratic control over his investments, which included 
a coffee and sugar plantation in Mexico, a smelter 
in Colorado, coal mines in Wyoming, lead mines 
in Idaho and cattle ranches across the West.

Culture was important to him, as well. The Clark 
family spent much time in Europe, where W.A. 
added to his famed art collection. He became a 
trustee of Washington’s Corcoran Gallery of Art, 
to which he bequeathed many of his works by 
such masters as Renoir, Monet, Chase, Sargent 
and Manet. He also funded the building of parks, 
amusement centers, theaters and other cultural 
centers nationwide.

W.A. Clark was worth an estimated $150 million 
at his death at age 86 from pneumonia on March 2, 
1925. His heirs eventually sold off most of his busi-
nesses and holdings, including his $15 million, 
121-room, 31-bath mansion at 962 Fifth Ave. 
in New York, which developers later demolished 
to build apartments. Although Americans have 
largely forgotten the “Copper Kings,” Clark’s lega-
cy lives on in Clarkdale (Ariz.), Clark County 
(Nev.) and the W.A. Clark Theater at the former 
state prison in Deer Lodge, Mont. 

W.A. Clark was 
responsible for a  
first in U.S. prison 
history—a theater.  
In 1919 Clark, a friend  
of Warden Frank Conley, 
donated $10,000 for  
the construction of an 
ornate theater at the 
Montana State Prison 
(see below) in Deer 
Lodge. Completed the 
following spring, the 
W.A. Clark Theater sat 
1,000 people—prisoners 
or community members 
—for movies, plays, 
concerts, prizefights  
and religious services.  
It remained a commu- 
nity and prison mainstay 
until destroyed by an 
arsonist in December 
1975. Today visitors  
are welcome inside the 
walls of the Old Mon- 
tana Prison Museum 
[pcmaf.org] on Main 
Street in Deer Lodge.
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hen Mindy Besaw left the Whitney Western Art 
Museum in Cody, Wyo., last year to become 
curator for the Crystal Bridges Museum of 
American Art [crystalbridges.org] in Benton-

ville, Ark., she moved to the East, but she didn’t leave the West 
behind. “Artists like Charles Bird King, John Mix Stanley, 
Frederic Remington and Georgia O’Keeffe weren’t just West-
ern artists, they were American artists,” explains Besaw, who also 
focused on Western art while curating at the Denver Art Museum.

Among the first exhibits Besaw helped curate at Crystal Bridges 
was the recently ended “Changing Perspectives of Native Ameri-
cans,” and museumgoers will find works by King, Stanley, Rem-
ington and O’Keeffe, as well as Albert Bierstadt, George Catlin, 
Thomas Cole and Worthington Whittredge. Their Western por-
traits and landscapes hang alongside the canvases of such masters 
as John James Audubon, Norman Rockwell and Andy Warhol. 

Opened in November 2011, the museum is the dream of 
Alice Walton, daughter of Walmart founder Sam Walton. It sits 
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on 120 acres and is named for a nearby spring 
and the onsite bridges that span spring-fed ponds. 
Its permanent galleries present a chronological 
history of American art that spans five centuries 
and shows the transformation of American artis-
tic styles. Take, for example, the draped robes and 
Greek and Roman stances—“The classical idea 
of beauty,” Besaw notes—in King’s oil on panel 
portraits of an Otoe chief (circa 1822) and a Sauk 
chief (circa 1824). Between 1822 and 1842 King 
rendered more than 140 portraits of Indians for 
Thomas McKenney, the first superintendent 
of Indian Affairs. An 1865 fire at the Smith-
sonian Institution destroyed most of the artist’s 
original portraits.

Compare King’s romantic vision of the West—
or George de Forest Brush’s The Indian and the Lily, 

Clockwise from  
opposite page:  
John Mix Stanley's  
The Buffalo Hunt;  
Frederic Remington's 
Cowpuncher’s Lullaby;  
George de Forest  
Brush's The Indian  
and the Lily; and  
one of the spring-fed 
ponds bordering the 
museum buildings.

Catlin’s Indian Encampment or Stanley’s The Buffalo 
Hunt—with, say, Remington’s nocturnal 1906 oil 
on canvas Cowpuncher’s Lullaby  or the 1914 bronze 
On the Warpath, by Cyrus Edwin Dallin, a Utah 
native who drew his inspiration from watching 
Buffalo Bill Cody's Wild West traveling show in 
Paris in 1889. Or skip several steps ahead to the 
photo-realism of Cobi Moules’ Untitled (Avalanche 
Lake), a 2012 oil on canvas.

Walton’s dream is far from realized, as the mu-
seum regularly acquires new works, such as a 
set of more than 700 Edward Curtis photographs. 
With 500 years of art already to choose from, can 
Besaw pick a favorite work? “That’s like choosing 
a favorite child,” says the curator. “But it depends 
on the day. If it’s a day like today, I might choose 
The Indian and the Lily. But tomorrow…?” 



I N D I A N  L I F E

WILD WEST   A U G U S T  2 0 1 626

IM
A

G
E

 B
Y

 G
R

E
G

 P
R

O
C

H

n early June 1862 Charger, head of a Sans Arc Lakota 
warrior society committed to peace, suffered a drastic re-
versal when his attempt to shield Hunkpapa “Paper Chief” 
Bear Ribs from assassination failed (see related story, P. 60). 

But Charger and his men—nicknamed the “Fool Soldiers” by skep-
tical tribesman—soon had a chance at redemption in the after-
math of that summer’s Sioux Uprising. A few months after that 
dreadful slaughter of white settlers in Minnesota, a boatload of 
miners led by trader Charles Galpin was drifting down the Mis-
souri River when stopped by Santee fugitives. After a tense ex-
change punctuated by threats, Galpin had shoved off under fire 
when a white woman ran down to the bank and pleaded with 
the miners to rescue her and other captives from the Santee camp. 

Galpin wasn’t about to push his luck, but on November 17, as 
the party stopped at a trading post some miles downriver, Galpin 
told owner Frank La Framboise about the captives. La Framboise 
thought of the Fool Soldiers, encamped at nearby Fort Pierre.

By fall 1862 Charger’s warrior society—which had banded to-
gether two years earlier after young Sans Arc warrior Kills Game 
and Comes Back had dreamed of peace—boasted 11 members: 
Mad Bear, Pretty Bear, Sitting Bear, One Rib, Strikes Fire and 
Red Dog had joined Charger, Kills Game and Comes Back, 
Charging Dog, Swift Bird and Four Bears. With trade goods, 
money and horses provide by La Framboise, the Fool Soldiers 
rode upriver, hoping to ransom the captives. Galpin, meanwhile 
had continued downriver to the garrison at Fort Randall, where 
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Opposite: Charger,  
who later took the first 
name Martin, was an 
early peace advocate. 
Below: Charger is  
seated second from left  
in the second row of this 
1875 Lakota delegation 
to Washington, D.C.

on November 20 he informed post commander 
Major John Pattee about the captives. Pattee imme-
diately set out with a rescue party of infantrymen 
and a small artillery contingent.

That same day Charger and the other Fool Sol-
diers reached the Santee camp. They spent a day 
feasting with the captors and negotiating for the 
release of Laura Duley and her two daughters; Ju-
lia Wright and her daughter; Lillie Everett, a young 
girl whose mother had been killed; and two young 
daughters of Thomas Ireland, whose wife and other 
two daughters had been killed. The Santees had 
captured the women and children at Lake Shetek 
three months earlier, in the early days of the up-
rising. After extending false promises of mercy, the 
raiders had killed 15 other settlers—men, women and 
children. Miraculously, both wounded husbands of 
the captive women had survived. But the women 
had been traded from warrior to warrior, repeat-
edly raped, and struck, kicked or scolded by jealous 
Indian women. Both were heavily traumatized. 

The bartering session with the Santees was long 
but successful, the Fool Soldiers trading all but one 
horse and four guns to obtain the two women and 
six children. The Sans Arc saviors rigged a travois 
to the horse for the captives, then walked down-
river to Frank La Framboise’s trading post, arriving 
on November 24. The trader gave the captives soap 
and water to clean up and what calico clothing he 
had in stock. After the women and children had 
rested a few days, two French-Canadian fur trad-
ers, Frederick Dupree and Louis LaPlant, helped 
them into two carts and headed for Fort Randall. 
En route, on November 29, they encountered Major 
Pattee’s rescue party. The camp cook prepared a 
meal for the women and children, while the sol-
diers gave them blankets and took up a collection 
amounting to $500. Pattee also dispatched word of 
the rescue to newspapers, and the survivors soon 
reclaimed their relatives. Laura Duley was so trau-
matized by her captivity and the prospect of ostra-
cism after multiple rapes that she collapsed within 
three weeks and was described as “a harmless 
imbecile.” Her husband, by then a captain in the 
Minnesota Volunteers, was selected to spring the 
gallows trap on the 38 warriors convicted for their 
participation in the uprising and sentenced to hang 
in Mankato the day after Christmas.

While Pattee later received word that Congress 
had appropriated $2,400 to reimburse the Fool 
Soldiers, Charger told the major they never re-
ceived a dime. Regardless, a year after the rescue 
when starvation threatened Sans Arcs encamped on 
Medicine Creek, the selfless Fool Soldiers—who had 
come to embrace their nickname—again took the 
initiative, trading buffalo robes for provisions at Fort 

Randall, feeding their starving friends, then trans-
porting them to Fort Pierre for further help.

In 1867 a vengeful Santee warrior murdered Kills 
Game and Comes Back, the Sans Arc peace dream-
er. Charger was selected as a delegate to the 1868 
Fort Laramie Treaty Council but opted out after 
getting word that Santees in attendance planned 
to kill him. Despite such warnings he did travel to 
Washington, D.C., to ensure the proposed bound-
aries of the Great Sioux Reservation were those the 
Lakotas had agreed to after fighting the U.S. Army 
to a standstill in Red Cloud’s War of 1866–68.

In 1869, after a spate of mutual horse stealing, 
the Sans Arcs went on the warpath against the for-
midable Crows and lost 15 warriors. Charger urged 
his stunned people to give up the old ways and 
return to the reservation. In 1872 he led those who 
would listen to the Cheyenne River Agency, where 
they built log cabins and took up farming. 

Charger again traveled to Washington in 1875 
when officials pressured the Sioux to sell the Black 
Hills. This time he was defiant, pointing out that a 
three-fourths majority of adult males was required 
to change the treaty boundaries. Other Lakotas 
threatened flat out to kill any tribal representative 
who touched the pen. The bid for the sale of the 
Black Hills failed. But after the disastrous June 1876 
Battle of the Little Bighorn, vengeful federal au-
thorities attached a “sell or starve” rider to that 
year’s Indian Appropriations Act. The following 
spring they simply claimed the Black Hills.

Charger later took a first name—Martin—and ac-
cepted Christ. He helped feed and clothe survivors 
of the December 1890 Wounded Knee Massacre 
on the Pine Ridge Reservation, served as a tribal 
judge, married his second wife in church and for 
the smaller Lakota bands helped organize the Chey-
enne River Indian Reservation. Martin Charger—
the Lakota warrior who chose the path of peace—
died after a short illness on Aug. 16, 1900. 
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KIT CARSON’S2 O’CLOCK HAT
The famed scout earned acclaim—and a new beaver felt hat—for his timely service 

during the 1849–54 Jicarilla War  By Paul Andrew Hutton
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arly in the spring of 1853 Kit 
Carson embarked on the strangest adventure of his 
storied career. With business partners Lucien Max-
well and John Hatcher he led a three-pronged trail 
drive to California that predated the cattle drives up 
the Chisholm Trail by more than a dozen years. It 
was not cattle, however, Carson and his companions 
herded to California’s goldfields. It was sheep—6,500 
woolly head—they drove north from Maxwell’s Ray- 
ado ranch in northeastern New Mexico Territory 
to Fort Laramie (in what would become Wyoming) 
and then along the California Trail via the Green 
River and the Great Basin across the Sierras to 
Sacramento. “Sold our sheep to Mr. Norris at $5.50 
a head, doing very well,” Carson noted with glee.

After his business was done in Los Angeles, Car-
son returned east via the Gila Trail, arriving home 
in Taos on Christmas Day to news he had been 
appointed federal Indian agent for northern New 
Mexico Territory (which then included what would 
become southern Colorado) at a salary of $1,500 
a year. The appointment was a rare flash of intelli-
gence on the part of the Washington political class. 
Such positions were usually doled out as patronage 
favors to politicos of varying degrees of competence 
and honesty. All could agree Carson was a superb 
selection as agent, even if he was illiterate and had 
to hire a clerk to write his reports. The 44-year-old 
would serve as Indian agent for the next eight years.

The appointment put Carson in charge of his 
old enemies the Jicarilla Apaches. Four years earlier 
he had led a dragoon column in an attempt to rescue 
Ann White and her infant daughter from Jicarilla 
raiders (see “Kit Carson’s Rescue Ride,” by Paul 
Andrew Hutton, online at WildWestMag.com). But 
even as the scout led the dragoons into the Jicarilla 
camp, White’s captors shot an arrow through her 
heart. Carson felt contempt for the Jicarillas, calling 
them “truly the most degraded and troublesome 
Indians we have in our department.”

Headquartered in Taos, his jurisdiction encom-
passed not only the Jicarillas but also the Muache 
Utes and the Puebloans of Taos. The Taos Indians 
had long lived at peace with their Hispanic neigh-
bors, and Carson had a particularly warm relation-
ship with the Utes, but the Jicarillas were another 
matter altogether. Over the previous generation the 
Llaneros (plains people) band of that Apache tribe 

had reached a shaky balance of power with New 
Mexicans, but that had broken down with the arrival 
of American troops. Comanche hostility had forced 
the Llaneros from the plains back onto the tradition-
al homeland they shared with their more agricul-
turally oriented cousins the Olleros (pottery makers). 
Based in their northern mountain stronghold, the Ji-
carillas flourished, their hunter-gatherer subsistence 
augmented by both trade with and plunder from 
the Hispanics to the south. By 1853 they numbered 
some 100 lodges with a population around 500.

The Jicarilla raiders roved from east of the 
upper Rio Grande southeast to the Canadian River, 
making life miserable for settlers and travelers alike. 
Fanning the flames, their northern neighbors, the 
Utes, provided a ready market for their plunder, 
while rival Jicarilla chiefs—old Francisco Chacón 
of the Olleros and young Lobo Blanco of the Lla- 
neros—grappled for tribal supremacy.

In 1854 New Mexico Territorial Governor David 
Meriwether, who also served as Indian superinten-
dent, remarked, “No other single band of Indians 
has committed an equal amount of depredations 
upon and caused so much trouble and annoyance 
to the people of this territory as the Jicarillas.” 
Carson and Meriwether repeatedly clashed, but 
when it came to the Jicarillas, they were in complete 
agreement. A day of reckoning was coming.

In April 1851 Jicarilla Chiefs Chacón and Lobo 
Blanco had met with then Indian superintendent 
and Territorial Governor James C. Calhoun at a 
Santa Fe treaty council. Carson was present, though 
the searing memory of the Ann White tragedy had 
made the council hard for him to stomach. The 
talks went well, and the Apache chiefs agreed to 
stay away from the settlements in exchange for 
federal annuities. Raiding persisted, however, and in 
early 1853 Calhoun’s successor, William Carr Lane, 
sought to settle the Jicarilla problem by removing 
them west of the Rio Grande. Though it seemed an 
absurdity to Lobo Blanco and his Llaneros, Chacón 
and his Olleros agreed to settle along the Rio Puerco 
some 20 miles west of Abiquiú. Chacón’s people 
cleared fields and planted corn, wheat, pumpkins 
and melons. The peace was but a mirage.

Lobo Blanco’s Llaneros continued to raid with 
impunity, even striking the herd of Fort Union’s 
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cattle supplier. In late February 1854 Lieutenant David Bell led a 
detachment of 2nd Dragoons east from Fort Union to the Canadi-
an River in search of the Jicarilla rustlers. On March 2 Bell caught 
up with the Apaches, who signaled for a parley. Bell advanced 
with his two-dozen mounted dragoons, to be met by an equal 
number of Jicarillas led by Lobo Blanco himself. No man was 
more wanted by the Army, for the chief had reportedly bragged 
of raping Ann White. Bell was determined to get his man. With 
weapon drawn, he ordered the chief to surrender. In response 
Lobo Blanco slipped from his horse, dropped to one knee and 
shot at the lieutenant. Reining up his horse and leaning forward 
in the saddle, Bell fired back, emptying his revolver into his foe.

The dragoons immediately charged, while the dismounted 
Jicarilla warriors dropped to the ground around Lobo Blanco 
to exchange shots with the soldiers. Within moments about 
a half-dozen men on either side fell dead or wounded. The 
wounded chief rose up in rage and staggered toward the young 

officer. Another dragoon shot the chief yet again, and as he fell, 
the soldier picked up a large rock and crushed his skull.

The death of Lobo Blanco inflamed the passions of all the Jica- 
rillas. Seeking to cool their ardor, Indian agent Carson met with 
Chacón and several of his Ollero warriors on March 25. Chacón 
condemned the cattle raid on Fort Union and the fight with Bell’s 
dragoons, swearing his peaceful intentions and asking for gov-
ernment rations and protection. Carson could neither feed the 
Apaches nor protect them, but he urged them to remain near 
Picurís Pueblo while he rode south to Santa Fe to plead their case.

While Carson was gone, a 60-man detachment of 1st Dragoons 
under Lieutenant John Wynn Davidson rode out from Canton-
ment Burgwin, near Taos, with orders to find the Apaches. On 
March 30 in a steep canyon near Cieneguilla (present-day Pilar), 
15 miles southwest of Taos, the dragoons blundered into an am-
bush set by more than 200 Jicarilla and Ute warriors armed with 
muskets, bows and arrows. Had the warriors been better armed, 

Casa Carson
The Carson family 
home in Taos was  
a center of activity 
when Kit served as 
federal Indian agent 
for northern New 
Mexico Territory.
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they might well have slaughtered all of the soldiers. Even so they 
killed 22 of the soldiers and wounded nearly every other member 
of the command. The Apaches soon flanked the dragoons, threat-
ening the horse holders in the rear. In danger of having all his 
mounts stampeded, the wounded Davidson ordered a retreat. 
Leaving behind their dead comrades, the surviving soldiers used 
their sabers to cut their way out. The Indians, content to capture 
the remaining horses and loot the corpses, let the soldiers go.

Acting Territorial Governor William S. Messervy presumptu-
ously declared that a state of war existed between the United States 
and the Jicarillas, remarking that “the best interests of the terri-
tory and the highest dictates of humanity demand their extinc-
tion.” To accomplish this task, the U.S. military could muster but 
1,600 troops, mostly of the 1st and 2nd Dragoons and 3rd Infantry.

When word of the Battle of Cieneguilla reached Fort Union, 
Lt. Col. Philip St. George Cooke took the field, stripping the fort 

of every available man. On April 4 Cooke marched west toward 
the Rio Grande with Bell’s company of 2nd Dragoons, a detach-
ment of 1st Dragoons under Lieutenant Sam Sturgis and a com-
pany of 2nd Artillery serving as infantrymen. Cooke, an aristo-
cratic Virginian, inspired either fear or awe in those with whom 
he came into contact. He had graduated from the U.S. Military 
Academy at West Point in 1827 and was one of the first officers 
selected for the 1st Dragoons, a regiment organized in 1833 to 
address the contingencies of frontier expansion. The imperious 
Cooke impressed Carson as undoubtedly “brave and gallant” 
but nevertheless “a very peppery man with language, [who] 
talked through his nose so that you could hardly understand him, 
but you had to understand him.”

On reaching Taos, Cooke persuaded Carson to serve as chief 
scout for the expedition. A “Spy Company” of 30 New Mexican 
and Pueblo Indian guides, led by Taos merchant James Quinn, 
also joined the column. The Pueblos, longtime enemies of the 
Jicarillas, led the way as Cooke’s 200-man force resumed their 
march in the teeth of a fierce spring snowstorm. “Crossing the 
Rio Grande,” Cooke later recorded, “we pursued the enemy 
through deep snows along the margin of frightful precipices and 
ravines, over the roughest mountains by sheep paths, following 
the devious and scarcely perceptible trail only through the won-
derful sagacity of our Pueblo allies, who seemed never at fault.”

Cooke’s column finally overtook the Jicarillas on April 8 in 
a canyon of the Rio Ojo Caliente, a tributary of the Rio Chama, 
near hot springs Carson knew to be a favorite Apache campsite. 
The canyon walls were too steep to descend without alerting the 
Indians, so the soldiers unleashed a volley on the sleeping village 
from above. The surprised warriors returned fire as they desper-
ately tried to get their families across the swollen river to safety. 
Several women and children perished in the icy waters, while 
another 17 died afterward from exposure.

So prominent was Carson in the fight that the Jicarillas long re-
called him as the column commander. Carson was anxious to take 
the Apache women and children as hostages, as that might well 
force the warriors to surrender. The last thing he wanted was for 
any of them to be killed, for that would leave the men with nothing 
to live for save vengeance. Quinn recalled that he and Carson 
led the assault on the village: “Carson had always been ahead with 
the Spy Company, and it being no time to swap knives, he charged 
hard on the left with the Mexicans and myself with my Pueblos.” 

Though the column quickly secured the camp, all of the 
Jicarillas save five warriors had escaped. In his report Cooke 
claimed a grand victory over Chacón’s 150 warriors, with the loss 
of just one soldier killed and one wounded. But Carson was 
disgusted. Even with his prejudice against the Jicarillas, he had 
little stomach for Cooke’s so-called “victory.” The action had 
claimed innocents, while the warriors who had defeated David-
son had fled east to the Canadian or south to find sanctuary 
with the Mescalero Apaches.

Frustrating Cooke’s attempt to pursue the fleeing Apaches 
were the rugged terrain, deepening snows and the elusive na-
ture of his foe. “The Jicarilla Apache Indians are the worst that 
are to be pursued,” Carson noted. “They always, after having 
been attacked, retreat in small parties and have no baggage and 
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are capable of traveling several days without food, so that it is 
impossible for any command of regular troops to overtake them.” 

Cooke returned to Fort Union in frustration, his claim of victory 
ringing hollower by the day. Meanwhile, Jicarilla raiders and their 
Ute allies struck New Mexican settlements all along the Rio 
Grande to the north of Santa Fe. Fearing a greater alliance among 
the Jicarillas and Utes to the north, the Comanches and Kiowas to 
the east and the Mescaleros to the south, Cooke ordered Captain 
James Henry Carleton to pursue the Jicarillas north into the Sangre 
de Cristo Mountains with two companies of the 1st Dragoons and 
Quinn’s Spy Company. Carson again served as chief of scouts.

Carson had first met Carleton in the summer of 1851 just 
north of the Arkansas River crossing of the Santa Fe Trail. While 
returning to Rayado with a dozen of Maxwell’s wagons loaded 
down with St. Louis goods, he had fallen in with a large party 
of sullen Cheyennes. Learning that some imperious army officer 
had recently flogged a Cheyenne chief, Carson realized his small 
party was in great danger, for the Indians would seek vengeance 
on the first whites they encountered. 

Carson had with him his teen daughter Adaline as well as his 
niece Susan and her new husband. He could ill afford a pitched 
battle with the Cheyennes. The Indians were in an ugly mood, 
threatening Carson and his dozen companions. Carson was a 
brave man, but he was no fool. After bluffing the Indians with 

Austere Officer
Captain James 
Carleton came  
to respect 
Carson during 
their pursuit of  
the Jicarillas.

threats of his own, he and his men quickly packed up the wagons, 
moved out and kept traveling until dark. He then sent a messenger 
ahead in search of help. The Cheyennes continue to shadow the 
wagons, waiting for the right moment to strike. They finally cleared 
off about the time Carleton and a 30-man rescue party met the 
wagon train along the trail. Carson was forever grateful to Carleton 
for his concern and his offer to ride out and punish the Cheyennes.

The rigidly austere Army officer from Down East Maine did 
not immediately warm to the famed Western frontiersman, 
assuming Carson’s reputation to be absurdly exaggerated. But 
he came to change his mind during their summer 1854 cam-
paign against the Jicarillas. In late May, having discovered a faint 
trail made by three warriors in Sangre de Cristo Pass, Carson 
led Carleton’s dragoons down from the heights and southeast 
across the broad prairie to Raton Pass. The scout knew this 
country well and could tell from the trail sign the Jicarillas were 
near. The morning of their sixth day on the trail Carson told 
Carleton they should find the Indians by 2 o’clock that after-
noon. The prediction brought out the New England officer’s 
skeptical nature. “He told me,” Carson recalled with delight, 
“that if such would be the case that he would present to me 
one of the finest hats that could be procured in New York.”

Carleton’s command surprised the Jicarilla village on the 
east flank of Fishers Peak, just north of Raton Pass. As Carleton 
ordered Quinn’s scouts and the dragoons forward, he looked 
at his timepiece—it was seven minutes after 2.

The Jicarillas made their usual escape with few casualties, al-
though the soldiers recovered nearly 40 stolen horses and a consid-
erable quantity of camp goods and plunder from the settlements. 

“Kit Carson,” Carleton admitted in his after-action report, 
“is justly celebrated as being the best tracker among white men 
in the world.” Sometime afterward a box from New York arrived 
at Carson’s Taos home. Carleton had paid his wager as prom-
ised with a beaver felt hat—“and a fine one it was,” stated Carson. 
Gilt lettering on the inside band read:

AT 2 O’CLOCK

KIT CARSON
FROM

MAJOR CARLETON.

At the close of Carleton’s expedition Carson returned to Taos 
and his agency duties. It was critical to keep the Utes from rejoin-
ing their Jicarilla allies and equally important to keep the Hispanic 
settlers and military authorities from provoking his Indian wards.

While Carson tended to the Utes, the soldiers resumed their 
pursuit of the Jicarillas. Brevet Brig. Gen. John Garland, com-
mander of the military Department of New Mexico, augmented 
his regulars with six companies of New Mexico volunteers under 
the command of Carson’s old friend Lt. Col. Céran St. Vrain. 
These units harassed the Jicarillas throughout the spring of 1855.

Carson once again served as chief scout in the most important 
of these campaigns. That February a formidable force of 500 
men—comprising St. Vrain’s volunteers, two companies of the 
1st Dragoons, an artillery company serving as infantry and a 
contingent of Pueblo Scouts—took the field. It was that perfectly 



Odd Bonnet
Apaches did not 
traditionally wear 
warbonnets, but this 
Jicarilla man posed  
in one around 1885.

Jicarilla Poser
This bare-chested 

“warrior” in leggings 
posed circa 1885. 
“Apache runner” it 
reads on the back.

Jicarilla Tree House
Edward S. Curtis  
photographed these 
men and pack animals 
outside an unusual 
Apache tepee in 1905.
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miserable time of year in the Rockies when the 
weather danced back and forth between winter and 
spring. As the column labored across Colorado’s 
San Luis Valley in search of the Jicarillas, the men 
slogged first through ankle-deep mud and then 
knee-deep snow. On March 19 at the north end of 
the valley they ran their prey to ground. The war-
riors, brandishing long lances and shrieking taunts 
in Spanish, rode down from Saguache Pass to meet 
the soldiers. In the brief clash that followed, the dra-
goons killed two chiefs and six warriors and forced 
the remaining Indians to scatter into their mountain 
fastness. Though few decisive engagements fol-
lowed the one at Saguache Pass, the weary Apaches 
finally requested a peace parley that summer. 

In September the Jicarillas and Utes met with 
Governor Meriwether and Carson at Abiquiú. 
Chacón was ill and anxious for peace, but the 
Llaneros, who had fled south to live with the Mes-
caleros after Lobo Blanco’s death, had since re-
turned to the mountains in as belligerent a mood 
as ever. The treaty negotiations soured immediately 
when Meriwether failed to bring enough sheep 
to feed the assembled Indians. His breach of basic 
Indian country etiquette was exacerbated when 
Carson and Meriwether openly argued in front 
of the assembled chiefs. The friction between the 
two men went deeper than sheep, for Carson op-
posed the treaty offered by Meriwether as unrealistic 
and unenforceable. The Jicarillas were to receive 
160,000 acres of land in the mountains northeast 
of Abiquiú, part of which Carson knew was being 
contested in a Mexican land grant claim, while the 
Utes were promised 1,000 square miles, including 
much of the already partially settled San Luis Val-
ley. Despite Carson’s sullen disapproval the parties 
signed their respective treaties on September 10.

Carson well knew the government would never 
live up to the terms. Indeed, the U.S. Senate never 
ratified the treaty, no reservations were forthcoming, 
and the governor was soon on his way back home 
to Kentucky. Carson and the Indians were left to 
pick up the pieces. 

On May 18, 1860, far to the east in Chicago, 
the Republican Party nominated Abraham Lincoln 
as its candidate for president of the United States. 
Lincoln, like Carson, had been born in Kentucky in 
1809 and bred on the frontier. Carson had closely 
followed the organization of the new political party 
and had avidly supported his old friend John Fré- 
mont as its first candidate for president in 1856. 
Little did he know when told of Lincoln’s nomi-
nation how profoundly that event would forever 
change his life. He and Carleton would soon be 
general officers leading campaigns against both 
rebels and Apaches.

Capital Carson
His campaigns 
against the Jicarillas 
and Navajos behind 
him, Carson poses 
during an 1868 visit 
to Washington, D.C.

For the Jicarillas Lincoln’s election led to a period of almost con-
stant harassment and uncertainty. Finally, in 1883 they were forced 
from their homeland and removed to the Mescalero Apache Indian 
Reservation in south central New Mexico Territory. Unhappy and 
restless, some 200 Jicarillas bolted in fall 1886 and encamped north 
of Santa Fe. Anxious to avoid another war, the government relented 
and created a reservation in the Jicarilla homeland. In May 1887 the 
remaining 500 Jicarillas left Mescalero and returned to the mountains 
of northern New Mexico to follow a new path forward. 

Paul Andrew Hutton, distinguished professor of history at the 
University of New Mexico, is an award-winning author and 
frequent contributor to Wild West. See a review of his latest book, 
The Apache Wars, on P. 73. Suggested for further reading: Blood 
and Thunder: The Epic Story of Kit Carson and the Conquest of 
the American West, by Hampton Sides, and The Jicarilla Apache 
Tribe: A History, 1846–1970, by Veronica E. Velarde Tiller.
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Kit Carson was once  
a towering figure  
in both American 
history and popular 

culture, ranking alongside Daniel Boone, Davy 
Crockett and Buffalo Bill Cody as a heroic sym- 
bol of Western expansion. Of them all, Carson 
was the more significant historical figure. He 
was, in fact, a legend in his own lifetime and  
a revered figure to generations of Americans 
after his death in 1868. Biographies, dime nov- 
els and children’s books trumpeted tales of his 
glorious career, and when film came along, the 
silent movies often portrayed his adventures. 
In the early days of television he was even 
featured in a fanciful series (1951–55) starring 
Bill Williams. But his reputation slowly faded 
as it came under increasing attack from revi- 
sionists who identified him solely with the 
Indian wars and especially the subjugation  
of the Navajos. As the national view of the 
Indian wars shifted from one of celebration  
to embarrassment from the 1970s onward, the 
reputation of Carson suffered alongside that  
of fellow frontier hero turned villain George 
Custer. While Hollywood released dozens of 
films featuring Billy the Kid and Wyatt Earp, 
directors all but ignored Carson. Some mis-
guided New Mexicans sought to erase the scout 
from state history, even as they celebrated the 
exploits of Billy the Kid as a tourism bonanza. 
The oversight was absurd of course, for few 
individuals were as central to the story of the 
American West as Kit Carson. —P.A.H.

Celluloid Carson
John Hall plays Kit  
in 1940’s Kit Carson, 
with Dana Andrews 
(left) and Lynn Bari.

Comic Carson
The 1950s TV 
series prompted 
a popular run 
of comic books.

Crayon Carson
Williams, star of  
the TV Western The 
Adventures of Kit 
Carson (1951–55),  
is the cover boy of 
this coloring book.

Silent Carson
In 1928’s Kit Carson  
Fred Thomson played  
Kit in an era when the  
scout remained revered.
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SHOOTOUT 
AT MESCAL 

SPRINGS
All was calm at the soldier camp amid the springs—until one trooper insulted  
a Mexican ranch hand with a fondness for mescal  By Douglas C. McChristian

Troubleshooter
4th U.S. Cavalrymen, 
much like the one 
depicted in Frederic 
Remington’s work at 
right, found unexpected 
trouble in fall 1889.
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unshots shattered the tranquility of the balmy, moonlit desert night at Mescal 
Springs, Arizona Territory, in October 1889. Soldiers sprang from their blankets, guns 
in hand. One man crumpled to the ground, groaning, as another shouted, “Don’t let him 
get away!” Leather heels clattered across the rocky ground, quickly followed by more 
muzzle flashes and cracking reports. From the shadows of the adjacent arroyo a voice 
cried out, “My God, boys, I’m shot!”

Whetstone Fight Site 
Mescal Springs sits amid 
the gap at right center in  

southeastern Arizona’s 
Whetstone Mountains.   

G
The Apache wars had effectively ended three years earlier with 

Geronimo’s 1886 surrender. Southern Arizona Territory had since 
become a calmer place, and beyond the occasional pursuit of a 
few phantomlike, recalcitrant bronco warriors, the troops were 
largely occupied with routine garrison duty. The U.S. Army had 
spent more than two decades wearing out tons of horseshoes in 
its attempts to run down and vanquish the Chiricahua Apaches. 
Once the remaining holdouts of that “scourge of the Southwest” 
were safely confined in the East, Brig. Gen. Nelson A. Miles, com-
manding the Department of Arizona, had the luxury of training his 

men in the practical, albeit no longer necessary, aspects of Indian 
fighting. While troops from one post might conduct occasional re-
connaissance patrols and simulated raids against those of another 
garrison, Miles and fellow commanders recognized times were 
changing—the Indian wars would soon be a thing of the past.

Whereas the nature of the Indian conflict had required that 
troops on the Western frontier remain scattered in relatively 
small garrisons among numerous forts and temporary canton-
ments, by the late 1880s the Army was rapidly abandoning and 
consolidating those stations. Miles took advantage of the subsi- 
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dence of hostilities to also conduct annual “camps of instruction” 
at some designated spot, thus enabling comparatively large bod-
ies of troops from the various branches to engage in combined 
exercises lasting about a month—a virtually impossible under-
taking up till then. To maximize the benefit of such maneuvers, 
Miles directed that only a minimum number of soldiers need re-
main at their respective posts to carry out guard and other essen-
tial duties. Even those troops were to venture out in small de-
tachments on practice marches within their assigned districts to 
provide the men, especially recruits, with basic field experience.

Miles’ successor, Colonel Benjamin H. Grierson, former com-
mander of the 10th Cavalry (aka buffalo soldiers), continued the 
annual fall exercises. Accordingly, in mid-September 1889 three 
troops of the 4th Cavalry from Fort Huachuca, along with a small 
contingent of hospital corpsmen, marched some 100 miles north 
to a bivouac near Fort Grant, where they joined several hundred 
other soldiers for field maneuvers. Meanwhile, Troop I, 4th Cav-
alry, and a company of infantry remained behind to mind the fort.

While the rest of the garrison trained up near Fort Grant, troop 
commander Captain Abram E. Wood sent a detachment of two 
veteran noncommissioned officers and 13 men on a practice 
march from Fort Huachuca some 18 miles north to Mescal Springs, 
amid a range of low, rugged mountains known as the Whetstones. 
Sergeant John Francisco and Corporal George A. Soyer led the 
detachment from the post on the morning of October 8, proceed-
ing via the road leading to the big Hayes and Land cattle opera-
tion. Their route passed the abandoned hacienda of the former 
Babocomari land grant, which the Army had christened Camp 
Wallen and used as an outpost in the 1860s. Crossing Babocomari 

Miles’ Instructions
In then “peaceful” 
Arizona Territory  
Brig. Gen. Nelson 
Miles started regional 
“camps of instruction.”

Creek, the patrol trotted northward along the west slopes of the 
Whetstones, tracing a disused trail to the upper crossing of the 
San Pedro River. Mescal Springs, which sat along a broad east-
west canyon, drained into the sandy arroyo that traversed the 
gap. The Army had utilized the passage and springs for years, 
establishing a corral and semi-permanent camp there during the 
Geronimo campaign to deny the Apaches access to water. By 
1889, however, the springs lay within the private McLane cattle 
ranch and were visited only occasionally by Army detachments, 
either as a destination or an intermediate point on a longer patrol. 
On reaching Mescal Springs, the soldiers anticipated a leisurely 
outing and a peaceful night’s rest before returning home.

A rriving at the springs about noon on October 8, 
the troopers encountered two ranch hands, Frank 
Kelly and a recently hired Mexican, Eduardo Mo- 
reno. Subsequent rumor had it Moreno, alias 
“Sarco,” led a band of smugglers, though none of 

his cohorts were in evidence at the time. The young McLane ranch 
foreman, Charles L. Conyers, had earlier ridden over to Fairbank, 
a whistle stop on the railroad paralleling the San Pedro, leaving 
Kelly in charge during his absence. Kelly invited the soldiers to 
corral their mounts and make camp on a terrace a few yards uphill. 

As Sergeant Francisco and his men cared for the horses, Private 
George W. Willis asked Moreno if he could buy one of the chick-
ens he’d noticed strutting the grounds. Moreno, who actually had 
no authority to sell ranch property, priced a hen at a 25 cents, 
then pocketed the dollar proffered by Willis, claiming not to have 
change. Letting it go, Willis promptly killed and dressed the hen 
and soon had it roasting over coals, several comrades eagerly 
awaiting the welcome alternative to the usual bacon and hardtack.

After their meal a few of the troopers went hunting, hoping to 
bag a deer or wild turkey to further supplement the larder, while 
the rest of the men lounged about camp. During the afternoon 
Moreno socialized with the soldiers and was invited to join in some 
informal target shooting, at which he proved an expert marks-
man. The interaction was amicable enough, until Moreno made it 
known he had access to considerable mescal, a strong, clear liquor 
fermented from the heart of an agave plant. The illicit traffick-
ing of mescal likely was the Mexican’s real stock-in-trade. Private 
William H. Glenny recalled that by the time he returned from 
his hunting foray at sundown, some of the men were indulging in 
mescal and singing around the campfire, though to him none 
appeared drunk. A few others had already spread their blankets 
and turned in. Apparently, however, one of the men became suf-
ficiently intoxicated to insult Moreno, who stormed out of camp.

Corporal Soyer, per standard field practice, posted a picket line 
guard down near the corral to watch over the horses during the 
night. Around 9 o’clock a strange thing happened, presaging 
potential danger. Frank Kelly appeared at the bivouac, carrying 
two rifles and two revolvers. Setting down the weapons by the fire, 
he warned the soldiers that Moreno was a bad character and was 
in a foul mood, probably an effect of the mescal. The revelers paid 
scant heed to Kelly’s words and carried on a couple more hours.

Private Sam Webber, who had drawn first guard duty, was re-
lieved at 10 o’clock and on his return to camp sat up awhile with 
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those around the fire. With the approach of mid-
night the men finally decided to call it a night. But 
as Webber walked to the upper end of the bivouac 
to bed down, he suddenly encountered Moreno, 
who was armed with a nickel-plated six-shooter. 
According to Webber, when he asked Moreno what 
he was doing there, the ranch hand replied that 
“someone had called him a son of a bitch and [he] 
threatened to kill that person.” Webber made a grab 
for the revolver but failed to wrench it from the 
Mexican, who then threw down on the soldier, 
only to have the hammer snap down on an empty 
chamber. At that instant Webber sprang for his 
bedroll to retrieve his carbine. Private George Bos- 
well had been following close behind Webber and 
overheard Moreno’s threat. Seeing the Mexican 
was armed, Boswell also dodged aside to grab his 
gun. Resting troopers startled by the commotion 
jumped up in time to see Private David Ponce throw 
his carbine to his shoulder, even as Moreno opened 
fire at a distance of about 20 yards, missing his 
mark. Ponce also missed his aim, but the badman’s 
second shot knocked the trooper to the ground.

Awakened by the shots, Private Mieczyslaw Ku-
jawa, a German-born barber who had been in the 
Army about year, sat up and reached for his own 
carbine. Failing to find it and seeing Ponce fall, he 
instead rushed to the wounded man’s aid. Kujawa 

rolled Ponce on his back, grabbed the carbine he 
found on the ground beneath him and moved in 
the direction from which the shots had come.

Meanwhile, Private Charles J. Hoffer, armed with 
his .45-caliber revolver, yelled out, “Don’t let him 
get away!” as he scrambled up the arroyo in search 
of the intruder. Hoffer had gone only a short dis-
tance when another blast from the shadows sent a 
slug smashing through his pelvis. In his haste the 
soldier had unwittingly walked right up on Moreno, 
so close, in fact, his clothes were powder-burned. 
“My God, boys, I am shot,” the panicked soldier 
called out. Just then another carbine report boomed 
from the bivouac area at a figure sprinting away 
from the arroyo. By that time all the men were on 
their feet and armed, trying to spot the assailant. 
But Moreno had vanished.

Glancing at the prostrate Ponce, Boswell gave 
him up for dead and continued to tend to Hoffer. 
Webber and others carried the wounded man back 
to his blankets, while Corporal Soyer knelt beside 
the critically wounded Ponce, who was bleeding 
profusely from a neck wound. As Soyer called for 
blankets, he heard from another man it was the 
Mexican ranch hand who had apparently shot 
Ponce. The corporal directed one of the men to 
saddle up and hasten back to the post to report the 
incident and summon medical aid. (Inexplicably, 

Fort Huachuca
A detachment of  
4th Cavalry troops 
made an 18-mile 
practice march  
from the fort to 
Mescal Springs.

Veteran Doc
Major Julius Patzki, 
the post surgeon,  
had served more  
than 20 years on  
the Western frontier.
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Sergeant Francisco, the senior noncom, apparently played no 
further role in the episode and virtually disappeared from the 
record.) Only after the trooper left did Soyer realize Moreno had 
also shot and seriously wounded Private Hoffer. Soyer had the 
wounded private moved to a nearby adobe shack that had likely 
served as an officer’s hut during the Geronimo campaign.

The messenger galloped down the moonlit miles, arriving at 
Fort Huachuca at about 2 a.m. and reporting to the officer of the 
day, who in turn alerted post surgeon Major Julius H. Patzki. 
A Civil War veteran, Patzki had served on the frontier as an 
assistant surgeon since 1867. The doctor instructed acting hospi-
tal steward Private Louis McCutchon (the regular steward having 
deployed with the troops to Fort Grant) to proceed immediately to 
Mescal Springs with an ambulance and transport Ponce to the post 
hospital. One might well question why the doctor himself did not 
ride out, given the seriousness of Ponce’s wound, but he probably 
did not fully appreciate the wounded trooper’s condition, nor was 
he aware at the time that Hoffer, too, had been gravely wounded.

After sunrise the next morning Corporal Soyer searched the 
area above camp and discovered Moreno’s body some 125 yards 
away. The corpse was facedown, head oriented away from camp. 
Plainly evident in his back was a bullet hole. Rolling the body 
to one side, Soyer found the exit wound in the center of Mo- 
reno’s chest. Beneath the body, still clutched in the right hand, 
was a nickel-plated Colt .45. The corporal left the corpse where 
it lay, pending further developments. 

On arrival at the springs, Private McCutchon 
patched up the wounded soldiers and had them 
loaded aboard the ambulance. Soyer detailed two 
men, Privates Webber and Glenny, to remain 
behind with Moreno’s body while the rest of the 

detachment returned to the fort. Meanwhile, Captain Wood tele-
graphed Justice of the Peace John C. Easton, the acting coroner 
in Tombstone, with news of the killing. Easton immediately 
assembled a six-man jury and set out for Fort Huachuca early the 
next day to open an inquest into the affair. Private Ponce, how-
ever, would not be available for questioning. Paralyzed by the 
bullet that had plowed through the base of his neck and fractured 
his spine, he had died just a few hours after reaching the hospital.

Arriving at the post on the morning of October 10, Easton’s 
jury interviewed Private Hoffer at his hospital bedside, then pro-
ceeded to Mescal Springs to question the other two soldiers and 
examine Moreno’s corpse. There to meet them was ranch fore-
man Charles Conyers, who told them he had not seen his other 

employee, Frank Kelly, since the incident occurred. Several sol-
diers echoed that observation, adding that Kelly had saddled up 
and left camp just minutes after the affray, taking with him a Win-
chester and the two revolvers he’d deposited by the fire. He rode 
off into the darkness, swearing he would kill the Mexican. Con- 
yers identified the revolver found with Moreno’s body as one 
belonging to the foreman’s own younger brother, Leon. The impli-
cation was that Moreno, after being disarmed earlier by Kelly, 
had stolen the Colt from the ranch, where Conyers had left it, 
and thus armed returned to the soldier camp to avenge his honor.

Privates Webber and Glenny provided more details about the 
exchange of gunfire, though they were unable to nail down just 
whose shot had felled Moreno. Easton had the corpse wrapped 
in a blanket and buried in place. Accompanied by the troopers, 
the jury then rode back to Fort Huachuca to question Soyer and 
four others who had witnessed the event. Private Kujawa testi-
fied that on the morning after the shooting he discovered that 
the carbine he had recovered from Ponce was in fact his own. 
Kujawa recalled that the chamber contained a fired cartridge 
case, and that the rear sight was missing, the screws being bro-
ken off in the barrel. Although Easton offered no explanation for 
the damages, circumstances suggest that Moreno’s second shot, 
aimed at Ponce’s head while the private himself was in shooting 
position, had struck the sight before passing through his neck.

Easton’s findings were inconclusive and reflected the obvious. 
The only confirmed facts were that Moreno’s body had been 
found with a six-shooter containing fired cartridges, and that he 
had killed Ponce and wounded Hoffer. An unidentified person had 
in turn shot Moreno. Some soldiers suggested Kelly might have 
fired the shot, but the troopers well knew one of them had done it. 
With one comrade dead and another seriously wounded, their un-
written code of honor precluded divulging the shooter’s identity. 
Anyway, the perpetrator, a reputed outlaw, had gotten his due. 
Tragically, though, the Grim Reaper had tallied two more victims 
at Mescal Springs (see sidebar, opposite). Today Ponce’s head-
stone in the Fort Huachuca cemetery stands as a mute reminder 
that while the Apache menace may have subsided by 1889, the 
potential for sudden, violent death still lurked in Arizona. 

Historian Douglas McChristian has authored or co-authored six books, 
including Fort Laramie: Military Bastion of the High Plains, Fort Bowie, 
Arizona: Combat Post of the Southwest, 1858–1894 and Frontier 
Cavalry Trooper: The Letters of Private Eddie Matthews, 1869–1874. 
This article is based on annual reports of the secretary of war, post and 
regimental records, court records and Tombstone (Ariz.) newspapers.

Hospital to Grave
Wounded Private 
David Ponce (at far 
right is his grave) 
barely made it to  
the post hospital 
before dying.
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Mescal Springs, sometimes identified as Iron 
Springs, is arguably the site where Wyatt Earp 
killed William “Curly Bill” Brocius during Earp’s 
1882 vendetta ride in retaliation for the murder 
of one brother and ambush of another by the 
so-called Cowboys. (The latter place name likely 
originated from the high iron oxide content of 
the soil and dark red rocks that predominate at 
the site; the former name probably derived from 
mescal pits left by the Apaches who camped 
there over the years.) However, historians still 
debate whether the Earp/Brocius gunfight 
occurred at Mescal Springs or at enigmatic 
Cottonwood Spring somewhat farther west.  
One thing is certain—neither place bears any 
resemblance to the verdant oasis depicted in  
the 1993 movie Tombstone.

Mescal Springs comprises three water sources 
in close proximity. Researcher Lynn R. Bailey 
suggests it may have been the scene of an 
Apache ambush on a party of Tucsonans as 
early as 1848. Although the extremely rough 
eastern section of the canyon floor makes for a 
less than ideal passage, the spring provided the 
impetus for a travel route from Tubac via Fort 
Buchanan (and later Camp Crittenden) northeast 
to the upper crossing of the San Pedro River, 
south of present-day Benson. In early May 1871 
Apaches killed 3rd Cavalry Lieutenant Howard 
Cushing and two other soldiers in the vicinity, 
although available evidence indicates that attack 
likely occurred at another location. We can say 
positively that on July 13, 1872, 2nd Lt. William 
P. Hall and a small detachment of 5th Cavalry 
troopers from Camp Crittenden were ambushed 
in the canyon while pursuing Apaches who  
had stolen cattle from a local Mexican rancher. 
A sharp skirmish ensued, the warriors firing from 
concealment on the mountainside opposite the 
springs, while the troopers remained exposed on 
the canyon floor. Regardless, Hall claimed his 
troop killed four warriors and suffered only two 
wounded. Three members of the detachment,  
the first sergeant and two privates, distinguished 
themselves and later received Medals of Honor.

The trail through the canyon continued to 
serve as an infrequently used shortcut from 
Tombstone to Tucson, although a longer, more 
easily traversed route skirted south of the Whet- 
stone Mountains and continued northwest across 
the plain to Davidson Canyon. Likewise, the main 
road to Fort Huachuca, established in 1877 to 
protect mining operations in the adjacent moun- 
tains, passed directly up the San Pedro Valley, 
east of Mescal Springs. —D.M.

Source of Trouble
Mescal, an alcoholic 
drink fermented from 
the agave (pictured), 
prompted the trouble  
at Mescal Springs.
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On the Southern Plains
Frederic Remington’s 1907  
work depicts cavalrymen riding  
into a scrap. The 19th Kansas 
Volunteers never did find a fight.
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NO PROSPECTS 
FOR A SCRAP

Formed to fight Indians on the southern Plains, the 19th Kansas Volunteer Cavalry 
instead battled severe weather, harsh terrain and hunger  By Arnold Blumberg
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e must try and not inaugurate a war.…
Of course it will come in the end.” So wrote Lieutenant General 
William T. Sherman, commander of the Military Division of the 
Missouri, to Major General Philip H. Sheridan in July 1868 on 
the seeming inevitability of open warfare against the Indians of 
the southern Great Plains. Sheridan was head of the subordi-
nate Department of the Missouri, which comprised the states 
of Missouri and Kansas as well as Indian (future Oklahoma), 
New Mexico and Colorado territories. Sherman’s missive noted 
the increasing number of thefts and other depredations com-
mitted by the Cheyenne, Arapaho, Kiowa and Comanche tribes 
against white settlers within Sheridan’s jurisdiction since the 
beginning of the year. The commander’s closing remark to 
Sheridan was emphatic: “If they resort to acts of war, you have 
no alternative but to punish them as a whole tribe.”

The Indians were largely destitute and starving, which ac-
counted for much of the thieving. The U.S. government over-
looked that fact and instead focused on the raids that ended with 
killings and other outrages against white Americans. Such attacks 
persisted into the fall. Particularly troublesome to authorities were 
the Southern Cheyennes’ August-September rampages along the 
Saline and Solomon rivers in north-central Kansas, stepped-up 
Kansas-Colorado border incursions, the ambush of an Army 
patrol near the Arkansas River and an attack on a group of Army 
scouts at Beecher Island. By late September in Sheridan’s jurisdic-
tion marauding warriors had murdered 110 whites, 
raped 13 women and stolen more than 1,000 head 
of livestock. They had also destroyed many farm-
houses, barns, wagon trains and rolling stock.

Responding to the crisis on his northwestern 
frontier, Kansas Gov. Samuel J. Crawford wrote to 
President Andrew Johnson on August 17, offering 
to raise state volunteers to help curb the Indian 
violence. On October 9 Sheridan took up Craw-
ford on his offer and requested the governor raise 
a volunteer regiment of cavalry for six months’ 
service against the hostile Indians. The volunteers 
were to receive the same pay as Regular Army 
troops, and the Army would furnish them with 
horses, equipment, weapons and rations.

On October 10 Crawford issued a proclamation 
calling for the recruitment of a mounted regiment 
comprising 12 companies of volunteers drawn from 
the state militia. He designated it the 19th Kansas 
Volunteer Cavalry. On October 21 military authori-
ties set up Camp Crawford at Topeka, the state capi-
tal, to receive and organize the recruits. Over the 
next few weeks 1,200 men filled the regimental rolls, 
while general supplies, camp gear, horse tack, clothes 

W“ and arms arrived daily by rail from Fort Leavenworth, soon 
followed by horses from Kansas, Missouri and Iowa. The gov-
ernor named 31-year-old Horace Ladd Moore lieutenant colonel 
and put him in charge of training the regiment. Moore, a resi-
dent of Lawrence, Kan., was a veteran volunteer Civil War cavalry 
officer who had commanded the Union 4th Arkansas Volunteer 
Cavalry and in 1867 was major of the 18th Kansas Volunteer Cav-
alry. His recruits for the 19th Kansas included a large proportion 
of veteran Civil War officers and enlisted men, many of whom had 
served in the cavalry. So had Governor Crawford. On Novem-
ber 4, the 33-year-old statesman, who had immigrated to Kansas 
from Indiana in 1859 and was brevetted major general in the 
Union Army during the Civil War, resigned his office to assume 
command of the regiment. The next day 10 of the regiment’s 
12 companies marched from Camp Crawford 355 miles south-
west to the Army supply depot at Camp Supply, on the south bank 
of the North Canadian (aka Beaver) River in Indian Territory. 
Companies D and G had already embarked by westbound train to 
Fort Hays, Kan., for escort duty between there and Camp Supply.

The regiment’s long march to Camp Supply did not go well. 
The trip was supposed to take five days, thus the command of 10 
companies of men, 1,150 horses, 110 mules and 25 wagons carried 
only enough rations for that length of time. But within three days, 
as the column neared Emporia, Kan., the rain-drenched recruits 
had all but exhausted their rations and were forced to buy food 
and forage for their mounts from local inhabitants. The regiment 
then resumed its march toward Camp Beecher, where Colonel 
Crawford expected to secure additional food, forage and wagons. 
Only when the column arrived on November 12 did he learn 

the camp lacked the necessary food and supplies.
Inadequate rations and the weather were not the 

only cause of distress. The 19th Kansas was about to 
enter what was known as “that land across the river 
whence no traveler had returned.” It turned out not 
a single officer or enlisted man in Crawford’s com-
mand had ever been south of the Arkansas River. 

On Nov. 14, 1868, Crawford’s command crossed 
the Arkansas with only five days’ rations and three 
days’ forage on hand for the 160 miles of scrub- 
land that lay ahead. The men fed the last of the 
forage to their horses on the 16th. By the 18th the 
men were still faring fairly well, as hunters brought 
in buffalo daily, but the horses were starving.

During a rainy November 19 the regiment crossed 
the southern Kansas line into Indian Territory. That 
night the weather turned blustery and cold, and as 
the unit made camp on Salt Fork Creek, the wind 
increased to hurricane force, with temperatures 
plummeting below zero. The men’s wet clothing 
stiffened and whitened with frost. The wind pre-
vented the soldiers from lighting fires, and in the 
moonless dark each man had to hold tight to his 
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Generalizing
In July 1868  
Lt. Gen William 
Sherman (left) 
wrote Maj. Gen. 
Phil Sheridan  
it might soon  
be necessary  
to punish the 
Plains Indians “as 
a whole tribe.”

Personnel Trainer
Civil War veteran  
Lt. Col. Horace L. 
Moore trained the 
regiment and later 

assumed command.

Capital Commander
Kansas Gov. Samuel 
Crawford recruited 
and initially led  
the 19th Kansas.

Supply and Demand
The 19th Kansas’ long 
winter march to Camp 

Supply (above) in Indian 
Territory was demanding. 
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horse to keep it from running amok and causing a stampede. 
By the 22nd the situation had grown dire, as the hunters could 
find no buffalo. A steady snow restricted vision to 20 yards, and 
5 inches of powder was on the ground when the men made camp 
near Sand Creek. Their only shelter from the brutal weather were 
“dog tents”—6 feet long, 5 feet wide and made of thin ducking.

Later that night, with 10 inches of snow on the ground and 
more falling, Company A commander Captain Allison J. Pliley 
set out with 50 men to find Camp Supply and get help. Camp 
Supply was supposed to be “somewhere near the forks of Beaver 
Creek and the North Canadian River,” though no one was certain.

Movement was impossible on the 23rd as a foot of snow lay 
on the ground, and the blizzard had scrambled all sense of direc-
tion. The men cut down cottonwood trees for firewood, which 
the famished horses soon stripped of every twig and scrap of 
bark. By the next morning the snow had stopped, and the troop-
ers moved out, leading their horses through a full 18 inches of 
snow. After 5 tortuous miles through the drifts the men came to 
the Cimarron Hills and went into bivouac. The area abounded 
with hackberry trees, and though their fruit was all seed and dry, 
the men devoured the pulp. The men dubbed the site “Camp 
Hackberry Point” but also referred to it as “Camp Starvation.”

To ease the food shortage, a decision was made to split the 
column. Colonels Crawford and Moore would take 500 of the 
strongest men and horses to look for Camp Supply, while Major 
Richard W. Jenkins and the remaining 600 men would remain en- 
camped with the wagons and food in hopes Captain Pliley would 
reach Camp Supply and send out a relief force. On the 25th Craw-
ford and Moore began their march, dropping into a 500-foot-deep 
gorge to ford the Cimarron River, which ran 3 feet deep at the 
chosen 200-yard-wide crossing point. According to Company A 

Private James A. Hadley, who accompanied Craw-
ford and Moore, the temperature dropped to 20 
below zero by the next morning. That day the 
horses began to die of starvation. The detachment 
struggled through deep, crusted snow over hilly 
prairies and crossed the trail of Captain Pliley. On 
November 27 Crawford and Moore’s command 
reached the North Canadian River and the next eve-
ning entered Camp Supply. Pliley had arrived three 
days earlier, and General Sheridan had dispatched a 
relief expedition to Camp Starvation. Although the 
colonels’ men were ragged, hungry and exhausted, 
they marched into Camp Supply with heads held 
high. They had made the journey from Topeka in 24 
days on nine days’ rations and seven days’ forage. In 
22 days of marching they had averaged more than 
16 miles a day. Jenkins and the remainder of the 
19th Kansas arrived three days later (December 1), 
the column having lost 75 horses but not a single 
man during the grueling 355-mile trip from Topeka.

Sheridan had waited anxiously at Camp Supply 
for the 19th Kansas to arrive, but when he didn’t 
hear a word, he instead sent Lt. Col. George A. 
Custer and his 7th U.S. Cavalry to engage the Indi-

ans. That proved a great disappointment to the boys from the 
“Sunflower State,” Private Hadley recalled, as they “feared the en-
terprising Custer would strike so vigorously that the Indians would 
roar for peace.” They were right. On November 29 they learned 
of Custer’s victory two days earlier at the Battle of the Washita, 
and on December 1 Custer and his men returned to Camp Supply 
and staged an impressive review for the pleased Sheridan.

On December 7, in the company of Sheridan, 1,800 troopers 
from the 7th U.S. Cavalry and the 19th Kansas Cavalry set out 
south to inspect the Washita battlefield. They reached the site 
on the 10th and the next morning went over the bloody grounds 
and buried the dead. After that grisly duty the regiments headed 
east, starting at daybreak on December 12 and trudging through 
as much as 15 inches of snow to reach Fort Cobb on Decem-
ber 18. The 19th Kansas lost another 150 horses on the march. 
The combined command remained at Fort Cobb until Jan. 6, 
1869. While there Sheridan persuaded some bands of Arapahos, 
Kiowas and Comanches to camp near the fort and begin peace 
talks, in no small part because the Army threatened to hang two 
prisoners, Kiowa war chiefs Lone Wolf and Satanta. Sheridan 
wanted to establish a new post farther south, so on the 6th the 
regiments departed, traveling 30 miles to Medicine Bluff, east of 
the Wichita Mountains. By January 10 the men were laying out 
Camp Wichita, which Sheridan soon renamed Fort Sill.

The men of the 19th Kansas settled in to routine camp life, 
while peaceful Kiowas and Comanches arrived to camp outside 
the fort. Colonel Crawford resigned his commission on Febru-
ary 12, leaving Colonel Moore in command, and then headed 
to Washington, D.C., to ensure the federal government paid the 
Kansas soldiers. By month’s end Custer had convinced Sheridan 
to let him lead a command southwest from the new fort to the 
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Ten companies of the 19th 
Kansas Volunteer Cavalry

left here on Nov. 5, 1868.

Part of the regiment arrived here on November 28,
and the rest of it three days later. On December 7

Maj. Gen.Phil Sheridan led 7th Cavalry and

Sheridan’s command arrived here on
December10 and the next day went over
the bloody grounds and buried the dead.

When the cavalrymen arrived here on

supplies and departed two days later.

on the east side of the Wichita Mountains.

By January 10 the command was laying out
Camp Wichita, soon to be renamed Fort Sill.Lt. Col. George Custer’s 7th Cavalry and 19th

Kansas troopers discovered Cheyenne Stone
Forehead’s village here on March 20, 1869,
but the anticipated battle never broke out.
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Red River in search of bands of Southern Cheyennes who had not 
made peace. Hard campaigning had left his 7th Cavalry with too 
few men and horses, however, so Custer approached Moore for 
help. The latter agreed to assemble volunteers from his regiment 
and said he and Captain Charles H. Finch of Company L would 
lead them on Custer’s punitive expedition. Moore’s regiment was 
also hurting after its three-month ordeal. In fact, within days some 
750 19th Kansas and 7th Cavalry troopers deemed unfit for ser-
vice would stagger off to a base camp on the Washita. Regardless, 
most of the remaining men elected to go with Moore and Custer.

On March 2 the column set out, the 7th Cavalry troopers 
mounted and the 19th Kansas men afoot. Impressed with the 
volunteers’ marching discipline, Custer wrote in his official re-
port that the “19th put to the blush the best regular infantry.” 
The column crossed the Red River and Salt Fork tributary and 
continued west through mesquite country to the Texas Panhandle. 
Rations were repeatedly reduced, and supplies of coffee, sugar 
and tobacco ran out. Ten days out their salt was gone. As mules 
dropped from starvation, the hungry men ate them. After team-
ing the remaining mules, the men burned the extra wagons and 
cargo. Yet the column kept moving fast and steady, leaving in its 
wake a string of exhausted men unable to keep pace. On the 17th 
they stumbled across a fresh Indian trail and anticipated that with-
in a day or two they would catch the fleeing Cheyennes and at last 
have a fight. By sundown the next day the last of the food was 
gone. But finally, on the afternoon of the 20th, around present- 
day Wheeler County, Texas, the 1,000-man column caught sight 
of some 200 lodges and 1,500 Cheyennes on Sweetwater Creek—
the village of Stone Forehead (aka Medicine Arrows).

Swiveling into battle formation, the men of the 19th Kansas 
anticipated the opportunity to do what they were meant to do—
fight hostile Indians. They perked their ears for the command, 
“Charge!” Instead, an officer of Custer’s command rode up 
and instructed Moore, “Don’t fire on those Indians.” An order 
soon followed for the 19th Kansas to rest in place. The soldiers 
cursed in frustration, begging permission to open fire. What they 
didn’t know is that Custer himself had entered the village with an 
interpreter to negotiate the release of two white female captives 
and demand the Cheyennes immediately return to their reser-
vations. During the parley more than two-dozen troopers from 
the 7th and 19th casually strolled down to the meeting place and 
on Custer’s command took several chiefs captive, including Dull 
Knife, Fat Bear and Big Head. Custer then threatened to hang 
the Cheyenne leaders unless Stone Forehead complied with his 
demands. Negotiations dragged on several days. Hours before 
sunset on the 22nd the Indians finally released their captives 
unharmed (for more see “Confrontation on the Sweetwater,” 
by Louis Kraft, in the October 1998 Wild West ). As the ragged 
figures walked from the village toward the waiting troopers, 
Custer turned to Colonel Moore, saying, “As these are Kansas 
women, I detail you and your officers to receive them.” 

On March 23 Custer started his command for the Washita, 
where Major Henry Inman had set up a supplementary supply 
depot. When the exhausted, starving men proved to weak to con-
tinue, Custer halted the column and sent a messenger to Inman 
for help. Captain Pliley of A Company sought permission from 

Moore to march his tired, bootless men the 50 miles to Inman’s 
camp, but the rest of the 19th Kansas stayed put until relief arrived.

Within days all of Custer’s and Moore’s men were at the base 
camp, enjoying food and coffee. The command had rescued the 
captives and arrested several Cheyenne leaders without blood-
shed. After a brief rest the combined force pushed on and two 
days later reached Camp Supply, where they further recovered. 
The cavalrymen were off again on April 3, marching 90 miles 
north to Fort Dodge, then on to Fort Hays. Custer’s mounted 
7th Cavalry arrived on April 8, while the footsore men of the 
19th Kansas marched into camp on the 10th. Eight days later 
the Kansas volunteers mustered out. They had covered some 
955 miles in their two brief campaigns and, without fighting a 
battle, had done their part to bring peace to the southern Plains. 
Out of 50 officers and 1,200 enlisted men, six had died—four 
from cold and hunger, one killed while foraging and the sixth, 
Chief Bugler William Gruber, killed on March 6, 1869, when a 
trooper hunting prairie dogs accidentally shot him. Ninety troop-
ers had deserted in the field, but not one from Captain Pliley’s 
Company A or Captain Richard Lender’s Company G. 

Arnold Blumberg writes from Baltimore. Suggested for 
further reading: Custer and the Cheyenne, by Louis Kraft,  
and Conquest of the Southern Plains, by Charles J. Brill.

Custer Commendation
Lt. Col. George Custer 
praised the marching 
discipline of the 19th 
Kansas when afoot.



In April 1884 Caldwell Marshal Henry Brown and his deputy  
rode to another Kansas town on a mission—to rob its bank

By Rod Cook

FALLEN 
STAR

Captured!
Would-be robbers (from left) John Wesley, 
Henry Brown, Billy Smith and Ben Wheeler. 
Before going bad, Wheeler and likely  
Brown had worn the badge below.
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enry Newton Brown led an extraordinary, albeit 
brief, career out West working both sides of the law. He was not 
alone in doing that, of course. Other frontier figures who upheld 
the law at times and broke it at other times include the likes 
of Henry Plummer, Burt Alvord, Dave Mather and even Wyatt 
Earp. Brown, though, surpassed all others in his vacillating 
nature. He was first a lawman, then an outlaw, again a lawman 
and then once more, and finally, an outlaw.

Born in Phelps County, Mo., in 1857, Brown was orphaned 
at an early age and lived with his aunt and uncle on their farm 
outside Rolla. Leaving home at age 17, he worked cattle in 
Colorado Territory and tried his hand at buffalo hunting in 
west Texas, where, according to contemporary cowhand and 
future lawman Charlie Siringo, Brown killed his first man. As 
the great herds vanished, he drifted into New Mexico Territory, 
hiring on with cattleman John Tunstall. Among his fellow hands 
was William Bonney (aka “Billy the Kid”).

H

Tunstall’s men soon became em-
broiled in the Lincoln County War 
over control of cattle, banking and 
dry goods in the region. After a posse 
supporting “The House” (the faction 
led by Lawrence Murphy and James 
Dolan) shot down Tunstall on Feb. 18, 
1878, Justice of the Peace John Wil-
son appointed Tunstall’s foreman, 
Dick Brewer, a special constable, and 
Brewer in turn deputized a posse 
known as the Regulators, which in-
cluded Henry Brown and Billy the 
Kid. Seeking to “lawfully” avenge 
Tunstall’s murder, they soon fell afoul 
of territorial authorities, especially 
after shooting down Lincoln Coun-
ty Sheriff William Brady on April 1, 
1878. By that fall Brown, the Kid and 

other fugitives had driven rustled 
horses to the Texas Panhandle town 
of Tascosa and sold them. The Kid 
returned to New Mexico Territory, 
where Lincoln County Sheriff Pat 
Garrett ultimately tracked him down. 
Brown wisely stayed put and soon 
became a lawman in Texas’ Oldham 
County. In what capacity he served 
remains uncertain, but once again 
he was on the right side of the law.

He didn’t hold the position long. 
After Brown exhibited a hair-trigger 
temper and an uncompromisingly 
forceful attitude toward lawbreakers, 
Oldham County Sheriff Caleb Berg 
“Cape” Willingham dismissed him. 
Brown meandered north through 
Indian Territory (present-day Okla-LE
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homa) and by July 1882 settled in Caldwell, Kan., a “hell for 
breakfast” cow town. Appointed assistant marshal, he was 
promoted to marshal within six months. After two years of 
outstanding service, however, the newly married lawman sought 
a faster track to fortune, forsook the law and participated in an 
ill-fated bank robbery with deadly results. 

After his stint as a Texas lawman, Brown worked on several 
ranches in the Cherokee Outlet (aka Cherokee Strip), a lawless 
wilderness in the upper half of Indian Territory. Among his 
bosses was Barney O’Conner, foreman of a participating ranch 
in a vast cattle pool in neighboring Comanche County, Kan. 
O’Conner would play a central role in the final chapter of 
Brown’s life. Founding pool members William Rogers Colcord 
and Andrew Drumm reportedly recommended Brown to Cald-
well authorities for the open assistant marshal position.

At the time Caldwell was the terminus of the Chisholm Trail 
and thus the foremost portal to Eastern beef markets. Lying just 
inside Kansas’ southern boundary line, the “Border Queen,” as 
cowboys called the town, saw frenzied activity as a cattle ship-

ping point and was in dire need of quality policing. 
Most of the cowboys who flooded Caldwell at the 
end of long, exhausting trail drives were young 
men flush with more cash than they’d ever seen 
and eager to sample the comforts of civilization. 
After shelling out for a bath, a haircut and a new 
suit of clothes, many went out to see the sights and 
do the town. Joining the throng on infrequent visits 
were hundreds of hands from the many remote 
ranches in the outlet, men who lived hard, lonely 
lives and were also ready to cut loose. In that era 
Caldwell supported more than 30 saloons and 
gambling dens, while police docket books of the 
period record the arrests of dozens of prostitutes. 
Whiskey flowed like an endless river, and trouble 
inevitably followed.

But lawmen faced stiffer challenges than youthful 
exuberance and high spirits. A host of desperadoes 
on the dodge hid out in secluded expanses south of 
the border. As town lay just minutes from the safety 
of the Cherokee Outlet, these hard cases drifted in 
and out of Caldwell as their prospects dictated.

Before Henry Brown’s arrival Caldwell officials had hired 
hardened peace officers, men who did not blend easily into 
acceptable society. Most were hard-drinking ruffians as un-
principled as the toughs they were tasked to control. Many 
“bent” the law when it suited them. All of that changed when 
Brown pinned on a badge.

In his autobiography venerated pioneer Charles F. Colcord, 
son of W.R. Colcord, recalled:

Billy the Kid had been killed a year or two before Brown, and 
others of Billy the Kid’s men came in with another herd. Brown 
was sick, and one of the other men was still suffering from a bullet 
wound through his chest, which he had received in one of their 
fights, so they stayed at my camp for several weeks.

Caldwell at that time was one of the worst towns in the country, 
and it took a man with a great deal of nerve to be its marshal. My 
father and Major Drumm, knowing Henry Brown’s great nerve 
and fearlessness, recommended him to the Caldwell folks. They 
sent for him while he was at my camp.

Lawbreaker 
Brown was the 
badge-wearing, 
sworn marshal  
of Caldwell  
when he turned 
to bank robbery.

Partner in Crime 
Assistant Marshal 

Wheeler joined 
boss Brown on  

the bank caper.
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On July 3, 1882, Caldwell officials appointed 
Brown assistant marshal under newly hired Mar-
shal Batt Carr. That December 21, a week after 
Carr abruptly stepped down and returned to Texas, 
officials swore in 25-year-old Brown as marshal. 
It was a hazardous job. Since Caldwell’s incorpo-
ration in 1879 the town had gone through no fewer 
than 13 marshals, not one of whom had served a 
full term. Four had died by gunfire.

Brown’s promotion to marshal heralded new era 
of law enforcement in Caldwell. He had already 
proved an exemplary lawman, and townspeople 
held him in high regard. He had many friends in 
the business community and regularly attended 
the Methodist Church.

In early January 1883, just days into Brown’s 
tenure as marshal, townspeople honored him with 
an elegant gold-mounted and handsomely en-
graved Winchester rifle. Affixed to its stock was 
a metal plate bearing the inscription PRESENTED TO 
CITY MARSHAL H.N. BROWN FOR VALUABLE SERVICES 
RENDERED IN BEHALF OF THE CITIZENS OF CALDWELL, 
KAS., A.M. COLSON, MAYOR, DEC. 1882.

“The people of Caldwell at that time were very 
proud of Brown,” David Leahy wrote in the April 4, 
1932, Wichita Eagle. “They said that he was the best 
officer they had ever had. Very few frontier peace 
officers were accepted socially by the leading fam-
ilies of the towns they policed. Henry Brown was 
one of the rare exceptions. By the time he began 
his third term as marshal of Caldwell, no door was 
closed to him. He was often a prominent figure 
at church socials and picnics.”

In the fall of 1883 Brown cemented the trust of 
the citizenry when he accompanied the treasurer 
of the Cherokee Strip Livestock Association to the 
Cherokee capital of Tahlequah, Indian Territory, 
with a wagonload of silver. The Cherokee Nation 
had granted the association a five-year, $500,000 
lease to 6 million acres of Cherokee Outlet range-
land, and the wagonload of 50,000 silver dollars 
Brown was to guard represented the first payment. 
Colcord recalled the episode in his autobiography: 
“As Henry Brown, then marshal of Caldwell, was 
considered a very brave and trusted officer, he was 
selected to go along with Milt [Bennett] to guard 
him and the money.” Brown and Bennett suc-
cessfully delivered the shipment—more than a ton 

and a half of silver—through 200 miles of the most 
outlaw-infested territory in the country.

Brown’s contemporaries provide widely 
varying descriptions of the man. Indeed, a charac-
ter study produces astonishingly paradoxical re-
sults, suggesting a man whose ordinary appearance 
belied his true nature. Their recorded impressions 
are difficult to reconcile with Brown’s reputation as 
an intimidating, unbending lawman—much less his 
record as a malevolent outlaw. The few contempo-
rary descriptions of him portray a diminutive man. 
“He was small in stature and slender, very much 
under size, and the lines of his body were not a 
model by any means,” wrote early Caldwell resi-
dent Sam P. Ridings in The Chisholm Trail. Brown 
stood about 5 feet 7 inches tall, was rather plain and 
exuded all the hallmarks of an introvert—certainly 
not a person one would consider a candidate for 
maintaining order in a hellhole like Caldwell.

In stark contrast was Brown’s assistant mar-
shal, Ben Wheeler (real name William Sherod 
Robinson), a rangy, imposing Texan who stood 
nearly a foot taller. “These officers furnished some-
what of a comical sight as they walked down the 
street together,” recalled Ridings. “Brown, small 
and insignificant, strolled along with his tall, broad- 
shouldered deputy looking down upon him. The 
ponderous dimensions of Wheeler made the small 
body of Brown look even smaller.”

Despite Brown’s nonthreatening appearance 
and workaday manner, however, when confronting 
lawbreakers, he presented an entirely different de-
meanor—one that commanded notice and inspired 
respect. Descriptions of his facial features provide 
insight into his underlying character. “The only dis-
tinguishing feature of his face was a square set 
jaw, not unlike that of a bull dog,” wrote Ridings. 
“His face indicates firmness and lack of physical 
fear,” noted the May 1, 1884, Medicine Lodge Cresset. 
“When anything angered him, those gray eyes 
were to spit fire, his face hardening and taking on 
the most heartless look ever seen on human face.”

“He could take a six-shooter in each hand and 
make one think a battle was on,” wrote Brown’s 
contemporary Laban Records of the marshal in his 
memoir Cherokee Outlet Cowboy. “Brown never took 
a drink of intoxicating liquor nor accepted any kind 

In Caldwell’s 
rough-and-tumble 
early years Charles 
Francis Colcord was 
a brash young 
cowboy and one of 
the rowdy hell-raisers 
with whom the town 
marshals contended. 
Remarkably, he 
knuckled down to 
become a range 
detective, first police 
chief of Oklahoma 
City, first sheriff of 
Oklahoma County 
and a U.S. marshal. 
In private life he 
became a prominent 
cattleman, banker, 
builder of Oklahoma 
City’s first skyscraper 
and one of the 
wealthiest oilmen.

—R.C.

‘For Valuable Services’  
The grateful townspeople of 
Caldwell presented this rifle  
to Brown in January 1883.

Caldwell Cowboy 
Charles Colcord,  
rowdy hell-raiser 
turned top citizen.
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of a drink. He was always on the lookout for enemies; there were 
plenty of men who would kill him any minute.”

Others noted a darker side. “It is well to observe here that 
never into the soul of this man entered a feeling of remorse, 
pity or love for his fellow man,” Ridings observed. “He possessed 
the most stoical disposition that could be crowded into a human 
being. No exhibition of grandeur or beauty, or any scene of 
suffering or horror, ever changed the expression of his face.”

Period records attribute six killings to Brown, two while he 
was marshal of Caldwell. On May 14, 1883, a drunken Pawnee 
and reputed pimp named Spotted Horse rolled into town and 
terrorized several citizens. When confronted by Brown, Spotted 
Horse fumbled for a concealed gun, but the marshal fired first, 
second, third and fourth. Brown’s first three shots may only have 
been warning shots. But when Spotted Horse kept reaching for 
his pistol, the lawman drilled the Indian through the forehead.

On Dec. 14, 1883, gambler Newt Boyce got into a saloon fight 
with a soldier and cut him and a barkeeper severely with a knife. 
Responding to the scene, Assistant Marshal Wheeler confiscated 
the knife and ordered Boyce home. Instead, the gambler en-
tered a store and was in the process of buying both a replace-
ment knife and a gun when Brown walked in, arrested Boyce 
and locked him up for the night. The next morning Boyce ap-
peared in court, paid his fine, then filled up with liquor and pub-
licly announced his intention to kill the marshal. After securing 
his famed Winchester, Brown confronted Boyce outside Phillip’s 
Saloon. Strolling to within 30 paces of the drunken gambler, 
Brown called for him to “hold up,” whereupon Boyce ducked 
behind an awning post and reached inside his coat for a gun. 
Brown fired two shots, and Boyce staggered into the saloon and 
collapsed. He died from his wounds early the next morning.

Brown at very least participated in other shooting incidents. 
In the July 24, 1939, edition of Caldwell’s Daily Messenger early 
Caldwell resident Grant Harris, who as a young printer had be-
friended the marshal, recalled that “13 men lost their lives; eight 
victims of Brown’s quick draw and three of Wheeler’s blazing 

guns. The [two] others were too doubtful to allow either man to 
claim a gun niche.” Laban Records claimed Brown “killed at 
least seven people while in office.”

It was all in the line of duty. But Brown’s life was about to 
take another bizarre turn.

Barely a month after his March 1884 wedding (see sidebar, 
opposite), Marshal Brown received the mayor’s permission 
to cross into Indian Territory with Assistant Marshal Wheeler 
ostensibly in pursuit of a murderer. Neither the mayor nor 
anyone else doubted the men’s devotion to duty as they armed 
themselves with revolvers and rifles, saddled their horses and 
rode south out of town. But it was in fact a ruse. Instead, the 
duo met up with Cherokee Outlet ranch hands John Wesley and 
Billy Smith and rode on to Medicine Lodge, Kan., a straggling 
cow town some 70 miles west of Caldwell.

Shortly after 9 o’clock on the rainy Wednesday morning of 
April 30, 1884, the four horsemen reined up at the rear of the 
Medicine Valley Bank. Brown, Wheeler and Wesley entered the 
bank, while Smith stayed with the horses. Within seconds of 
their entry the would-be robbers’ plan collapsed in confusion as 
bank president E. Wylie Payne unexpectedly went for his gun, 
and the trio opened fire, hitting both Payne and cashier George 
Geppert before abandoning the holdup attempt. The gunfire 
inside the bank alerted several cowboys waiting in a livery stable 
across the street for the rain to stop. As the robbers broke for 
their mounts, they ran smack dab into a hail of gunfire from the 
stable. The city marshal soon joined in the seeming turkey shoot.

The four failed bank robbers had to deal not only with flying 
lead but also their panic-stricken horses and the driving rain. 
Still they managed to get mounted and ride off, headed south 
toward the outlet. A cowboy posse led, ironically, by Brown’s 
former boss Barney O’Conner immediately gave chase, firing 
from the saddle, and cornered the four in a narrow gypsum 
canyon several miles southwest of town. After a two-hour stand-
off with intermittent gunfire the cold, soaked, exhausted and 

Bad Medicine
The lawless lawmen 
and two others tried 

(and failed) to rob this 
Medicine Valley bank. 
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Marshal Henry Brown married into a wealthy 
family. His wife was Alice Maude Levagood, 
the adopted daughter of a well-to-do Caldwell 
brickmaker. In 1882 Alice Maude even gradu- 
ated from college—rare for women of that era. 

Meanwhile, Brown had befriended 18-year-
old printer Grant Harris, the two sharing a room 
at Caldwell’s Southwestern Hotel. In a July 24, 
1939, article in Caldwell’s Daily Messenger, 
Harris recalled attending Brown’s wedding:

It was reported that at Brown’s wedding the 
minister refused to perform the ceremony until 
Brown removed his guns. “These guns have  
not been out of my reach for years, and I’ll  
be married with them on,” Brown retorted.  
“Then you will have to get someone else to 
perform the ceremony,” the minister replied. 
Brown reluctantly unbuckled his belt and laid  
the guns on a sofa about 10 feet away. Through- 
out the ceremony his eyes never left the guns.  
As the ceremony neared completion, Brown 
strapped on his guns and then kissed his bride.

Henry and Alice were married on March 25, 
1884, in the home of Brown’s new brother-in-
law, Jonathan “Newt” Miller. Miller had served 
as a lawman under Marshal Mike Meagher  
in Wichita and as assistant marshal in Cald- 
well just before Brown took the job. Another 
brother-in-law was Heber Mansfield Creel,  
a former 7th U.S. Cavalry lieutenant who  
had just founded the city of Devils Lake, N.D., 
the present-day Ramsey County seat. He later 
became a state senator and retired as a major 
general in the North Dakota National Guard. 

—R.C.

demoralized fugitives walked out with hands raised, and the posse returned 
them to Medicine Lodge.

The robbery attempt, Geppert’s death and Payne’s mortal wounding had 
whipped up anger among the populace, and at about 9 that evening, signaled 
by three gunshots, an armed mob stormed the small jail. Unbeknown to the 
vigilantes, the prisoners had freed themselves from their shackles. When the 
jail door opened, Brown and Wheeler burst through the mob in a desperate 
attempt to escape. Brown ran perhaps 25 feet before being downed by a double 
burst of buckshot. According to the coroner’s verdict published in the May 2, 
1884, Barber County Index , he had been “cut nearly in two” by No. 8 shot 
from both barrels of a sawed-off shotgun, and his body also held a few stray 
Winchester slugs. Wheeler, weakened by multiple gunshot wounds, made it 
about 100 yards before collapsing. Wesley and Smith had meekly surrendered.

The mob promptly took Wesley, Smith and the severely wounded Wheeler 
to an elm tree in a creek bottom east of town. Perhaps unique in the history 
of the Old West, Wesley and Smith swung together on one rope. Wheeler 
got his own. The lawman turned outlaw had suffered so many gunshot wounds 
that the coroner’s jury couldn’t say for certain whether he’d been alive when 
townsmen fitted the noose around his neck.

Marshal Brown still faced murder warrants in New Mexico Territory on the 
day he died. “Whatever else can be said of Brown and Wheeler,” reminisced 
Grant Harris in later years, “They tamed Caldwell. What had been the toughest, 
gaudiest, hell-roaringest town on the border was now a quiet country town.” 

Rod Cook, a resident of Caldwell, Kan., co-authored with Len Gratteri  
and James Williams the 2010 book William Sherod Robinson, Alias Ben 
Wheeler. Also suggested for further reading: Midnight and Noonday,  
by George Doud Freeman; Caldwell: Kansas Border Cow Town, by  
Tom S. Coke; and Henry Brown: The Outlaw Marshal, by Bill O’Neal.

Shot Down
Bank President E. 
Wylie Payne (far 
left) and cashier 
George Geppert 
lost their lives. 

Broken Trust
Marshal Brown broke 
the trust suggested by 
the inscription on his 

presentation rifle.
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REAPING THE 
WHIRLWIND

Defiant Indians in frontier Texas and Mexico faced  
relentless pursuit by Lieutenant John ‘Whirlwind’ Bullis  

and his black Seminole scouts  By Chuck Lyons
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n April 19, 1881, a raiding party of Lipan 
Apaches attacked John and Kate McLaurin’s 

ranch house in Frio Canyon in south-central 
Texas while John was away. They killed Kate and a teenage visitor 
named Allen Reiss but did not harm the three young McLaurin 
children. After stealing what they could, the raiders mounted up 
and fled south.

As word of the attack reached nearby Fort Clark, the post 
commander sent Lieutenant John Bullis and a troop of 35 black  

 
Seminole scouts in pursuit. Despite the raiders’ best efforts to 
obscure their trail, the scouts tracked them for six days over rocky 
and arroyo-laced ground across the Rio Grande into Mexico’s 
Sierra del Burro, where the Lipans, believing they had eluded 
any pursuers, had made camp. Early on May 3 Bullis, after leav-
ing seven men to guard the troop’s horses, surrounded the Lipan 
camp with his remaining men. At daybreak Bullis and the scouts 
rushed the camp and in the subsequent fight killed four of the 
raiders and captured an Indian woman, a child and 21 horses. The 
Seminole-Negro Indian Scouts had suffered no casualties. Bullis, 
known as the “Whirlwind” or “Thunderbolt,” had struck again.

Bullis had been commanding the scouts since 1873 and would 
do so until 1882. During that time he and his men would mount 
26 expeditions, most lasting about two months, and participate 
in a dozen engagements. Bullis forged the scouts into what one 
modern historian termed “legendary fighters, trackers and horse-
men.” Composed of the descendants of runaway slaves who 
had been sheltered by Florida’s Seminole Indian tribes and had 
adopted their hunting, tracking and warfare practices, the scouts 
developed a reputation as one the toughest units in the U.S. Army. 
Their commander also earned a stellar reputation as one of the 
most successful Indian fighters in American history.

John Lapham Bullis was born on April 17, 1841, on the banks 
of the Erie Canal in Macedon, N.Y., the eldest of seven children 
in the Quaker family of Dr. Abram R. and Lydia P. (Lapham) 
Bullis. When the Civil War broke out, he enlisted as a private in 

O

By a Hair’s Breadth 
With Comanches in pursuit for a 

change, de-horsed Lieutenant John 
Bullis catches a ride with one of  

his black Seminole scouts, in Dale 
Gallon’s Saving Lieutenant’s Hair.
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the 126th New York Volunteer 
Infantry. At Harpers Ferry, 
W.Va., in September 1862 Bullis 
was wounded when Confed-
erate troops under Maj. Gen. 
Thomas J. “Stonewall” Jack-
son surrounded and captured 
the regiment. Freed in a pris-
oner exchange, he was at 
Gettysburg, Pa., that July 
when the men of the 126th, 

unfairly labeled the “Cowards 
of Harpers Ferry,” redeemed them-
selves. But in the fight there Corporal 
Bullis was again wounded and captured 
and this time spent 10 months at Rich-
mond’s infamous Libby Prison before 
again being exchanged.

 In August 1864 Bullis secured a com-
mission as a captain in the 118th U.S. Col-
ored Troops, a position shunned by other 
Union commanders but one he probably 
accepted for both the promotion and pay 
increase that came with it. The ranks of 
the U.S. Colored Troops comprised largely 
runaway slaves and freedmen who had vol-
unteered to fight against the Confederacy. 

The unit’s officers and most of the senior non-
coms were white and had volunteered for the 
assignment despite Confederate vows to execute 
any captured black troops and the officers who 
commanded them. To boost recruitment the Union 
granted distinguished enlisted men or experienced 
NCOs field promotions up to captain, while the 
officers who volunteered to lead colored troops 
were promoted as high as colonel.

In the winter of 1864–65 Bullis and his men 
endured almost constant fire for three 
months at Dutch Gap, Va., while work 
progressed on the building of a canal to 
bypass Confederate forts along a stretch of 
the James River. They didn’t complete the 
canal, but they did experience a measure 
of victory. “We had the pleasure of seeing 
the Rebel gunboat Drury blown high and 
dry,” Bullis wrote in a letter home. “Some 
of my pickets took in four of her crew.”

By then the war was all but over, and in 
April General Robert E. Lee surrendered his 

Confederate army. Bullis and his men were shifted 
to Texas and sat idle along the Rio Grande before 
being mustered out in February 1866. Fishing about 
for something to do, Bullis worked for a year supply-
ing Mississippi steamboats with wood for fuel.

Meanwhile, Congress reorganized the Regular 
Army, adding four regiments of cavalry and more 

than two-dozen of infantry. Among the new units 
were two cavalry and four infantry regiments com-
posed solely of black enlisted men—the buffalo sol-
diers. Bullis was appointed a second lieutenant in 
command of colored troops, first with the 41st Infan-
try and then the 24th Infantry at Fort Clark in Texas.

While leading buffalo soldiers of the 24th, Bullis 
participated in only one serious engagement. On 
Sept. 1, 1871, he and four privates from the regi-
ment happened across three Indians driving stolen 
cattle. They rushed in to recapture the herd, only 
to find the Indians quickly reinforced by 25 addi-
tional braves. Regardless, the lieutenant and his 
men kept in the fight for a half-hour before wisely 
withdrawing. In 1873 Bullis left the 24th to accept 
command of the Seminole-Negro Indian Scouts.

By 1870 the United States was facing serious 
trouble in Texas from raiding bands of Indians, 
particularly the Lipan Apaches, Kickapoos and 
Kiowas. The Army, no longer restricted by troop 
commitments back East, stepped in to defend the 
besieged Texas settlers and emigrants from the raid-
ers, who during the war had rampaged unchecked. 
But the Army needed help. “The redskins were so 
adept at covering their tracks,” explained one Texas 
historian, “that Regular Army scouts could not trail 
them. Almost in desperation, the command at Fort 
Duncan in southern Texas asked for and received 
permission to induct Seminole Negro Indians…
into the United States Army as scouts.”

The black Seminole scouts later transferred to 
Fort Clark, and it was under the guidance of Bullis, 
who developed a tremendous rapport with his 
men, they experienced their greatest success. “[We] 
thought a lot of Bullis,” scout Joseph Phillips recalled 
of his commander. “He was a good man. He was a 
Injun fighter. He was tough. He didn’t care how big 
a bunch they was, he went into ’em every time, but 
he looked after his men. His men was on equality, 
too. He didn’t stand back and say, ‘Go yonder.’ 
He would say, ‘Come on, boys, let’s go get ’em.’”

The relationship between Bullis and his scouts 
has been described as more akin to that of a chief 
and his people than a commander and his troops. 
For example, his men expected Bullis to personally 
inspect every baby born to them, and if the newborn 
was male, he would hold the boy aloft and exclaim 
how someday he would be a great scout. On at least 
one occasion Bullis is reported to have officiated at 
a wedding. On routine performance reports their 
commander ranked the scouts high in every cate-
gory—with the exception of “military appearance.”

Their mission was to track troublesome Indian 
bands, locate their camps and then return with 
a sufficient attacking force. But the scouts often 

Hunter and Quarry
Pompey Factor (above) 
was one of the original 
black Seminole scouts, 
tasked with tracking 
down Apaches, such 
as the armed Lipan at 
top, Comanches and 
other hostile Indians.

Family Man
Scout Ben July poses 
with his family at the 
black Seminole camp 
near Fort Clark, Texas.



Civil War Captain 
Bullis was a captain of 

U.S. Colored Troops 
during the Civil War 
and later led buffalo 

soldiers and the black 
Seminole scouts.
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tracked the enemy great distances, including one winter expedi-
tion in which Bullis and 39 scouts trailed Mescalero Apaches for 
more than a month, covering more than 1,260 miles of frigid 
desert while surviving on canned peaches and rattlesnake meat.

Since war’s end raiding parties striking into south Texas from 
below the Rio Grande had stolen tens of thousands of head of 
livestock, burned countless ranches and murdered scores of 
settlers. In all the attacks had incurred an estimated $48 million 
in property damage and livestock losses. In January 1873, with 
diplomatic efforts to control the raiders and seal off their Mexi-
can sanctuaries at an impasse, President Ulysses S. Grant or-
dered Colonel Ranald D. Mackenzie and his 4th U.S. Cavalry 
to Fort Clark. That spring, in a personal meeting with Secre-
tary of War William Belknap and Maj. Gen. 
Philip Sheridan, then head of the Military Divi-
sion of the Missouri, Mackenzie was ordered to 
“destroy” the raiding Indians, a message he inter-
preted to mean—as it did—that he was to enter 
Mexico after them. For diplomatic reasons these 
orders were never put in writing or made official. 
The tide began to turn against the west Texas tribes 
when Mackenzie led six companies and a detach-
ment of the Seminole-Negro Indian Scouts into 
Mexico against the Kickapoos and Lipan Apaches.

On May 17, 1873, once the scouts had pinpointed 
the Kickapoos, Mackenzie’s force of 360 enlisted 
men, 17 officers, two-dozen black Seminole scouts 
under Bullis and 14 civilians rode out of Fort Clark 
headed for the Rio Grande. Just after sundown they 
crossed into Mexico. Following the scouts, the expe-
dition kept steadily south, avoiding any settlements. 
By sunrise they had ridden 63 miles into Mexico 
and reached Río San Rodrigo upstream from three 
villages occupied by bands of Kickapoos, Lipans 
and Mescaleros.

After a short rest the cavalry charged the first 
village, routed its defenders and set the dwell-
ings afire, before doing the same to the second 
and third villages. Mackenzie later reported the troopers had 
killed 19 Indians and captured 40 women and children for only 
one man killed and two wounded. The troopers also rounded 
up 65 Indian ponies and nabbed Costilietos, a senior chief of 
the Lipans. Immediately after the raid the cavalry started for 
home, arriving back at the Rio Grande at dawn on May 19, 
having covered 140 miles in less than 50 hours. In exchange for 
the return of their captured wives and children, the Kickapoos 
agreed to return to the United States, and by the following year 
more than half the tribe had been resettled in Indian Territory 
(present-day Oklahoma).

In June 1874 the scouts again joined an expedition, this time 
in the Red River War against marauding Kiowas, Comanches, 
Southern Cheyennes and southern Arapahos. After several 
bloody incidents in Texas, Kansas and Indian Territory, the fed-
eral government was ready to strike back. Following a strategy 
developed in late summer by Sheridan and General William 

T. Sherman, then commanding general of the U.S. Army, Mac- 
kenzie led eight companies of the 4th Cavalry, three companies 
of the 10th Infantry, one of the 11th Infantry and Bullis and his 
black Seminole scouts against Indians in the Texas Panhandle.

The column fought a skirmish in Tule Canyon on Septem-
ber 26, and two days later in a dawn raid swept down on a large 
group of Comanches, Kiowas and Cheyennes who had sought 
refuge in Palo Duro Canyon. Although the troopers killed scarce-
ly a dozen of their foe, they routed several hundred warriors, 
destroyed seven villages and captured nearly 2,000 Indian 
ponies, which they promptly slaughtered to keep from Indian 
hands. More important, the raid broke the back of the uprising, 
sealing the fate of the once powerful southern Plains tribes and 
paving the way for continued settlement of the Texas Panhandle. 

Bullis and his scouts had led the way.

It was during the 1874–75 Red River War that 
four of Bullis’ black Seminole scouts earned the 
Medal of Honor for actions illustrative of the cour-
age and tenacity for which the unit was known.

In late September 1874 during a scout along the 
Red River tributary in Blanco Canyon, Private 
Adam Paine (or Payne) and four other black Semi-
noles woke one morning to find themselves in the 
midst of several roving bands of Comanches. As 
they quickly mounted and sought to slip away, a 
group of seven Comanches spotted them and gave 
chase. In the running fight that followed, Paine’s 
horse was shot from beneath him, leaving him to 
face the charging Indians alone. Using only his 
saddle for cover and showing remarkable coolness 
under fire, Paine shot the lead Comanche pursuer 
from his horse, which kept running toward the 
trooper. Without skipping a beat, Paine was able 
to swing up onto the riderless mount and get away. 
All the scouts involved in the incident escaped 
with their lives, and a year later Paine received 
the Medal of Honor.

In mid-April 1875 Sergeant John Ward and Pri-
vate Pompey Factor—two of the original 10 scouts—and Trumpeter 
Isaac Payne were on patrol with Lieutenant Bullis when they 
came upon the trail of a herd of horses they suspected had been 
stolen from white settlers. Following the trail for eight days, on 
April 25 the four men finally spotted the horses in the custody of 
some 30 Comanches raiders seeking to cross the Pecos River near 
the site of present-day Langtry. Bullis and his scouts took cover 
in some rocks about 75 yards from the Indians and opened fire. 

In the ensuing 45-minute firefight the troopers killed three 
warriors, wounded a fourth and twice managed to wrest the 
horses from the Comanches. Finally recognizing that the Indi-
ans had flanked them, Bullis ordered his scouts to retreat. As 
they rode off, however, Ward looked back and saw Bullis was 
having trouble mounting his newly broken horse and was all 
but surrounded by Indians. Ward alerted the other two scouts, 
and the trio turned to rescue their commander. As Factor and 
Payne provided covering fire, Ward hauled up Bullis behind him 
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on his own horse and galloped off, abandoning the commander’s 
frightened horse, saddle and all. All four escaped unharmed, 
though gunfire had shattered the stock of one of their carbines. 
Bullis recommended all three scouts for the Medal of Honor, 
which they received a month later.

While the expeditions of 1873–75 brought relative peace to 
the Texas frontier, things began to heat up again in the spring 
of 1876 when Lipan Apache raiders killed a dozen settlers. In 
retaliation the Army sent Lt. Col. William Rufus Shafter, Mac- 
kenzie’s successor at Fort Clark, after the Lipans with five cavalry 
companies. Bullis’ scouts again led the way across the Rio Grande. 

Establishing his base camp near the mouth of the Pecos River, 
Shafter launched a series of probing raids deep into the Mexi-
can state of Coahuila. For two years “Pecos Bill” kept up the 
raids, which despite Mexican protests pacified the border.

Bullis’ scouts took part in fighting in the Devils River region 
of west Texas in the 1879-80 campaign against the Apache Vic-
torio—a campaign that again spilled south of the border but 
largely ended the Indian wars of west Texas. In fall 1879 Victorio, 
head of the Chihenne band of Chiricahuas, had fled the San Car-
los Apache Indian Reservation in Arizona Territory with several 
hundred followers and for the next three years raided across the 
Southwest and into northern Mexico, pursued up north by Bullis’ 
black Seminole scouts and buffalo soldiers of the 9th and 10th 
Cavalry and to the south by Mexican troops. Finally, in October 
1880 Mexican Colonel Joaquín Terrazas caught Victorio’s band in 
the Tres Castillo Mountains of Chihuahua south of El Paso. Only 
a handful of Indians escaped, and Victorio was not among them.

The April 1881 raid on the McLaurin cabin is considered the 
last hostile Indian action in south Texas, while Bullis’ counter-
attack in Mexico marked the last action fought against Indians 
by U.S. forces stationed in Texas.

In 1882, as the Army prepared to transfer Bullis to Indian 
Territory, grateful Texans filled the newspapers with words of 
praise, and the people of Kinney County awarded him two 
engraved ceremonial swords—one silver, the other gold—in 

appreciation of his efforts along the border. (Bullis’ daughters 
later donated the swords to the Witte Museum in San Antonio). 

The scouts received no such acclaim. Considered black rather 
than Seminole, they were deprived of Indian annuities and the 
right to reside on reservations, and by 1882 white citizens around 
Fort Clark wanted the scouts’ lands opened to public sale. The 
scouts and their families frequently relied on stray wild cattle for 
food, thus area whites viewed them as thieves. In one instance 
Kinney County authorities billed the black Seminole commu-
nity $40 for the deaths of four head of cattle. Bullis paid the fine.

In 1914 the Army formally disbanded the Seminole-Negro In-
dian Scouts and ordered the remaining black Seminoles and their 
families from the Fort Clark grounds. The forgotten scouts drifted 
into other occupations, and not until the 1920s were they able to 
acquire veteran’s benefits. In recent decades, however, the U.S. 
Army Special Forces paid tribute to the black Seminole scouts’ 
fighting reputation by adopting their crossed arrows insignia.

Bullis continued to serve in the West as an Indian agent and 
made several shrewd investments in land and mines that even-
tually brought him great wealth. But he remained in the Army. 
In September 1886 he served under Brig. Gen. Nelson A. Miles 
in the campaign that led to the surrender of the Chiricahua 
Apache Geronimo. Bullis also served in Cuba during the Spanish- 
American War and in the Philippines during the subsequent in-
surrection before retiring in 1904 with the rank of brigadier 
general. General John Bullis died in San Antonio on May 26, 
1911, and was buried at the San Antonio National Cemetery.

On hearing of the death, scout Sandy Fay stood vigil outside 
the general’s San Antonio house for a day and a night. Another 
former military comrade paid tribute to him in a letter: “I can 
think of no man who approached Bullis as a leader of men by 
pure and simple personality. We have only had one Bullis.” 

Wild West contributor Chuck Lyons is a freelance writer  
from Rochester, N.Y. For further reading: The Black Semi- 
noles: History of a Freedom-Seeking People, by Kenneth  
W. Porter, and The Whirlwind: John L. Bullis and His Semi- 
nole-Negro Scouts, by Grady E. McCright.

Fade Away
The U.S. Army formally disbanded 
the black Seminole scouts in 1914.



HE 
WHO HAS 
NO EARS

Bear Ribs, whom whites appointed first chief of all the Sioux,  
did not listen to his own people’s warnings  By John Koster
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t the signing 
of the 1851 Treaty of Fort Laramie—
in what four decades later would 
become the state of Wyoming— 
U.S. commissioners arbitrarily 
appointed Conquering Bear, a 50- 
something Brulé Lakota, first chief 
of all the Sioux. But three years 
later Conquering Bear was shot 
in the back, possibly by mistake, 
as he stalked away from a nego-
tiation with U.S. Army Lieu-
tenant John Grattan over repa-
rations for a cow killed by a 
visiting young warrior from the 
Minneconjou tribe. In the short, 
sharp fight that followed, the 
Lakota warriors riddled Grattan, 
his half-blood interpreter and 29 
soldiers with dozens of arrows. In 
addition to the mortally wounded 
Conquering Bear, the soldiers had 
wounded a Lakota warrior and 
two women. Trader James Bor-
deau, who watched the fight from 

his post, and a mortally wounded 
soldier affirmed the troops had fired 
first and for no good reason. The 

Brulés carried the first chief of all the 
Sioux far from the hated fort to die on 

the prairie, while the furious younger 
warriors looted Bordeau’s trading post 

before making their escape.
Secretary of War Jefferson Davis prompt-

ly recalled Colonel William S. Harney, a 
hardened veteran of the Seminole and Mexi-

can wars, from leave in Paris to lead a puni-
tive expedition. After exhaustive preparations 

and numerous delays, Harney’s expedition fi-
nally set out from Fort Leavenworth on Aug. 4, 

1855. In early September, en route to Fort Lara-
mie, the column caught up to Chief Little Thunder’s 

Brulé encampment at Ash Hollow along the North 
Platte River. Harney surrounded the village and 
ordered Little Thunder to surrender the men who 
had participated in the Grattan incident. In a brief 
parley on September 3 Little Thunder refused the 
demand, and Harney unleashed his attack the 
minute deliberations were over. Riddled with long-
range fire from Sharps rifles and then ridden down 
by cavalrymen, the Brulés took an awful beating. 
When the firing finally ceased, 86 Indians and 
four soldiers lay dead or dying. Those unable to 
escape—some 70 women and children—surrendered 
to the soldiers.

At the end of his campaign Harney, thereafter 
known to the Indians as “Mad Bear,” called for 
another treaty council, at Fort Pierre in early March 
1856, during which he would appoint another first 
chief of all the Sioux. While 6-foot-6 Little Thun-
der was in his prime—in his mid-30s, strong and 
respected among his people—he overtly hated Har-
ney. The chief Harney and the Bureau of Indian 
Affairs ultimately found acceptable was Bear Ribs.

Bear Ribs (also recorded as Bear’s Rib), a Hunk-
papa from the Missouri River region, was born 
circa 1812. As captured by German-born painter 
Karl Wimar shortly after Harney’s 1856 appoint-
ment, the chief was a sturdy middle-aged man with 
a square jaw, an aquiline nose and an intelligent 
but honest gaze. Bear Ribs was essentially com-
mitted to peace. He and his band had actually 
taken up farming in a small way. He had two wives 
—sisters who were daughters of Chief Many Eagles 
of the Yankton Sioux, historic protectors of the 
pipestone quarry (in present-day Minnesota) who 
had also embraced farming. Bear Ribs spoke often 
with Jesuit missionary Father Pierre-Jean De Smet, 
and some sources report the chief was a convert 
to Catholicism. At very least he respected the white 
missionaries and Quakers. But over the next half- 
dozen years Bear Ribs would lose the respect of 
many of his own kinsmen, and in June 1862 the 
first chief of all the Sioux would die at their hands.

A

Bear Ribs
German-born artist 
Karl Wimar (1828– 
62) traveled up  
the Missouri River  
in the late 1850s 
and rendered  
this portrait of  
the Lakota chief.
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No Trespassing
Bear Ribs urged 
government officials, 
soldiers and white 
settlers not to enter 
the Black Hills.

 
 
ieutenant Gouverneur Kemble Warren of the 
U.S. Army Corps of Topographical Engineers 
first encountered Bear Ribs in fall 1857 as 

Warren and four other scientists surveyed, mapped and sketched 
the largely unknown Black Hills region with Lieutenant James 
McMillan and an escort of 30 soldiers. The Hunkpapas arranged 
a hostile though nonviolent reception for the party east of Fort 
Laramie, at which they informed the white men the Indians 
were engaged in a buffalo hunt and did not want the bison 
disturbed. “I consented,” Warren recalled in his survey notes, 
“to wait three days without advancing, in order to meet their 
great warrior, Bear’s Rib, appointed first chief by General Har-
ney’s treaty, merely changing our position to one offering greater 

Safeguarded?
Bear Ribs may have 
spared topographer 
Gouverneur Kemble 
Warren from attack 
in the Black Hills.

facilities for defense.” When Bear Ribs failed to show, the survey 
moved east toward Inyan Kara Mountain, marking it down as 
a landmark. Warren recorded: 

We were overtaken by Bear’s Rib and one other Indian who 
accompanied him. He reiterated all that had been said by the 
other chiefs and added that he could do nothing to prevent our 
being destroyed if we attempted to proceed further. I then told 
him that I believed he was our friend, but that if he could do 
nothing for us, he had better return to his people and leave us 
to take care of ourselves, as I was determined to proceed as far as 
Bear Butte. After a whole day spent in deliberation, he concluded 
to accompany us a part of the way, and he said he would then 
return to his people and use his influence to have us not molested. 
In return for this he wished me to say to the president and to the 
white people that they could not be allowed to come into that 
country; that if the presents sent were to purchase such a right, 
they did not want them. All they asked of the white people was to 
be left to themselves and let alone; that if the presents were sent 
to induce them not to go to war with the Crows and their other 
enemies, they did not wish them. War with them was not only 
necessity but a pastime. He said General Harney had told them 
not to go to war, and yet he was all the time going to war him-
self. (Bear’s Rib knew that when General Harney left the Sioux 
country, he had gone to the war in Florida and was at that time in 
command of the army sent against the Mormons.) He said, more-
over, that the annuities scarcely paid for going after them; and that 
if they were not distributed to them while they were on their visit 
to the trading posts on the Missouri to dispose of their robes, they 
did not want them. (It is a fact that for several years, owing to 
this cause, these Indians have not come in for their goods at all.)

He said that he heard that the Ihanktonwans [Yanktons] were 
going to sell their lands to the whites. If they did so, he wished them 
informed that they could not come on his people’s lands. They must 
stay with the whites. Every day the Ihanktonwans were coming 
there but were always turned back.

Whatever may have been Bear’s Rib’s actions after leaving us, 
it is certain we saw no more Indians in the Black Hills.



A U G U S T  2 0 1 6    WILD WEST 63

LI
B

R
A

R
Y

 O
F 

C
O

N
G

R
E

S
S

Warren had helped patch up wounded Lakota women and 
children after Harney’s September 1855 attack at Ash Hollow 
(aka Blue Water Creek), and Bear Ribs may have known that, 
or perhaps he simply admired the lieutenant’s palpable intelli-
gence. Regardless, the chief’s primary goal was to keep the peace. 
He knew the Lakota were outmatched.

Bear Ribs’ main opposition, however, rose from within his 
own ranks. The Hunkpapas were intensely cautious. They had 
come to accept French fur traders. But those of his tribe who 
were not “Laramie loafers” bluntly told their nominal first chief 
and other leaders to turn away any other whites bearing gifts.

The tipping point came in the spring of 1862 when Judge 
Samuel N. Latta, the appointed agent for the Lakota bands, pressed 
the Hunkpapas to accept their annuities at Fort Pierre. John Mason 
Brown, a young Kentuckian, was a witness to the proceedings:

May 28 – Wednesday.…The chiefs of five bands refused the annu-
ities, and ‘Bear Rib,’ grand chief of all, demanded that the Arricara 
[Arikara] annuities should be give up, the Sioux being at war with 
that tribe. I have never seen a more humiliating sight than the 
terror of Latta when the chiefs declared they would detain us and 
the boat until the Arricara goods were given up. He turned pale 
and shook with fear, as if an ague were on him. A fight seemed 
imminent. [Indian trader Pierre] Chouteau requested me to take 
care of the defense of the boat.…[We] had posted 20 picked men 
and loaded all arms so well as to feel certain of getting the best 
of the fight, when the agent [Latta] ignominiously acceded to the 
demand and surrendered the Ree annuities. He came on board 
and retreated to his stateroom. The boat was cast loose at 5 p.m. 
amid the curses of the passengers & the huzzas of the Sioux.

“At the Unkpapa [sic ] agency on the upper Missouri,” a period 
history of the region affirms, “some trouble was experienced in 
getting the Indians to accept the goods sent out by the U.S. gov-
ernment. The agent, Samuel N. Latta, finally prevailed on one of 
the chiefs, named Bear’s Rib, to accept the portion due his band. 
Bear’s Rib reluctantly consented, telling the agent at the time 
that he feared his people would kill him for accepting the goods.”

“Bear Ribs was the spokesman,” wrote historian Josephine 
Waggoner, who had interviewed many of the chief’s contempo-
raries. “He told Mr. Latta that he had been a lifelong friend of the 
white man and the government, that he had always been obedient 
to their wishes, and that to show his friendship he would accept the 
annuities this time, as long as they were brought and unloaded, 
although the act endangered their lives. But Bear Ribs warned 
Mr. Latta not to bring anymore goods unless they brought soldiers 
along to guard them and to keep them from being destroyed.”

The elders Waggoner interviewed said Bear Ribs gave away 
most of the annuities to “hostile” Sioux bands, including Sitting 
Bull and his followers, who had not wanted to accept handouts 
directly from the whites, thus ameliorating their anger, albeit 
temporarily. The elders further claimed that Bear Ribs offered 
to act as a middleman, trading buffalo robes and furs to the Fort 
Pierre traders for hardware and dry goods—but that the ongoing 
Civil War had delayed all deliveries along the various rivers.

‘Mad Bear’
The Sioux gave 
Colonel William  
S. Harney this nick- 
name after his 1855 
punitive campaign.

Bear Ribs was not the only Lakota advocating peace. Some 
months earlier Kills Game and Comes Back, a young Sans Arc 
Lakota warrior, had dreamed of 10 black stags, the lead of 
which told him, “Do good for the people.” Already known as 
a generous people, the Sans Arcs (“Without Bows”) got their 
name for using unmarked arrows in buffalo hunts so that any-
one who had missed his mark could claim any buffalo he found 
without embarrassment. In the wake of his vision Kills Game 
had gathered with friend Charger (see Indian Life, P. 26) and 
three other young warriors for a feast, at which they asked a 
medicine man named Charging Dog for insight. “We may be 
brave in battle,” Charging Dog said, “but as everybody knows, 
we do not live long, and to do each other harm in our camp 
is very bad. I have seen a lot of it during my life. I believe the 
hardest thing for anybody to do is to do good to others, but it 
makes their hearts rejoice.”

Inspired by the medicine man’s words, the five young Sans Arcs 
had organized a warrior society for peace. Less placable Lakotas 
branded them the “Fool Soldiers,” as they pledged to lay down 
their own lives if it would prevent Indians from killing Indians.

Days after the traders landed the annuities at Fort Pierre 
under Bear Ribs’ grudging acceptance—and after the chief ’s 
reported failure to barter robes and furs for trade goods—the 
chief visited the fort to meet with U.S. representatives. Though 
his father-in-law and wives were Yankton and presumably 
amenable to selling their lands to whites, Bear Ribs voiced his 
opposition any further such sales. He also objected to the cession 
of any more Hunkpapa land to the Yanktons. “We lent them 
what they had to grow corn on it,” the chief complained. “We 
gave them a thousand horses to keep that land for us, but I 
never told them to steal it and go and sell it.…If those men, 
who did it secretly, had asked me to make a treaty for its sale, 
I should not have consented.”

Bear Ribs painted agent Latta and the less scrupulous Yank-
tons as liars: “[Latta] takes my words and puts them into the 
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water and makes other reports of what words I send to my great 
father. I believe there are poor people below [the Yanktons] who 
put other words in the place of what I say.”

The irate first chief also said the agreement the Lakotas had 
made with Harney, under duress, was not being enforced. Wagon 
trains were traveling through and “landing in” their country 
despite the government’s promises. Bear Ribs’ blunt talk had a 
way of making enemies—on either side of the divide.

Word soon reached Charger and the other Fool Soldiers that 
someone had threatened to kill Bear Ribs for again conferring 
with the treacherous whites. To safeguard the first chief, the 
Fool Soldiers had him stay in their own tepee just outside the 
Fort Pierre gates. On the morning of June 6 someone came to 
the flap of the tepee and on some pretense asked in Lakota 
to speak with Bear Ribs. When the first chief stepped outside, 
his callers shot him and ran for it. (A 20th century account that 
he was shot in a mass gunfight is not widely believed.)

In the wake of the shooting, factions from either side con-
verged for battle, the Hunkpapas to avenge Bear Ribs—though 
some had resented his very willingness to meet with the whites 
—and the Yanktons to assert their rights to a reservation Bear 
Ribs had opposed. Charger and his Fool Soldiers stood in their 
midst and somehow managed to arrange another feast, assigning 
women of each tribe to prepare their own specialty. Amid threats 
and glowering looks, Charger addressed the throng. “It is a 
disgrace to fight among ourselves,” he began. “We are all re-
lated. I call the son of Chief Bear Ribs forward, so I may give 
him a horse in his sorrow.” The expiation horse and appeal to 
brotherhood worked—though perhaps in part because no one 
was sure who had actually killed Bear Ribs. The Sioux Nation 
averted its own civil war as the factions either scattered or 
returned to peaceful trading at Fort Pierre.

At the time of the shooting Bear Ribs’ death was a murder 
with many suspects. The Yanktons had good reason to dislike 
him, as did the Arikaras. But seven weeks later agent Latta 
received the following letter from the Hunkpapas:

We have this day requested Mr. [Pierre] Garreau [a trader and 
interpreter] to deliver to you this, our message. It is our wish 
that you stop the boat belonging to Mr. [Charles] 
Galpin at this place and send her back, as we don’t 
want the whites to travel through our country. 
We claim both sides of the river, and boats going 
above must of necessity pass through it.

We do not want the whites to undertake to travel 
on our lands. The Indians have given permission 
to travel by water, but not by land; and boats carry-
ing passengers we will not allow. If you pay no 
attention to what we now say to you, you may rely 
on seeing the tracks of our horses on the warpath.

We beg of you for the last time not to bring us 
any more presents, as we will not accept them. As 
yet we have never accepted of your goods since 

you have been bringing them to us. A few of our people have 
been in the habit of receiving and receipting for them, but not 
with the consent of the nation or the chief soldiers and headmen 
of our camp.

We notified the Bear’s Rib yearly not to receive your goods; 
he had no ears, and we gave him ears by killing him. We now say 
to you, bring us no more goods; if any of our people receive any 
more from you, we will give them ears as we did the Bear’s Rib. 
We acknowledge no agent, and we notify you for the last time to 
bring us no more goods. We have told all the agents the same 
thing, but they have paid no attention to what we have said. If 
you have no ears, we will give you ears, and then your Father 
very likely will not send us any more goods or agent.

We also say to you that we wish you to stop the whites from 
traveling through our country, and if you do not stop them, we will. 
If your whites have no ears, we will give them ears.

The whites in this country have been threatening us with sol-
diers. All we ask of you is to bring men and not women dressed 
in soldiers’ clothes. We do not ask for soldiers to fight, without you 
refuse to comply with what we ask.

We have sent you several messages, and we think you have not 
received them; otherwise we would have heard something from 
you. We are not certain that you will ever hear what we now say. 
You may get this and you may tear it up and tell your Father that 
we are all quiet and receive your presents, and by this means keep 
your place and fill your pockets with money, while our Great Father 
knows nothing of what is going on but is like a blind old woman 
that cannot see. We beg of you for once to tell our Great Father 
what we say, and tell him the truth.

The remarkable letter bore the marks of nine Hunkpapa chiefs 
—Feather Tied to His Hair, Bald Eagle, Red Hair, The One That 
Shouts, Little Bear, Crow That Looks, Bear Heart, Little Knife 
and White at Both Ends. Their blunt sentiments encapsulated 
Sitting Bull’s later policy—leave us alone.

Bear Ribs’ death was truly tragic. By trying to avoid a war 
he knew could not be won, without betraying the trust of either 
side, he won the enmity of both sides. The bullet that killed him 
was fired by another Indian. But in the end he was a victim of his 
own integrity. Bear Ribs was the last man ever to accept the U.S. 

appointment as first chief of all the Sioux. But 
his son and namesake also became a chief, and 
the family remains prominent on the Standing 
Rock Indian Reservation, firmly straddling the 
border between North and South Dakota. 

Wild West special contributor John Koster is 
the author of Custer Survivor. Suggested for 
further reading: Witness, by Josephine Wag- 
goner, and Exploring the Black Hills, 1855–
1875: Reports of the Government Expeditions.

Bear Ribs II
Bear Ribs’ namesake son, who posed  
for this portrait in 1872, was also a chief.
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elics in the soil of Sweetwater, Wyoming’s largest 
county, relate its rich history, stretching back 
to prehistoric times when dinosaurs roamed its 
once swampy reaches. Paleo-Indian bands arrived 

some 13,000 years ago, followed by multiple contesting tribes 
over the centuries. By the early 19th century mountain men 
regularly tramped through, and they held their first Rocky 
Mountain Rendezvous along the Henry’s Fork (now spelled 
Henrys Fork) of the Green River in 1825. On the trappers’ heels 
came emigrants on the overland trails, railroad workers, cow-
boys, sheepherders, miners, homesteaders and store owners. 
Wyoming received territorial status in 1868, and the next year 
the territorial legislature named the county for the Sweet-
water River. In 1967 the Sweetwater County Historical Museum 
[sweetwatermuseum.org] started to relate some of that long 

history from its exhibit halls within a renovated 1930 post office 
building in Green River, the county seat.

Through its myriad exhibits and artifacts the museum explores 
the cultural heritage of southwestern Wyoming, beginning with 
those dinosaurs. Its prehistory links neatly with the present, as 
an ancient lake that once teamed with prehistoric life has pro-
vided bountiful supplies of oil, coal and trona. Among the 
most influential of the region’s many tribal people were the 
Shoshones, who originated in the western Great Basin and 
spread north and east into what would become Wyoming. The 
nomadic Utes rose up from the south to hunt and fight. The 
museum has a wonderful collection of Indian artifacts.

Winding its way south from the Wind River Range is the 
Green River, which local Crow and Shoshone Indians called 
the Seeds-ke-dee (Prairie Hen). The river basin lured fur trappers 
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and traders till about 1840, when the beaver trade 
fizzled. That first 1825 rendezvous paled in com-
parison to the 1834 meeting near present-day 
Granger, among the largest ever such gatherings. 
The museum chronicles all aspects of the era.

Beginning in the 1840s, pioneers bound for Ore-
gon, California and future Utah plied the emi-
grant trails that crisscrossed Wyoming. Miles-long 
stretches of the Oregon Trail remain visible in 
Sweetwater County. In 1860–61 the famed, if short-
lived, Pony Express sent its riders racing across the 
region before crews arrived to string up telegraph 
lines. A business with legs was stagecoach service, 
notably Ben Holladay’s Overland Stage Co., which 
ran mail and passengers through Sweetwater to 
and from Salt Lake City. In the line’s 1860s hey-
day several coach repair businesses set up shop in 
the town of Green River. Museum displays well 
document this time of rolling ever westward.

Green River is probably best known as the start-
ing point for Major John Wesley Powell’s epic 1869 
and 1871–72 journeys down the Colorado River (the 
Green is the chief tributary of the Colorado). Powell 
and party set out in four boats on May 24, 1869, 
and three months and nearly 1,000 river miles later 
became the first men known to have passed through 
the Grand Canyon (see P. 80). Powell’s follow-up 
party launched from Expedition Island on the 
Green on May 22, 1871, to retrace much of route. 
At the museum entrance stands a life-size bronze of 
the one-armed Powell, who later served as second 
director of the U.S. Geological Survey (1881–94).

Two weeks before Powell launched his pioneer-
ing 1869 expedition, crews in neighboring Utah 
Territory completed the first transcontinental rail-
road. The coming of the Union Pacific tracks to 
southwestern Wyoming a year earlier had spurred 
the growth of the town of Green River and pro-
vided many townsmen with employment as “tie 
hacks,” who cut timber from upriver mountain-
sides and floated the logs downriver to be milled 
into railroad ties. Years later during a severe drought 
the railroad relocated its headquarters from Bryan 
(a present-day ghost town) 14 miles east to Green 
River, bringing even more jobs. In 1931 the city 
enacted the Green River Ordinance, which pro-
hibited door-to-door solicitation during daylight 
hours, thus allowing townspeople who worked 
irregular hours for the railroad to get their rest.

The railroad and coal brought prosperity to 
Rock Springs, 18 miles east of Green River. The 
first mine opened in 1868, employing 500 workers 
and providing the Union Pacific with bituminous 
coal ideal for its locomotives. Trona also provided 
a huge boost to the economy. The Green River 

Formation contains the world’s largest known de-
posit of trona, a carbonate mineral used to soften 
water and refined into soda ash to make glass, 
chemicals, detergents and a host of other products. 
As Sweetwater County produces more than a quar-
ter of the world’s supply of soda ash, it rightfully 
boasts the nickname “Trona Capital of the World.”

Another industry tapped into the river in 1872 
when German-born Adam Braun opened a brewery 
in Green River. In 1879 brewmaster Karl Spinner 
bought the business and created a fine brew appro-
priately named Green River Beer. After Spinner’s 
brew finished second in a nationwide contest at 
the 1893 World’s Columbian Exposition in Chi-
cago, he changed the name to Columbia Beer. 
Hugo Gaensslen bought the business in 1891 and 
nine years later built the turreted two-story brew-
ery building that still stands at 48 W. Railroad Ave. 
The museum devotes several displays to the various 
industries that helped develop the region.

The museum provides hands-on learning experi-
ences for children, hosts guided tours of the Sweet-
water County Courthouse and Green River’s his-
toric downtown and partners with the Sweetwater 
County Historical Society on various projects and 
events. Standing at the corner of Center Street and 
E. Flaming Gorge Way, the museum is open year-
round. For more info call 307-872-6435. 

Opposite page  
(clockwise from  
top left): A 1940s  
photo of the Green  
River Depot, built  
in 1910; David Alan 
Clark’s statue of one- 
armed explorer John 
Wesley Powell; Sam 
Field, who laid out  
Green River, used this  
box to deliver mail.  
Below (clockwise from  
top left): A beaver- 
trapping mountain  
man wore this beaded 
knife belt; this rifle is  
said to have belonged  
to Bub Meeks of Butch 
Cassidy’s Wild Bunch 
and been retrieved  
by lawman Joe Daven- 
port after Meeks lost  
it during a horseback 
chase; the Union Pacific 
Coal Co. used this cart  
in one of its Wyoming 
mines in the late 1800s 
and early 1900s.
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This old Texaco service 
station sits at the I-40 exit 
just outside the historic 
boundaries of Glenrio.

traddling the New Mexico/Texas line a half-mile 
south of I-40, Glenrio stands humbled and silent. 
But it wasn’t always so. In 1901 the Chicago, Rock 
Island & Pacific Railroad laid tracks through the 

area, establishing a route from Memphis to Tucumcari with 
through service to the Pacific Coast. By 1906 the company had 
built a rudimentary station, and the town of Rock Island was born. 
The following year the railroad hired Wells E. Moses of Denver to 
plot the new town; his plan included eight streets running north-
south and seven running east-west, all in New Mexico Territory. 
At the heart of the community sat a public square. On Sept. 10, 
1908, John W. Kilpatrick opened his namesake hotel, the commu-
nity’s first. Following on its heels were several stores, a restaurant 
and a post office, with Moses’ brother Austin as postmaster.

The railroad built a more permanent depot in 1910 and re-
named the community Glenrio (rendered Glen Rio through the 
1920s), an odd combination of the Scots-Irish word for a narrow 

valley and the Spanish word for river. Set amid grassy flatland, 
Glenrio was neither in a valley nor along a river but may have 
taken its name from a nearby “hill.” As the federal government 
initially considered it a Texas town, postal agents dropped off 
mail on the Texas side, to be lugged across the line by the station-
master. In 1916 the government sited a post office in Glenrio, 
officially placing it in New Mexico, yet agents continued to 
offload the mailbag in Texas. “If you sent a letter there, you sent 
it to Glenrio, N.M.; if you sent a telegram, you sent it to Glenrio, 
Texas,” former resident Joseph Brownlee recalled in a 2007 
Amarillo Globe-News interview. “It was kind of confusing.”

Home to both sprawling cattle ranches and small farms on 
choice 150-acre plots, the area bustled with cattle and freight 
shipments. The surrounding land was favorable to dry farm-
ing and largely planted in wheat and sorghum. In 1910 the local 
Tribune-Progress started up its press, and by 1915 Glenrio boasted 
a town hall, a school with two-dozen students, a Methodist church, 
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What was once a wagon 
road and then the Ozark 
Trail entered the federal 
highway system in 1926 
as part of U.S. Route 66.

two hotels, several restaurants, a machine shop, 
a bakery, a barber shop and about 100 people.

Glenrio came into its own with the advent of 
the Ozark Trails Association. Founded in 1913 by 
Arkansas businessmen, the association sought to 
boost local economies by establishing a network 
of improved highways as far west as Romeroville, 
N.M. Businessmen in both Texas and New Mexico 
joined in, helping to forge a route across the Texas 
Panhandle. Dubbed the Ozark Trail, the high-
way network eventually stretched hundreds of 
miles and looped in several other states, including 
Missouri and Arizona. By 1917 the Glenrio Hotel 
was welcoming guests who arrived by car along a 
crooked dirt track that negotiated squared-off turns 
along section lines. By 1919 green-and-white Ozark 
Trail markers lined the route through Glenrio.

Residents wondered whether the Ozark Trail 
was good for the railroad town, but forward thinkers 
realized the automobile represented the future. By 
1920 businesses south of the rails had either moved 
up closer to the busy roadway or closed their doors. 
In 1926 the government absorbed the Ozark Trail 
into the federal highway system as part of U.S. 
Route 66. In 1940 after road crews laid down the 
final stretch of pavement across the Llano Estacado, 
John Ford shot scenes for his 1940 film The Grapes 
of Wrath in Santa Rosa, N.M., about 100 miles west 
of Glenrio. In fact, California-bound Okies may 
have rambled through Glenrio, an oasis in a sea of 
scrub brush. A welcome center south of the road in 
Texas provided water to cool overheated radiators.

Glenrio’s location on the Texas/New Mexico 
border prompted a few interesting business prac-

tices. At one time all fuel was dispensed in Texas, 
due to New Mexico’s higher gasoline taxes. But as 
Texas’ Deaf (pronounced “deef”) Smith County was 
dry, owners of the 1930s State Line Bar and Motel 
built their establishment in New Mexico, sharing a 
common wall with the post office. Before the early 
1930s, buildings were largely made of adobe with 
stucco siding, while later homes were composed of 
concrete and cinder block. During the Route 66 hey-
day Glenrio’s biggest draw might have been the 
state line itself. “Most people hadn’t traveled that 
much at that time,” a former resident explained in 
an online interview. “We still had a lot of people take 
pictures of the state line. It was a big deal back then.”

Built in 1952 in Streamline Moderne style, the 
Brownlee Diner (later called the Little Juarez Café) 
was patterned after the Valentine Diners of the time. 
The State Line Café and Texas Longhorn Motel 
complex opened a few years later. The west-facing 
side of its welcome sign read FIRST MOTEL IN TEXAS, 
while the east-facing side read LAST MOTEL IN TEXAS 
—both true depending on one’s direction of travel.

Though the railroad depot closed in 1955, Glen-
rio boomed in the late 1950s with the widening of 
the road. But it wouldn’t last long. In September 
1973 the last leg of I-40 opened north of town, en-
abling cars and trucks to bypass the town’s gas 
stations and eateries. By 2000 its already dwindling 
population had plummeted to just five residents, and 
today Glenrio has more traffic lanes than people.

The Glenrio Historic District, comprising a dozen 
buildings (including remains of the post office and 
the Little Juarez Café) and five other structures, 
made the National Register of Historic Places in 
2007. Visitors can also see the roadbed of the 
vanished railroad and stretches of old Route 66. 

Border town 
Glenrio went into 
sharp decline 
after the last leg 
of I-40 opened 
north of town in 
September 1973.
Below: The Little 
Juarez Café, 
which opened its 
doors in 1952,
seated eight 
to10 diners.
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onsidered well ahead of their time, Starr double- 
and single-action revolvers were probably the third 
most widely issued pistols during the American 

Civil War and remained in use out West for years after that 
conflict. Ebenezer “Eben” Townsend Starr—whose grandfather 
Nathan Sr. and father, Nathan Jr., made guns and swords for the 
U.S. government—founded the Starr Arms Co. of Binghamton 
and Yonkers, N.Y., and received his first patent on Jan. 15, 1856. 
Starr produced two variants of the revolver until production ceased 
just after the war. The first was the more modern double-action 
—a self-cocking revolver in the classical sense, made in a .36 caliber 
Navy model and a .44 caliber Army model. Its break-top action 
allowed for quick cleaning and removal of the cylinder, while 
a small lever behind the main trigger could be adjusted to put 
the revolver in either a single- or double-action position.

Starr Arms manufactured more than 25,000 of the double- 
action revolver. Its mechanical complexity made it a costly gun 
to manufacture, however. So, in the midst of the Civil War as 
a cost-saving measure, Starr redesigned the gun as a single- 
action-only revolver, producing some 32,000 of the new model 
during the last two years of the conflict. Lacking further govern-
ment contracts, Starr Arms was unable to continue production.

Many U.S. collectors note how few single-action versus double- 
action Starr variants have circulated in the present-day antique 
gun collectors’ market. A primary reason is that thousands of 
the more practical single-actions in surplus stocks were exported 
to France during the 1870–71 Franco-Prussian War. European 
collectors, on the other hand, have far more trouble finding 
double-action versions, few of which were sold overseas. As they 
did with early Colt and Remington cap-and-ball percussion re-
volvers, gunsmiths converted Starr double-action revolvers to 
the metallic cartridge system in the late 1860s and early 1870s. 
Such conversions are in wide circulation in collectors’ circles.

Civil War soldiers and those who manned Western posts in 
subsequent decades found the Starr an easy revolver to main-
tain. By removing a retaining screw on the upper right-hand side 
of the frame, its user could break down the Starr into three pieces. 
One could detach the cylinder from the frame to clean it or, 
in the case of the metallic cartridge variants, often just reload 
the cylinder. While regular troops largely used Colt and Reming-
ton revolvers on the frontier, Firearms of the American West authors 
Louis A. Garavaglia and Charles Worman note there were also 
“a sprinkling of .44-caliber Starrs.” They cite official figures that 
Civil War veterans brought west of the Mississippi some 1,600 
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cap and ball from Francis Bannerman’s military 
goods store in New York; a number of period pho-
tos and illustrations clearly show Starrs in their 
hands. Though older than most of the soldiers, 
the revolvers provided a confidence boost. 

Starr revolvers have not been forgotten. In fact, 
in 2006 their popularity prompted Italian firearms 
maker F.LLI Pietta [pietta.us] to replicate them 
in both variants, and they remain favorites among 
cowboy action shooters and Civil War re-enactors. 
A double-action Starr practically co-starred with 
Clint Eastwood in the Oscar-winning 1992 Western 
Unforgiven, and Kevin Costner toted one early in 
the 1994 film Wyatt Earp. Real-life Westerners car-
ried both variants long after production stopped in 
the East. Starrs were not only reliable but also rela-
tively inexpensive, usually selling for $5 in the post-
war period, whereas a new Colt went for $11. 

Colt revolvers, 900 Remington revolvers and 90 
Starr revolvers.

Jesse James may have been the most notable 
user of the .44-caliber Starr double-action revolver 
in its original percussion form. The right walnut 
grip of a Starr he was said to have owned features 
a pearl inlaid miniature dagger, while the left grip 
bears an inverted letter J amid a field of driven 
tacks, each said to represent a man killed by the 
outlaw. He reportedly used it with telling effect 
in an 1876 gunfight while hiding out at the Miller 
family farm near Joplin, Mo. According to family 
lore, after James shot several lawmen seeking to 
arrest him, he threw down the revolver, and a 
servant buried the gun in a jar. A photo of that 
revolver appeared in the 1975 book Guns and the 
Gunfighters , while the gun itself is on display at the 
Saunders Memorial Museum in Berryville, Ark.

In addition to revolvers Starr Arms delivered 
20,601 breechloading percussion carbines to the 
government from 1863 to 1865. Patented by Eben 
Starr on Sept. 14, 1858, the .54-caliber carbine with 
a 21-inch barrel was similar to the falling-breech-
block-action Model 1859 percussion Sharps, and 
like the Sharps it used paper- or linen-wrapped 
cartridges ignited by nipple-mounted percussion 
caps. Between March 9 and 25, 1865, the company 
delivered to the U.S. Ordnance Department 5,002 
more carbines chambered for the .56-50 Spencer 
rimfire metallic cartridge. Cavalry units using the 
Starr carbines in the West included the 5th Kansas, 
11th Missouri and 1st Arkansas. In the late 1860s 
and early 1870s gunsmiths often re-chambered 
Starr carbines to use the .50-70 Government center-
fire cartridge, including some versions with longer 
barrels and at least one known to be engraved. 
Starr Arms went out of business in 1867.

Starr firearms were true working guns, rugged 
and well made, and practically all ended up being 
auctioned as war surplus by the government and 
gun dealers such as E.C. Meacham & Co. of St. 
Louis, Mo., and Schuyler, Hartley & Graham of 
New York City. From 1868 to 1877 the latter sold 
several thousand surplus Starr carbines to Japa-
nese clients during the civil war between the Meiji 
government and various feudal clans. That ac-
counts for a shortage of carbines among present- 
day American collectors. The earlier six-gun, with 
its modern double-action characteristics and man- 
stopping .44-caliber conical or round ball, proved 
popular with U.S. soldiers at the end of the 19th 
century. The Army’s .38 Long Colt caliber double- 
action revolver proved ineffective at stopping drug-
crazed Philippine Moro warriors, so many soldiers 
snapped up surplus Starr revolvers with powder, 

Opposite page: A Starr 
double-action revolver. 
Below: Although better 
known for its revolvers, 
Starr Arms also made 
percussion breechloading 
carbines like this one.

Above: A Starr single-action revolver, 
which the company rolled out after  
its double-actions. Below: A Starr  
double-action percussion six-shooter  
with a dramatically cut-down barrel. 
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(2006, by Hampton Sides): This magnificent  
book restored Kit Carson to his central role in  
the conquest of the West. Sides did not sidestep  
the darker aspects of Carson’s brutal life but  
framed them within the sweeping context of a great 
national epic. Carson was the blunt instrument of 
conquest, and he embraced that role as his duty. 
Sides reveals the many facets of Carson’s career  
in graceful prose and with clearheaded objectivity.

“Dear Old Kit”: The 
Historical Christopher 
Carson With a New 
Edition of the Carson 
Memoirs (1990; first 
edition published in 
1968, by Harvey Lewis 
Carter): The author 
was one of America’s 
finest and least appre- 
ciated Western his- 
torians. This heavily 
annotated edition  
of Carson’s dictated 
memoir (he was illit- 
erate) is invaluable to 
an understanding of 
the man and his times. 
Carson’s unvarnished 
account of his amazing 
career is honest and 
straightforward.

Kit Carson: The  
Happy Warrior of  
the Old West (1928,  
by Stanley Vestal):  
Few historians have 
left as rich a written 
legacy as Walter 
Campbell, aka Stan- 
ley Vestal. An English 
professor at the Uni- 
versity of Oklahoma, 
he chose his clever 
pseudonym to covertly 
write exciting, colorful 
and reliable books  
on Western history. 
His Kit Carson ranks 
among the best of his 
many fine volumes. 
Fast-paced and color- 
ful, it remains a de- 
lightful diversion into 

frontier history. Ves- 
tal also penned the 
wonderful 1929 novel 
’Dobe Walls: A Story of 
Kit Carson’s Southwest, 
which relates Carson’s 
last great Indian battle.

Kit Carson and the 
Indians (2000, by Tom 
Dunlay): The author 
presents an elaborate 
corrective to the half- 
truths and outright 
distortions put forward 
in print about Carson. 
His book is a meticu-
lously researched and 
clearly written account 
of Carson’s long his- 
tory with American 
Indians. No impartial 
reader can come away 
with anything save  
a positive opinion  
of Carson, who did  
the best he could in a  
very difficult situation.

Kit Carson Days, 
1809–1868 (1914,  
by Edwin L. Sabin): 
This is a wonderful 
account of Carson’s 
career, later released  
in an expanded two- 
volume edition, by  
an author best known 
for romantic adven- 
ture novels. Sabin’s 
research was impec- 
cable, and he was  
close enough to the 
times related to gain 
valuable firsthand 
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(2003, on DVD, A&E Home Video):  
Gary L. Foreman directed and produced 
this 100-minute History channel special 
written by Paul Hutton. It was the second 
part of a Time Machine series, following on 
the heels of Boone & Crockett. Don Fixico, 
Virginia Scharff, Michael Martin Murphey 
and Hutton provide commentary. Fore- 
man’s shows are always marked by atten- 
tion to detail and historical accuracy, and 
this program is no exception. The first half 
relates Carson’s story in vivid reenactments, 
while the second half deals with Cody.

accounts. His book 
remains an invalu- 
able resource, as  
well as a great read.

Kit Carson (1940,  
on DVD, Hen’s Tooth 
Video): Jon Hall made 
a stalwart Carson  
and Dana Andrews  
an impressive if rigid 
John C. Frémont in 
this well done but 
highly fictionalized 
account of Carson’s 
career. Frémont en- 
lists Carson to guide 
him and a wagon  
train to California, 
where they arrive just 
in time to help with 
the Bear Flag Revolt. 
Lynn Bari is the love 
interest for whom  
both men compete.  
A fine supporting cast 
(including Ward Bond 
and Clayton Moore) 
and impressive loca- 
tion photography in 
southern Utah make 
for a rousing Western.

Fighting With Kit 
Carson (1933, on 
DVD, Alpha Video): 
Johnny Mack Brown, 
relegated to serials and 
B Westerns after the 
failure of King Vidor’s 
Billy the Kid, plays 
Carson in this fanciful 
12-chapter Mascot 
Pictures serial with 

who reprises his role  
as Jim Bridger, which 
he first played in The 
Covered Wagon in 1923.

Dream West (1986, 
DVD, Warner Archive 
Collection): Richard 
Chamberlain, king  
of the miniseries, ably 
portrays John Frémont 
in this television epic 

little relation to his- 
tory. This is cliffhanger 
action from a bygone 
era, kiddie fare and  
a forerunner of chil- 
dren’s TV Westerns  
in the early 1950s. In 
an interesting casting 
note, Noah Beery Sr. 
and Noah Beery Jr.  
are both in the serial, 
as is Tully Marshall, 

based on David 
Nevin’s bestseller of 
the same title. Rip Torn 
is fabulous as a crusty 
Kit Carson, and he is 
joined by an incredible 
supporting cast that 
includes Ben Johnson 
as Jim Bridger, Jerry 
Orbach as John Sutter, 
F. Murray Abraham  
as Abraham Lincoln, 
Fritz Weaver as Sen- 
ator Thomas Hart 
Benton and Alice 
Krige as Jessie Ben- 
ton Frémont. Despite 
its soap opera mo-
ments, this 337-minute 
biographical series 
holds up well, thanks 
to Chamberlain’s  
fine performance  
and strong produc- 
tion values. 

American Experience: 
Kit Carson (2008,  
on DVD, PBS): Ste- 
phen Ives directed  
this excellent docu-
mentary, written by 
Michelle Ferrari, that 
thoughtfully explores 
the life and legacy  
of Carson. Hampton 
Sides and Paul Hutton 
are among the fea- 
tured talking heads  
in the 90-minute pro- 
duction. The show  
is balanced and accu- 
rate and ranks as one 
of the best entries in  
the fine PBS series.

The Apache Wars: 
The Hunt for Ge- 
ronimo, the Apache  
Kid and the Captive 
Boy Who Started  
the Longest War in 
American History,  
by Paul Andrew Hutton, 
Crown Publishers, New 
York, 2016, $30
Aravaipa Apaches 
abducted young  
Felix Ward from  
his stepfather’s Ari- 
zona ranch in Janu- 
ary 1861, but 2nd Lt. 
George N. Bascom, 
determined to free 
Felix, blamed Co- 
chise’s Chiricahua 
Apaches. That unfor- 
tunate mistake and  
the lieutenant’s sub- 
sequent actions, in- 
cluding the arrest  
of Cochise, led to  
the “Bascom Affair,” 
which had killing 
enough on both sides 
and triggered what 
author Paul Hutton 
calls “the longest war 
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in the history of  
the United States.” 
Apaches had fought 
Americans earlier,  
but now came the  
final struggle for 
Apacheria, which 
didn’t end until 
Geronimo’s final 
surrender in late 
summer 1886. The 
boy, who grew up 
Apache and became 
known as Mickey  
Free while serving  
as an Apache scout  
for the U.S. Army,  
not only played an 
important role in that 
war but also received 
plenty of blame for 
starting it. That makes 
about as much sense  
as blaming Charles 
Lindbergh’s baby for 
his own kidnapping, 
but blame or no blame, 
one-eyed Free is an 
intriguing character 
around whom to wrap 
a narrative. That’s  
not to say he is the 
whole story—far from 
it, as Free’s violent  
and unforgiving world 
included Apaches like 
Cochise, Geronimo, 
Victorio, Lozen and 
the Apache Kid; scouts 
like Al Sieber and Tom 
Horn; generals like 
O.O. Howard, George 
Crook and Nelson 
Miles; and Indian 
agents like John Clum.

Before Bascom 
botched up the works 
in 1861, Apaches  
were hardly at peace. 
They had raided in 
New Mexico Territory 
(which included future 
Arizona) and north- 
ern Mexico and had 
fought Spanish, Mexi- 
can and American 

East and the Apache 
wars were finally over.

Hutton sheds light 
on a cast of larger-
than-life characters, 
most of whom were 
involved in consider-
able infighting. Ge- 
ronimo, for one, was  
at odds with many 
fellow Apaches, and 
while he and his small 
band were defying 
one-quarter of the  
U.S. Army, his own 
people viewed him 
more of an outcast 
than a rebel with a 
cause. “His followers 
had been imprisoned 
in the East, while the 
Warm Springs people 
at San Carlos and 
Alchesay’s people at 
Fort Apache hated  
him for the misery  
he had brought upon 
them,” writes Hutton. 
“Even Mangas, still  
at large with a hand- 
ful of followers, re- 
fused to join with  
him against their 
common foe.” The 
generals didn’t al- 
ways see eye to eye 
with each other or 
with the various Indi- 
an agents on the way 
the Apaches were 
treated, the most nota- 
ble feud pitting the 
ruthlessly efficient 
Miles, called “a brave 
peacock” by Theo- 
dore Roosevelt, against 
Crook, who Hutton 
says was “self-centered” 
and burdened with 
“self-righteous moral- 
ism.” Those citizens  
of Arizona Territory 
who generally believed 
that extermination of 
the Apaches was the 
proper course found 

fault with Indians  
and soldiers alike.

Hutton goes over 
much familiar ground, 
at least to students  
of the subject who 
have read such out- 
standing works as 
Edwin R. Sweeney’s 
Apache trilogy, the  
last of which was  
the 640-page 2010 
tome From Cochise to 
Geronimo: The Chiri- 
cahua Apaches, 1874–
1886. But Hutton,  
a history professor  
at the University of 
New Mexico, has his 
own take on things 
and is an engaging 
storyteller who has 
won numerous awards 
from Western Writers 
of America and the 
National Cowboy  
& Western Heritage 
Museum. With his 
epilogue Hutton puts  
a nice finishing touch 
on the fascinating  
saga, relating what 
happened to many of 
the colorful characters 
after the wars (well, at 
least the Apache wars) 
were over. A sampling: 
Tom Jeffords never 
married and died a 
hermit in 1914; Nelson 
Miles died of a heart 
attack in 1925 while 
treating his grandchil-
dren to a Barnum and 
Bailey circus; Chatto,  
a Chiricahua war chief 
who became a scout, 
died in a car crash on 
an icy reservation road 
in 1934. Mickey Free? 
Hutton says he died 
sometime in the spring 
of 1914 and that “the 
white world took no 
note of his passing.”

—Editor

The Old West,  
by Stephen G. Hyslop, 
National Geographic, 
Washington, D.C.,  
2015, $40
Those of us passionate 
about the history of  
the American West  
can often point to  
one treasured volume, 
or perhaps a series of 
books, that propelled 
us down the rabbit 
hole. Some recall  
such American Heritage 
compendiums as 
William Brandon’s 
Book of Indians (1961) 
or David Lavender’s 
History of the Great  
West (1965). Many still 
own the leatherette- 
bound books from 
Time-Life’s 27-volume 
series The Old West 
(1973–80). Younger 
readers might sug- 
gest Geoffrey Ward’s 
companion book  
to Ken Burns’ PBS 
series The West (1996) 
or The Story of the West 
(2003), edited by pro- 
lific Western author/
historian Robert Utley. 
And in recent years  
we recommended 
Michael Wallis’ visu- 
ally striking The Wild 
West: 365 Days (2011). 
Each has its strengths, 
and all contribute to 
an understanding of 
the era that holds our 
imagination in sway.

The latest volume  
to land on the general 

soldiers. For instance, 
U.S. soldiers battled 
Jicarilla Apaches in  
the 1850s, as Hutton 
writes about in this 
issue of Wild West  
(see P. 28). These 
earlier Apache wars 
didn’t make the cut  
for his 500-page book. 
That said, Hutton does 
give readers excellent 
coverage of the long 
final war, including the 
peace within the war 
that frontiersman Tom 
Jeffords and General 
Howard negotiated 
with Cochise; Victo-
rio’s War within the 
war and his death at 
the hands of Mexicans 
at Tres Castillos; the 
Camp Grant massacre, 
in which a 146-man 
force of mostly Papa- 
go (Tohono O’odham) 
Indians and Hispan- 
ics from Tucson 
slaughtered some  
125 Apaches; the fight 
at Cibecue Creek over 
the arrest of a promi-
nent Apache medicine 
man known as the 
Dreamer; the break-
outs of Geronimo and 
others at the San Car- 
los Apache Indian 
Reservation; and the 
pursuit of Geronimo 
and his small band  
of followers, which 
involved as many as 
4,000 U.S. soldiers.

The author also 
devotes plenty of  
space to the elusive 
Apache Kid, a one- 
time scout for the 
Army who as “the last 
free Apache” became 
a hunted man long 
after the Chiricahua 
people were removed 
from San Carlos to the 
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Bad Company  
and Burnt Powder: 
Justice and Injustice 
in the Old South-
west, by Bob Alex- 
ander, No. 13 in the 
Frances B. Vick series, 
University of North  
Texas Press, Denton, 
2014, $32.95
This offering from 
prolific Texas author 
Bob Alexander pre- 
sents a dozen detailed 
profiles of frontier 
figures most general 
readers won’t recog-
nize and who prob- 
ably wouldn’t crack 
anyone’s list of top 
lawmen and outlaws  
in the old Southwest  
or anyplace else.  
But their stories, as 
related by an author 
who knows how to tell 
tales, are plenty lively. 
His style, which has 
been termed “breezy 
and colloquial,” makes 
one feel as if he is sit- 
ting around the home 
fires being entertained 
by good company.

Alexander’s preface 
starts on an odd note 
when he argues over 
several paragraphs  
that the Old West  
was tamed not by 
gunfighters but by 
mothers, who demand-
ed stability and safety 
for their children. 

interest shelf is our 
own HistoryNet 
contributor Stephen  
G. Hyslop’s The Old 
West, which in 320 
richly illustrated pages 
steps the reader 
through broad-brush 
periods that trans-
formed the region and 
its diverse peoples. 
Hyslop lays his foun- 
dation with the 1803 
Louisiana Purchase, 
marking the book as  
a largely American  
history of the region. 
He does dip a toe into 
the preceding Indian, 
Spanish and French 
periods, but the bulk 
of the book relates  
the Westward sweep  
of American explorers, 
scouts, trappers, sol- 
diers, cowboys, pros- 
pectors, pioneers  
and entrepreneurs  
who shouldered into 
the region through  
the 19th century.

For the uninitiated 
Hyslop covers such 
obligatory highlights  
as the Lewis and  
Clark Expedition,  
the Texas Revolution, 
the Mexican War,  
the California Gold 
Rush, the Battle of  
the Little Bighorn  
and the Oklahoma 
Land Rush. But he 
intersperses profiles 
that may surprise even 
Old West old hands, 
including a pocket 
treatise on mountain 
man customs, another 
on life in the mining 
camps, a sketch of 
celebrated widows 
Elizabeth Custer and 
Jessie Benton Frémont, 
and a peek at the 
founding of Yellow-

stone as the world’s 
first national park, 
though missing is  
a nod to founding 
ranger Harry Yount 
(see P. 20). Wild West 
junkies will appre- 
ciate a chapter titled 
“Law and Disorder,” 
devoted largely to  
the legendary lawmen 
and infamous outlaws 
regularly splashed 
across the pages of  
this magazine. For 
those who want to 
know the rest of the 
story, Hyslop closes 
with a “What Became 
of Them” gallery of 
famous figures like 
Wyatt Earp, Quanah 
Parker and Kit Carson, 
our cover subject this 
issue (see P. 28).

It is, of course, 
impossible to fully 
relate a century of 
human history in a  
few hundred pages, 
but Hyslop deftly 
summarizes the major 
events and primary 
players. Another 
strength of the book  
is the wealth of period 
photographs and illus- 
trations drawn from 
many of the leading 
Western history ar- 
chives. Aside from  
a few rookie errors 
(e.g., a Colt Dragoon 
revolver identified  
as a Colt Walker),  
the editors and design 
staff at National Geo- 
graphic have done  
a good job of com- 
piling the material.  
If you can find room  
between those leather- 
ette Old West stand-
bys, add this new one 
to your collection.

—Dave Lauterborn

While an interest- 
ing proposition, the 
book has little to do 
with mothers or even 
childless women. He 
goes on to explain  
that the book “is a  
true bloodletting  
Old West nonfiction 
narrative, but its  
overall outlook is  
multidimensional, 
consciously so,” thus 
the reader can “ear- 
nestly and thoughtfully 
look past the busting of 
a cap and the mopping 
up of blood.” The com- 
mon thread in these 
tales might be how the 
justice system in the 
Wild West worked, in 
theory and in practice. 
The winners and losers 
are all male. Several 
stories involve Texas 
Rangers (an Alexander 
specialty), including 
one about Cal Aten, 
who joined the service 
as a young recruit in 
search of adventure 
but who in his memoir 
wrote: “It seems to  
me as I look back I 
never had any thrills 
compared to famous 
Rangers. I was never 
shot, wounded, and 
never even had my 
horse killed under 
me.” Not every story is 
about a lawman or out-
law. Some readers will 
recognize the name 
John “Cattle Jack”  
Hittson, a notable 
Texas and Colorado 
cattleman. Alexander 
focuses on how Cattle 
Jack took the law into 
his own hands and 
dispensed ruthless 
justice to cow thieves. 
Was he right or wrong? 
The answer is debat-

able, although 
Alexander titles  
that chapter “A 
Modern Hercules  
to the Rescue.”

—Editor

Horsehair Bridles:  
A Unique American 
Folk Art, by Ned and 
Jody Martin, Hawk  
Hill Press, Nicasio,  
Calif. 2016, $65
Among the lesser- 
known subjects of 
Western cultural 
history is the braid- 
ing and hitching of 
horsehair. Source 
identification of the 
various styles and 
designs of headstalls, 
bosals, belts, fobs, 
hatbands and other 
such items has been a 
matter of specialized 
knowledge and plenty 
of guesswork—until 
now. In Horsehair 

Bridles Ned and Jody 
Martin have done 
yeomen’s service  
to both the historic 
and present-day field 
of woven horsehair.

Visually, the book  
is spectacular. Ned 
Martin’s professional 
photography is superb, 
and the pages blaze 
with vibrant colors. 
The examples the 
authors highlight  
hail from some of  
the country’s finest 
collections, and the 
detail is all a reader 
could wish. But it is in 
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Oklahoma Press, Nor- 
man, 2014, $29.95
Some 15 years after  
the release of Edward 
Zwick’s film Glory,  
Ian Spurgeon, his- 
torian for the World  
War II division of the 
Defense POW/MIA 
Accounting Agency, 

has published a history 
of the first black regi- 
ment to fight in the 
Union Army—the 1st 

including the highly 
regarded Alfredo 
Campos, whose intri- 
cate work represents 
the apex of horse- 
hair artistry. All in  
all the colorful Horse- 
hair Bridles makes  
a welcome addi- 
tion to the library  
of every collector  
of cowboy artifacts 
and student of West- 
ern material culture.

—Ron Soodalter

Soldiers in the Army 
of Freedom: The  
1st Kansas Colored, 
the Civil War’s First 
African American 
Combat Unit, by  
Ian Michael Spurgeon, 
Vol. 47 in the Cam- 
paigns and Command- 
ers series, University of 

the scholarship itself—
the result of what the 
Martins call “eureka 
moments”—that the 
book makes its great- 
est contribution to the 
Western memorabilia 
niche. They identify  
a dozen late-19th- and 
early 20th-century U.S. 
prisons whose inmates 
turned out horsehair 
products. Some styles 
are more familiar to 
collectors than others, 
and although there was 
inevitable crossover, 
each institution had  
its own distinct design 
and color scheme.

The book is highly 
readable as well as 
scholarly. The Martins 
write, for example,  
of Yuma Territorial 
Prison inmate Louis  
V. Eytinge, who made 
a flourishing business 
of selling his and his 
fellow inmates’ work.  
The enterprising Ey- 
tinge advertised under 
his own name in var- 
ious newspapers and 
marketed a wide range 
of horsehair items 
across the West to such 
established saddleries 
as Hamley’s, Main & 
Winchester, Heiser, and 
F.M. Stern. Dressed in 
a suit and tie, he would 
walk from his cell to the 
prison offices each day, 
where he conducted 
business under the 
warden’s watchful eye.

Eytinge’s story is  
just one of the many 
accounts that bring  
the world of horse- 
hair crafting to life.  
In their last chapter  
the Martins introduce  
the reader to a hand- 
ful of modern hitchers, 

Kansas Volunteer 
Infantry (Colored). 
One question some- 
one unfamiliar with 
Civil War history 
might ask is how  
such a unit could  
possibly have formed 
in Kansas, which in 
1860 claimed only  
627 black residents—
about six-tenths of  
a percent of the terri- 
tory’s population?  
To answer that, the 
author devotes the  
first two chapters of  
his book to Kansas’ 
prewar political life.  
In those years the 
hotly contested slav- 
ery issue had already 
thrown the territory 
into a state of virtual 
civil war. It was U.S. 
Senator James Henry 

Lane of Kansas who 
stretched his authority 
to organize the 1st 
Colored Infantry  
in 1862, though the 
principal reservoir  
of recruits turned  
out to be neighbor- 
ing Missouri, whose 
black population 
exceeded 11,000.

On Oct. 29, 1862,  
a 250-man detach-
ment of the 1st Kan- 
sas Colored drove off 
Confederate forces at 
Island Mound, Mo., 
the first time black 
Americans defeated 
Southern whites on 
the battlefield. The 
author goes on to 
study the regiment’s 
subsequent battles, 
from its victory at 
Honey Springs on  
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acquired the nickname 
“Rough Riders.”

Soon after the 
troopers began 
training in Tampa,  
Fla., curious spec- 
tators proved such  
a distraction that  
Wood decreed no  
one could enter camp 
without a pass, and 
female visitors would 
require special per- 
mission. Renowned 
artist Frederic Rem- 
ington, a personal 
friend of Roosevelt, 
was a bit miffed at  
the order, remark- 
ing he had never re- 
quired a pass in all  
of his years sketch- 
ing soldiers on the 
frontier. He was even 
more disappointed 
once admitted to 
camp, exclaiming, 
“Why, you are noth- 
ing but a lot of cav- 
alrymen!” At that 
point in their transi- 
tion from rugged 
frontier individual- 
ists to Industrial Age 
combatants the Rough 
Riders “took that as  
a supreme compli-
ment,” notes Mark  
Lee Gardner, who  
has written much 
about the Wild West, 
including the fast-
paced books To Hell  
on a Fast Horse: The 
Untold Story of Billy  
the Kid and Pat Garrett 
and Shot All to Hell: 
Jesse James, the Northfield 
Raid and the Wild West’s 
Greatest Escape.

The “splendid  
little war” was barely 
over before the Rough 
Riders’ exploits in 
Cuba became the stuff 
of memoir, legend, 

revisionism and 
dispute, largely  
guided by the poli- 
tics surrounding its 
deputy commander’s 
subsequent political 
rise. Gardner covers 
the mythmaking and 
provides details of 
what the troopers actu- 
ally did and where  
in relation to Kettle 
and San Juan hills  
they did it. While 
many others—includ- 
ing Roosevelt himself, 
of course—have written 
about the future presi- 
dent’s wartime adven- 
tures, Gardner’s book 
confirms the reality  
of Roosevelt’s exploits 
while assembling an 
admirably comprehen-
sive study of the outfit’s 
most interesting char- 
acters, reminding the 
reader that T.R. was 
not the only one who 
showed true grit. For 
example, the author 
relates what happened 
when Sergeant Wil- 
liam E. Dame, a 40- 
year-old miner in 
Troop E, happened 
upon buffalo soldiers 
of the 10th Cavalry 
near Kettle Hill.

When asked where 
he was going, Dame 
proclaimed: “Rough 
Riders going to take 
that hill. Get out of  
the war, or fall in  
with us.”

“I will be damned  
if those Rough Riders 
will get ahead of me,” 
replied a 10th Cav- 
alry trooper.

As the regiments 
advanced side by  
side, another Rough 
Rider later recalled,  
“I positively assert  

that every face I 
looked into, both  
white and black, had  
a broad grin on it.”

Gardner adroitly 
strings together this 
and numerous other 
vignettes to present  
an accurate and lively 
narrative of the Rough 
Riders’ unit history, 
from its formation to 
the climactic clashes  
at Las Guásimas, Ket- 
tle Hill and San Juan 
Hill, through war’s  
end and its aftermath.

That aftermath 
includes Jan. 16,  
2001, when Roose- 
velt became the only 
president to post- 
humously receive  
the Medal of Honor. 
He was only the sec- 
ond Rough Rider so 
honored. The first, 
Captain James Robb 
Church, was the regi- 
mental surgeon who 
had distinguished 
himself by aiding 
numerous wounded 
troopers under intense 
Mauser fire at Las 
Guásimas. Church was 
also the first man to 
receive his MOH from 
the president—Roose- 
velt, as a matter of 
fact—on Jan. 10, 1906.

Books about T.R. 
certainly keep coming. 
Another 2016 release 
worth noting is The 
Naturalist: Theodore 
Roosevelt, a Lifetime  
of Exploration, and  
the Triumph of Ameri- 
can Natural History, by 
Darrin Lunde (Crown 
Publishing). Roosevelt 
could be warlike all 
right, but he also had  
a love for nature. 

—Jon Guttman

July 17, 1863, to its 
disastrous defeat at 
Poison Springs on 
April 18, 1864. In  
the latter engagement 
Spurgeon estimates  
the original force of 
463 men sustained  
182 casualties—an ap- 
palling 39 percent, one 
of the highest combat 
casualty rates among 
all Union regiments. 
One reason for such 
losses was the obsolete 
equipment issued to 
the regiment. Its troops 
carried secondhand 
Austrian muskets that 
were slow to reload, 
rendering the soldiers 
stationary targets for 
opposing white, Choc- 
taw or Cherokee Con- 
federates, who were 
equipped with mod- 
ern carbines and re- 
volvers. Another 
reason was that Con- 
federates didn’t take 
black prisoners, while 
Choctaws and Cher- 
okees often scalped 
their enemies for  
good measure.

On Oct. 1, 1865, 
when the War De- 
partment officially 
mustered out the  
1st Kansas Colored 
from federal service  
at Pine Bluff, Ark.,  
its roster listed 23 
officers, 97 noncoms  
and 401 soldiers. The 
vast majority of the 
black troops did not 
return to the territor- 
ies from which they 
had come, and the 
author describes each 
member’s particulars 
in a full catalog of the 
unit’s six companies. 
Spurgeon has added 
an excellent volume  

to the growing canon 
of unit histories whose 
historic importance 
goes beyond Amer- 
ica’s Civil War. 

—Thomas Zacharis

Rough Riders: 
Theodore Roose- 
velt, His Cowboy 
Regiment and the 
Immortal Charge  
Up San Juan Hill,  
by Mark Lee Gardner, 
William Morrow, New 
York, 2016, $26.99
When the Spanish- 
American War broke 
out in April 1898,  
the Indian wars were 
not long past, and 
many Americans were 
convinced their best 
source of cavalrymen 
was from among the 
cowboys and other 
horsemen in the some- 
times still Wild West. 
Thus arose the 1st  
U.S. Volunteer Cav- 
alry Regiment, com- 
manded by Colonel 
Leonard Wood—who 
had earned a Medal  
of Honor pursuing  
the Apaches—with 
recently resigned 
Assistant Secretary  
of the Navy Theo- 
dore Roosevelt as his 
second in command. 
Despite an influx of 
well-to-do Easterners 
into the ranks, the unit 
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Contact us to put your advertisement in 
front of thousands of history enthusiasts!
800.649.9800   wiw@russelljohns.com

AUDIO/VIDEO

BOB’S FILMS. 1930’s to 1970’s 
out of print and hard to find 
films. Free catalog. Bob’s Films, 
PO Box 291746, Port Orange, FL 
32129. rmauro5@cfl.rr.com

BOOKS/PUBLICATIONS

V I N T A G E  W E S T E R N 
MAGAZINES. Back Issues of 
Wild West, True West, others.  
Contact :  Magazine House 
5 4 1 - 5 3 6 - 5 2 2 7 .  L W a l k e r @
magazinehouse.us

REAL ESTATE

CUSTER BATTLEFIELD  for 
sale. www.townforsale.net

CLASSIFIEDS

The Perfect Sleep Chair® 
Call now toll free 

for our lowest price.

1-877-740-1969
Please mention code 103483.

“To you, it’s the perfect lift chair. To me,  
it’s the best sleep chair I’ve ever had.”  — J. Fitzgerald, VA

46
40

2

It’s a “Sit Back Chair”–  
for reading, watching TV 
and resting

It’s a “Lift Chair”– that puts 
your feet safely on the floor 
– you’re ready to go!

It’s a “Sleep Chair”– for a 
comfortable and relaxing 
night’s sleep

It’s a “Chair”– for 
crafting, eating, visiting 
with friends and family

This adventure takes a historic look
into taming this part of the west;

the ending of stage holdups, cattle
rustling and train robberies.

The elements are about a tough,
handsome cowboy hero, a pretty nurse

from back east, and the desperados who 
must face violent ends. Our hero grows
into a superior fighting gunman, with
real old western characters that bring

justice to the lawless infested Black Hills.

Available at B&N-Amazon, etc.

or email me at mickmade@cox.net

for a remarqued autographed copy P.P.

For my review interview go to: 
www.internetradiopros.com/bookclub

Michael Schall Johnson

The 
Bloody
Road 

of
Gold

Michael Schall 
Johnson
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The Colorado wends 277 river miles 
through Grand Canyon National  
Park [nps.gov/grca]. Along the way, 
to quote author Norman Maclean, it 
“runs over rocks from the basement of 
time.” On May 24, 1869, one-armed 
Civil War veteran and geologist John 
Wesley Powell and party set out 
downriver. Three months later they 
completed the first known passage 
through the canyon. In 1871–72 
Powell and others retraced much of 
the route, again using wooden boats 
(inset). Today adventurous souls can 
follow in Powell’s oar strokes on 
guided or private rafting trips. 
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Friendly Return Policy1
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No add’l charge

FREE 
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30 days

200Monthly Minutes

$19.99/mo

600

24/7

No add’l charge

FREE
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30 days

Say good-bye to everything you hate about cell phones.  Say hello to the ALL-NEW Jitterbug Flip.
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GEICO salutes our Military members. We’ve made it our mission 
to not only provide you and your family with great coverage, 

but also to offer flexible payment options, numerous discounts, 
and overseas coverage to suit the demands of your unique lifestyle.

We stand ready to serve you. Get a free quote today.

Proudly Serving the

Military since 1936.


