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INTRODUCTION

The early life of Forrestine Cooper Hooker on the frontier of 
the American Southwest was filled with colorful experiences« "Within a 
year of her birth at Philadelphia on March 8, 186?, she was taken by 

her parents to the army post at Ship Island, Mississippi, where her 

father. Lieutenant (later brigadier-general) Charles L. Cooper, was 

stationed with the Thirty-ninth U. S. Infantry* Here as a small child 

she acquired the nickname "Birdie" by which she was known throughout 

her life. In 1871 she journeyed West with her mother and her younger 
brother Harry to join Lieutenant Cooper, who had been assigned to the 

Tenth U* S. Caviary at the frontier post of Camp Supply in Indian Ter
ritory.

During the year 1872 the Coopers were at Fort Sill, center of 
the principal Indian reservation on the South Plains and headquarters 
for military operations against hostile bands of Kiowas, Comanches, 
Cheyennes, and Arapahoes. Here another daughter, Florence, was bom.

In April, 1873, Lieutenant Cooper was transferred to Fort Concho near 

San Angelo, Texas, where he remained with his company until January of 
1878 when he was assigned again to Fort Sill. While the family was at 
Fort Concho, "Birdie” left to attend school in Philadelphia, but before 

•her graduation in I88I4. she had returned several times to the Southwest 

for extended vacations with her family. She was "home" again with 
the Tenth Cavalry for only a short time when, in 1885, the regiment
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moved from Fort Davis in the Big Bend country of Texas to Fort Grant in 

Arizona.
In 1886 she was married to Edwin R. Hooker, son of the pioneer 

Arizona cattleman Henry Clay Hooker, and for the next eleven years she 

lived on the Hooker ranches at Sierra Bonita and Hot Springs near the 
town of Willcox. In 1897 she moved into Willcox with her husband and 

two children where she took an active part in livestock inspection and 
the cattle commission business. A charming young woman and a true 

daughter of the frontier, she so impressed the playwright Augustus Thom

as that he fashioned after her the character of Bonita Cariby, heroine 
of his Arizona.

Late in 1902 she moved to a small ranch near Fresno, California, 

and began to write short stories. Many of them were published in 
Young *s Magazine under the pen name H. Forrest. Later she set up 
residence in Los Angeles where she did some newspaper work and soon 
became concerned with problems of child welfare. In time her interest 
in children led her to develop ideas for books which, based on her own 

experiences in the West, would appeal to young people. Between 1920 

and 1929 she produced nine such novels, each a success. The first. The 

Dim Trail, was centered at Willcox and Sierra Bonita. Among her more 
popular books, which were published by Doubleday, Page and Company, were 
Star: The Story of an Indian Pony (1922) and Cricket, A Little Girl of 

the Old West (1927), both set in Indian Territory, and Where Geronimo 
Rode (1921*), the story of the Apache campaign. Two of her books were 

re-issued in English editions in London, and one was translated into

German.



While Mrs* Hooker was writing her novels she carried on an 
extensive correspondence with retired army officers —  notably with 
General Nelson A. Miles —  and spent some years in Washington, D. C*, 
where she was surrounded by old army friends* Late in the 1920*8, 
probably with the encouragement of some of her friends in Washington, 
she decided to write a volume of recollections of her early life on the 
frontier* For this she buttressed her memory with some research into 

the published recollections of officers of the Indian-fighting army, 
principally those of Miles and Captain Robert G* Carter, neither of 

whom can be regarded as wholely reliable in their interpretations* 

Nonetheless, much of what she recorded in notes and in the drafts of 

chapters was based on vivid personal experience and was uniquely illus

trative of American military life in the last half of the nineteenth 
century*

Forrestine Cooper Hooker did not live to see the publication 
of her last literary effort* Following her death at Los Angeles on 
March 21, 1932, at the age of sixty-five, the manuscript notes and 
drafts for her projected volume of western recollections remained in 
the possession of relatives for nearly thirty years* The pages of 

this thesis present, in the main, that part of Mrs* Hooker’s memoirs 
which treat the years of her childhood (1871-1876) on the plains of 

Oklahoma and Texas. Her materials have been arranged and edited in 

such a way that a narrative sequence is obtained; and the annotations, 

based on research in all pertinent and available primary sources and 
secondary works, are intended to provide the background and amplifi
cation necessary to a meaningful presentation of the text.
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CHAPTER I
FROM PHILADELPHIA TO THE DEEP SOUTH 

(JULY 1863 - DECEMBER 1870)

The Fourth of July, 1863, was drawing to a close• All.day the 

people of Philadelphia had waited breathlessly while anxious-faced men 

and women whispered to one another that the Confederates had reached 

Chambersburg and were marching on to Philadelphia. The city had been 

practically depleted of organized forces by the call of the President; 

Philadelphia, Baltimore, and Washington seemed doomed. Then came the 

news that General George G. Meade, commander of the Army of the Potomac, 

had by a forced march swung into line before Lee's Confederates at Get
tysburg. On July 1st, 2nd, and 3rd the struggle raged with furor. At 
sunset of July Uth there came the glorious news that the Army of the 
Potomac had been victorious. Philadelphia was safe! The tired people 
went to bed thankful, yet dreading the coming of dawn when they would 

learn the price of victory. A storm that night was one of the worst 

ever known in the city; thunder crashed incessantly like the firing of 
heavy artillery on a battlefield. Few slept, and those who did dreamed 

of soldiers marching, fighting, and dying. Those lying awake whispered 

prayers for loved ones who might be dead or wounded on the battlefield 

of Gettysburg.

It was midnight when, above the thunder, a cannon shot roused 
them all. My mother, then a girl of seventeen, was out of bed and on
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her feet before Auntie Green exclaimed, "Get up. Floral Fort Brown is 

calling us." Fort Brown was not a garrison. It was the name of a 

little cannon that was fired to assemble the men and women who made up 
the committee of the "Union Volunteer Refreshment Saloon" of Philadel
phia. This work began when Brown, an importer of tea and coffee, dis
tributed food brought to his store by neighborhood people for soldiers

ppassing through Philadelphia to the front. The famous little cannon 

stood at the foot of a flagstaff, ready for service far different from 

its former records. It had been cast years before in the armory at 

Springfield. Then it was taken into Mexico by the American army under 

Zachary Taylor. Captured by the Mexicans, it was mounted at an old 

Mexican fortress named San Juan de Ulloa, and while being transferred 
from there on a Mexican gunboat the Americans recaptured the cannon and 
sent it to Philadelphia. It was upon the receiving ship. Union, when 
that boat was sunk in the Delaware River. Then the cannon was raised 

and sent to the navy yard at Philadelphia where it remained until the

when Flora Green was still an infant she was taken into the 
home of her mother's childless sister and her husband. Captain and Mrs. 
John Green. Although she was never separated from her family who lived 
nearby. Flora Green continued to live with her "Auntie Green" until the 
time of her marriage.

oAt the first movement of troops Mr. Brasilia S. Brown estab
lished his coffee boilers on the sidewalk to provide a hot drink for 
soldiers awaiting their trains, and generous women furnished such food 
as they could. This patriotic gesture soon grew to a gigantic enter
prise, attracting the aid of men of larger means and of the entire 
community. In the four and one half years of its existence, the Union 
Volunteer Refreshment Saloon treated nearly 1,$00 soldiers and expended 
about $100,000. See L. C. Brockett and Mary C. Vaughan, Women's Work 
in the Civil War (Philadelphia: Zeigler, McCurdy & Co., 1867), 733-37•
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Civil War began. It was used to defend the railroad bridge at Perry- 

ville and later loaned to the committee of the Volunteer Refreshment 
Saloon to call the members together, day or night, when their services 
were needed to feed the soldiers going to the front or nurse the 

wounded who were being brought back from fields of battle.
My mother tramped beside Auntie Green through the deluge of 

rain. The lantern Auntie carried made a mere point of light between 

the glaring flashes of the storm. When they reached Washington Avenue 
where the railroad ran, they found that a long train of boxcars blocked 

their passage. Auntie did not hesitate. Climbing between the cars, she 

reached the opposite side of the street. My mother followed her. As 

she turned to join the older woman, a streak of lightning showed rows 

and rows of men, wounded, dying, and dead, lying on the sidewalk while 
still others were being .carried from the cars. The rain .was beating 

down on them. Houses had been filled with the wounded, and now the 
sidewalk had to be used. My mother hesitated, but Auntie Green com

manded her to hurry. Between flashes of lightning they stepped over and 

around the men who had done their share on the field at Gettysburg.

When they reached the Volunteer Refreshment Saloon, Auntie 

thrust a basin into my mother's hands and bade her hold it. A young 
soldier whose entire breast was one. gaping wound looked up as Auntie 

began washing the blood away. My mother closed her eyes. She felt 

faint, but Auntie1s curt voice roused her. "It's.no time for squeamish
ness. You have two brothers at the front. Someone may have to do this 

for them." Through that night and the following days .the work went on, 
and Auntie contributed to the cause with dauntless devotion. But
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there was one incident for which my mother never forgave the old lady 
whose patriotism bordered on fanaticism. Among those who arrived one 

day was a mere boy. He was mortally wounded. Auntie leaned down to 

care for him, but when she saw the grey uniform of a Confederate she 
straightened up and refused to touch a rebel. The anguish and pa

thetic appeal in that boy’s eyes as he heard her rebuff always haunted 

my mother. Others nursed him instead.

It was during September of 186U that my mother and a party of 
girl friends were invited to go to Camp William Penn^ for the afternoon 

and dinner as guests of Major Arthur Greene,^ who was engaged to be mar

ried to my mother’s closest friend, Ellie Lowry. Camp William Penn 

held.the unique distinction of having been the first place in the United 

States where colored men were enlisted and trained to serve as soldiers 
of the regular army. Congress had authorized such action, and

3Camp William Penn was established in June, 1863, at Chelton 
Hill near the city of Philadelphia by a committee of patriots soon after 
Congress passed the bill on February 2, 1863, authorizing the employ
ment of Negro troops. The regiments sent to the battlefields from Camp 
Penn were among the best in the army. Their officers had been care
fully selected and trained at Taggart's Military School named for John 
H. Taggart, colonel of the 12th Pennsylvania Reserves. The troops them
selves were noted for their intelligence, proficiency, and pluck. See 
George W. Williams, A History of the Negro Troops in the War of the Re
bellion (New York: Harper & Bros., 1888),119-20; Elgie Mike Batteau,
"A Study of the Negro Soldier in the United States from the Revolution 
to 1900" (Master's Thesis, University of Arizona, 19140* 1(8-56$ and 
Frank H. Taylor,.Philadelphia in the Civil War. 1861-1865 (Philadelphia: 
The City, 1913), Ik, 186-89.

^Arthur M. Greene, a major in the 127th U. S. Colored Infantry, 
served during the Civil War and then retired to private life. Francis 
B. Heitman (comp.). Historical Register and Dictionary of the United 
States Army, (2 vols., Washington: Government Printing Office, 1903),
II, 106.
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Taggart's "Free Military School for Applicants for Command of Colored 
Troops" was established in Philadelphia. There men who had served as 

privates in the white regiments were sifted and selected, then trained 
for appointments as commissioned officers to serve in regiments of 
colored men.

Colonel John Gibbon was standing a short distance from Major

Greene's guests, who were waiting for the dress parade to begin. None
■ . 5of the girls were acquainted with him, but he walked over to them.

John Gibbon (1827-1896), a well-known officer of the old army, 
was a native of North Carolina. He graduated from West Point in 18U7 
and received.a taste of Indian warfare in 18^9 in the campaign against 
the Seminoles and in subsequent garrison duty in the West. After serv
ing on the faculty at the Military Academy for five years where he pre
pared The Artillerist's Manual, he was promoted to captain and joined 
his regiment, the Uth Artillery, at Camp Floyd in Utah Territory. When 
the Civil War broke out several months later, he was sent to Fort 
Leavenworth. Ordered east soon after. Gibbon was made chief of artil
lery to General McDowell, continuing in this capacity until the follow
ing year when he was given the rank of brigadier-general of volunteers 
and assigned to the command of a brigade of infantry which later be
came famous as the "Iron Brigade." He was wounded at Fredericksburg 
and again at Gettysburg, and for his heroism in these engagements was 
brevetted lieutenant-colonel and colonel. In June of I86I4. Gibbon was 
made major-general of volunteers and in November was placed in command 
of a division in the campaign that began in the Wilderness and ended 
at Petersburg. He was recognized for special bravery at Spottsylvania 
and Cold Harbor. Early in the next year he took command of the newly 
organized 214th Corps and engaged in the pursuit of General Lee to Appo
mattox Court House. Gibbon served as chairman of the joint commission 
that arranged the details of the, surrender. In 1885 he wrote his 
Personal Recollections of the Civil War, a straightforward and sol
dierly account of the events he had witnessed. This work was published 
in 1928 by G. P. Putnam's Sons of New York. In the reorganization of 
the regular army in 1866 Gibbon was made colonel of the 36th Infantry, 
which he led for three years before being transferred to the 7th Infan
try. He commanded the District of Montana for several years, and in 
1876 led the "Montana column" against Sitting Bull. His important 
articles, "Last Summer's Expedition Against the Sioux" and "Hunting 
Sitting Bull," were published in the American Catholic Quarterly Re
view in the April and October issues of 1877. Gibbon fought the Nez 
Perce's at Big Hole, Montana, in 1877, and in July of 1885 was advanced
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A long narrow box and a dark red silk sash such as officers wear were 

in his hand. "Will one of you young ladies take care of this for me?" 
he asked. "It is a sword to be presented to a young officer by his 
former comrades with whom he served as an enlisted man. I have some 

duties to attend to, but will return soon." Although each of the girls 
was eager to hold the sword, the Colonel laid in my mother’s lap the 

box containing the sword, then the silk sash, and finally a smaller box 

which held the shoulder straps for the newly-appointed officer. Parade 
formed, and at its close Colonel Gibbon presented the tokens of esteem 

to a very embarrassed, tall and handsome young officer. Lieutenant 

Charles L. Cooper. The comrades with whom he had served from the begin
ning of the war were proud of the eighteen year-old soldier who had 

carried a bullet from the field of Gettysburg.
After parade and the sword presentation, an officer told the 

girls that an order had just been received and Major Greene would have 
to leave for the front early the next morning. Ellie Lowry had made 
all the preparations for their wedding early in Octoberj the news was 
a shock to her and the friends who were to have been her bridesmaids.

to the rank of brigadier-general and assigned to the command of the 
Department of the Columbia where he suppressed the anti-Chinese riots 
in Seattle. Before his retirement in 1891, Gibbon served as command
er of the Division of the Pacific. See R. V. Johnson and C. C. Duel 
(eds.). Battles and Leaders of the Civil War (It vols., New York: 
Century Co., 1881^-1887), II, III, IV, passim;. and Clarence B. Bagley, 
History of Seattle from the Earliest Settlement to the Present Time 
(3 vols., Chicago: S. J. Clarke Co., 19l6), II, 1155-77• Cf. Thomas 
M, Spaulding's sketch of Gibbon in the Dictionary of American Biogra
phy (20 vols.. New York: Charles Scribner's Sons, 1928-1936), 236-37. 
The Dictionary of American Biography is cited hereafter as DAB.
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At that moment Mr* Elijah Cattell, brother of Senator Cattell, and Mr* 
Sam Moore, both relatives of Ellie Lowry, approached and were told the 

news* Instantly Mr. Cattell announced: "Ellie, you're going to be
married tonightl" "Oh myi It can’t be JM she exclaimed, aghast. But 
Mr. Cattell went ahead and outlined the plans* The men would find a 

minister and take care of all details of refreshments while the girls 

were to hurry around to as many friends as possible and invite them to 

the ceremony. The girls were waiting on the platform to hasten to the

Alexander Gilmore Cattell represented the state of New Jersey 
in the Senate from 1866 to 1871. He began his political career in New 
Jersey as a member of the state legislature, to,which he was elected 
in I8I4.O, In 181*6 he moved to Philadelphia, and among other financial 
activities he organized the C o m  Exchange Bank in 1858. During the 
thirteen years that he served as its head, he did much to build up the 
grain trade of Philadelphia. Cattell maintained a residence in New 
Jersey after 1855 and became involved in the affairs of the Republi
can party in that state. When John Potter Stockton was unseated as 
U. S. Senator in March of 1866, Cattell was elected to the office. He 
did much constructive work concerning tariff, taxation, national debt, 
and sound money; but he also engaged with his brother, Elijah G. Cat- 
tell, in certain devious speculations in the Department of the Navy. 
Declining to run for a second term in the Senate, he served on the 
first U. S. Civil Service Commission. In April, 1873, Cattell took up 
the duties of U. S. financial agent in England. Although he refunded 
$100,000,000 in bonds from 6% to $% and devised methods still used for 
quoting exchange between Great Britain and the United States, the Sec
retary of the Treasury refused to reappoint him because of suspicions of 
dishonesty. Cattell served later on various civic bodies; but poor 
health, due to overstrain and "a bundle of black cigars per day,M even
tually brought his death in April, 1891*. . See Elli s Paxton Oberholtzer, 
Jay Cooke. Financier of the Civil War (2 vols., Philadelphia: G. W. 
Jacobs & Co., 1907), II, passim; Allan Nevins, Hamilton Fish: The Inner 
History of the Grant Administration (New York: Dodd, Mead & Co., 1936), 
8l5-l6;. Charles Merriam. Knapp, New Jersey Politics During the Period 
of the Civil War and Reconstruction (Geneva. N. Y.: W. F. Humphrey, 
1921*77 passim; and J. Thomas Scharf and Thompson Westcott, History of 
Philadelphia (3 vols., Philadelphia: L. H. Everts & Co., l88l*), III, 
222I*. The sketch in DAB (III, 577) is by W. L. Whittlesey.
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city when Major Greene stepped from an incoming train. He was utterly, 
dumbfounded as they rushed at him, crying out, "You're going to be 

married tonight! Your regiment leaves in the morning!" The girls were 
hurried from the camp at seven that evening. Dressed in silk gowns, 

they were as pretty as any bridesmaids could be, but not one of them 

had found time to change the dusty shoes they had worn at Camp William 

Penn that afternoon. This wedding was always recalled as a beautiful 

one, and Major Greene came home safe and sound after the war was over.

The night of the wedding my mother and another girl, Annie 

Field, planned to get up before daybreak and go to a florist to buy 

flowers for the officers who were leaving that day for the front. Just 
before the regiment was ready to start, my mother said rather careless
ly, "I think I will give my flowers to that Mr. Cooper." She watched 

him march past with his company moments later, shoulder straps on the 
new blue uniform, red sash about his waist, and the shining sword held 
at the proper military angle. In his left hand he carried a little 
bunch of flowers. That bouquet went to Harper's Ferry. The petals 
fell and were trampled on ground that was soaked with blood. But mem

ory flowers never lose their fragrance and never die.

Lieutenant Cooper fought until the day General Lee surrendered. 

Then, while other men obtained leaves or were mustered out, his regi

ment, the 127th Colored Infantry, was ordered at once to the Mexican 

border. There, with the American army of occupation, herserved during 
the Maximilian trouble in Mexico, and not until after the tragic exe
cution of the emperor did he have an opportunity to see the girl who 

had held his sword and whose flowers he had carried down into the
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bloody fighting at Harper’s Ferry. But letters from battlefields, 
often written on scraps of paper with stunps of borrowed pencils on a 

canteen desk and sewn together with black and white thread, were 
slipped by a sympathetic postman through half-closed slats when a girl’s 
hand reached out. Auntie Green had forbidden the letters, saying, "I 

don't know who he is or anything about his family.” Then EUie Lowry 
Greene took up the cudgels for young Lieutenant Cooper, telling Auntie 

that his father was one of the staff of Horace Greeley's New York Tri

bune. and the family went back to the founding of Southhampton. So it 

was as good as any family in Philadelphia I Auntie was mollified.

At the termination of the trouble in Mexico, Lieutenant Cooper 

was mustered out of the service, and in November of 1865 he returned 

to Philadelphia. The girls who had been bridesmaids for Ellie Lowry 
acted as attendants again on December 20, 1865, for the wedding of 
Flora Green to the handsome young soldier. The bride was only nine
teen and the groom not quite twenty-one. That evening had an unex

pected climax. The caterer had confused the date, and>the elaborate 

refreshments had been delivered to a far-distant residence.- It was 

late. Philadelphia had limited transit service in 1865 and no tele

phones to meet such emergencies. But the carriages of the guests were 
already in front of the house. Making a rapid survey of necessities, 

the gentlemen of the wedding party commandeered carriages and drove 
hastily from place to place, rousing proprietors of shops where the 

articles on the list might be purchased. While the other guests, un
aware of the catastrophe, were making merry in the big parlor, the 
scouts returned from their successful foray. The celebration that
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night did not betray how close the supper had been to a poor and hungry 

affair*
After the marriage my father was commissioned a regular second 

lieutenant in the Thirty-ninth Infantry, a regiment of colored troops, 
and ordered to Ship Island twelve miles south of Biloxi, Mississippi.̂  

My mother remained in Philadelphia with her family. Shortly after my 

birth on March 8, 1867, ray father was ordered to Philadelphia on re

cruiting duty. During the summer months yellow fever became epidemic 

throughout the South, and it was especially severe in Louisiana and 

Tennessee. All officers absent from regiments in those areas received 

peremptory orders to remain away until further notification. Thus it 

was many months before my father was able to return to his regiment, 

and when the quarantine was lifted, he took his wife and child with him.
On January 8, 1868, my parents carried me, an infant ten-months 

old, up the gangplank of a beautiful river packet, the Selma, which was 
making its maiden voyage from New Orleans to Ship Island. The dock was 

thronged with people dressed in holiday attire in celebration of the

7The strategic gulf location of Ship Island was recognized as 
early as 1699 by the French who used it as a harbor for exploration 
and settlement. In l8l$ the island served as a base for the British 
Navy which was attempting to capture New Orleans. A federal garrison 
had just been completed here when the Civil War began. Union troops 
deserted and partially destroyed the garrison, but the Confederates 
rearmed it and held the island for three months before they too evac
uated. Union forces reoccupied the garrison soon after, and as the 
war dragged on. Ship Island was used as a prison for captured Confed
erates. After the Civil War, federal troops were stationed here until 
187$. See Mississippi: A Guide to the Magnolia State, compiled and 
written by the Federal Writers' Project of the WPA (New York: Viking 
Press, 1938), 303-301*.
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the anniversary of Jackson's victory over the British in the War of 

1812. .They cheered as the boat started out of the harbor. The Selma, 
like all river packets, was built high above the water line, making 
the vessel appear top-heavy. Usually such ships kept near the shore 

as they voyaged, but the Selma was to take a course farther out in the 
Gulf of Mexico and deliver a cargo of commissary stores to the garri

son on Ship Island. The trip normally would have required less than 

twenty-four hours from New Orleans, but this was not to be an ordinary 
trip. It was to take three weeks l

During the night a terrific storm arose. The Selma pitched 
to such an extent that the skipper, Captain Rogers, ordered everyone 

except the sailors on duty to remain in the cabins. Waves swept away 

the smokestacks and the engine broke down. Throughout the night the 
boat rolled helplessly; dawn brought no relief. Efforts to mend the 
machinery seemed useless. The packet was at the mercy of the wind and 
the waves. My parents heaped pillows about me in the berth to protect 

me from being bruised by the pitching of the boat. They sat on the 

floor of the cabin, clinging to the side of the berth and bracing them

selves till their bodies were stiff and their flesh black and blue 
from the violent motion. Presently the cabin door opened and a deli

cate little woman, clothed in deepest mourning, spoke as she clung to 
the doorway. "Let me have the baby to take care of. I am next to 

you. My people have all been killed in the war. I have nothing to 
live for now and I would give my own life gladly to save hers." So 
an unknown Southern woman lifted me into her arms and took me to her 

cabin. Probably I was the only human being on the Selma who was not
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worried about the situation. The swaying of the crippled boat might 
have seemed the rocking of a huge cradle moved by an unseen hand.

That same evening a new problem faced captain, crew, and pas
sengers. There was no more•food on the Selma. She had been provi
sioned for two days only. A Captain Adams, also enroute to Ship 

Island where his wife awaited him, was in charge of the government 
supplies that were • on board the Selma. No officer of the army had 

authority to open those boxes of foodstuffs. But my father and Captain 

Adams decided to speak to the skipper, and as a result of their confer

ence, the boxes of government supplies were broken open and food was 

thus furnished for everyone on the Selma.

While the storm continued to rage, the engineers kept tinker
ing with the machinery, and the boat limped on her way between long 
hours when she rolled at the mercy of the Gulf. Three weeks passed 
before the Selma managed-to reach Slip Island. It had been reported 
that the ship, with crew and passengers, had gone to the bottom of the 
Gulf of Mexico. As the only vessels that ever stopped at Ship Island 
were scheduled twice each month, the officers and soldiers there,were 

amazed to see a strange vessel built like a river packet pull slowly to 

the little wharf. Then word spread that it was the lost Selma. Cheer

ing, shouting, and waving their caps, the men rushed down to welcome 

those who seemed like the dead arising from the sea. The wife of Cap
tain Adams, believing her husband gone, had been making preparations 

to leave Ship Island and return to the home of her girlhood. -

But that day there were tears as well as smiles at Ship Island. 

Practically the entire regimental band of the Thirty-ninth Infantry,
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a heavy percent of the enlisted men, and at least half the officers had 

been wiped out by yellow fever. When my father would ask, “Where is 

so-and-so stationed now?” the reply usually came back: "Died of the
fever.”. Along officers’ row stood empty houses that brother officers 
saluted as they passed by. In the barracks familiar faces were no 

longer to be seen. A roll call of the Thirty-ninth Infantry when we 
arrived that day would have sounded like that of a regiment at the 
close of a big battle. .

' Captain Rogers remained only long enough to get the machinery 
on the Selma patched up to make the return voyage to New Orleans. Later 

the people on Ship Island learned that the Selma, after lying in the 

shipyards for over three weeks, once more sailed the Gulf, but within 

two months she was burned to the water’s edge. The ship was a total 
loss to her owners. There is nothing left at the present day except 
one or two old newspapers that tell of her first voyage, then notice of 
her second trip. After that date no record can be found of the Selma. 
Marine insurance companies of Louisiana that thrived in the days of the 
Selma exist no longer, and men who might have told the story are dead 

so far as can be learned. The Selma is a lost bit of history except 

for what my mother remembers so vividly of my first adventure..

Ship Island was a little strip of dazzling white sand about 
eight miles long and only half a mile wide at low tide in the Gulf of 

Mexico. All houses were built on pilings; at high tide the water swept 

under them. The island had been made a military prison just after the 
Civil War. The only solid building was a round fortress termed the 
"bombproof" where prisoners were held. The flat top of this building



was covered with grass, the only green herbage on the island. Old can
nons surmounted it, but they had not been fired for many years. When 

we arrived, several hundred prisoners were in close confinement there. 
These-were criminals and deserters who were held in a stockade made of 
poles ten feet high where-they were guarded day and night by sentinels. 

At times a prisoner would take desperate chances, climb over the top of 
the stockade, risk a shot from the-sentinels, and insanely try to swim 

to the mainland. Any -vessel that might pick up a man would be sure to 
turn him over to the authorities at the nearest port.

Two lines of buildings, like a street, formed the garrison 

proper which was located at the upper end of the island. At the ex-
O

treme end stood General Joseph-A. Mower’s quarters. The buildings 

nearest the commanding officer’s quarters were occupied by the officers 

and their families. Beyond them were the barracks for the enlisted

8Joseph .Anthony Mower, b o m  in Woodstock, Vermont, in 1827, 
studied at Norwich University for two years before taking up the trade 
of carpentry. When the Mexican War broke out, he enlisted as a pri
vate in a company of engineers. He was discharged in July of I8I48, 
but re-entered the service seven years later as a 2nd lieutenant in 
the 1st Infantry. Mower attained the rank of captain shortly after 
the outbreak of the Civil War. His record in that conflict was one 
of the most distinguished. In May of 1862 he was made colonel of the 
11th Missouri Volunteers after his capture of New Madrid, Missouri, 
and for his gallant defense of Milliken’s Bend he was promoted to 
brigadier-general of volunteers. Mower led a brigade in the attack at 
Vicksburg and was at the head of a division in Louisiana in April, I86I4. 
He was made a major-general of volunteers in August, 186U, and partici
pated in the Georgia and Carolina campaigns with General Sherman. By 
the close of the war he had been brevetted five times for his heroic 
deeds, and in the army reorganization of 1866 he obtained the colonelcy 
of the 39th. Three years later he was transferred to the 25th Infan
try. At the time of his death in April, 1870, Mower was commanding 
the Department of Louisiana. See sketch by Donovan Yeuell in DAB.
XIII, 299-300; Battles and Leaders of the Civil War, II, III, IV, 
passim; and Army and Navy Journal, January 15, 22, and March 26, 1870.
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men; General Mower's house commanded a full view of the officers' quar

ters as well as the barracks* When he walked down, the line, every 
enlisted man and every officer had to stand in front of his quarters , 
and salute* From the General's quarters a railroad track led to the 
bombproof, and between the rails a lifeboat stood upright. When a 
storm threatened to destroy the garrison, the boat was pushed to the 
bombproof where straw and canned provisions were kept for an. emergency. 
A tall white post, marked like a huge yardstick, was another important 

feature at that end of the island. A sentinel stood beside it night 
and day, watching the height of the tide. When the water neared a cer
tain mark, a shot from his gun gave warning to the entire garrison that 

it was time to seek safety in the bombproof. Before I was old enough 

to walk, I believed that the salute this sentinel gave the officer was 
intended for me, and I never failed to lift my own hand as I saw the 
officers do. In my childish mind the tall white post was there for 
the sole purpose of measuring my own height when I stood beside it 

and waited to learn how much taller I had grown during the night.

The officers of the Thirty-ninth Infantry who served under Col
onel Mower were all first and second lieutenants except Captain Delos 

9Ward. Though there were five companies of soldiers on the island, 
due to the absence of captains four companies were commanded by first 

lieutenants: H. Baxter Quimby, George Edward Ford, Michael Lewis

O
Delos Alphonzo Ward, who enlisted in the Union army in Wis

consin as a private in August, 1861, pursued a military career until 
he was honorably mastered out in January of 1871 with the rank of cap
tain. He died sixteen years later. Heitraan, op. eft., I, 1000.
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Courtney, and my father, Charles L. Cooper. All of these men, though 
barely of age, had served during the four years of the Civil War and 

attained commissions for meritorious military r e c o r d s T h e  second 
lieutenants were George Simeon Grimes, Jonathon B. Hanson, Emmet Craw
ford, and.Samuel K. Thompson, nicknamed "Bleeding Kansas" Thompson be

cause of his fiery red hair and his enlistment from Kansas when he had 
entered the army as a private.^"

Quimby, Ford, and Crawford were intimate friends of my parents, 
and these three young officers at once became my "Guard of Honor." 

Whenever they were not on official duty they carried me about in their 

arms, and as soon as I was able to stand alone, they guided my first

®H. Baxter Quimby of New Hampshire joined the army as a ser
geant in August of 1862 and at the time of his death in 1883 was a 
captain in the 25th Infantry. Ibid., 811. George Edward Ford, who 
enlisted as a private at the beginning of the war, retired in March 
of 1879 after attaining the rank of captain in the 3rd Cavalry. He 
died fourteen years later. Ibid., lj.28. Michael Lewis Courtney, a 
native of Ireland, entered the war as a sergeant in the Illinois In
fantry in July, 1862. When he died in 1886 he was a captain in the 
25th Infantry. Ibid.. 330.

"^George Simeon Grimes, an Englishman, joined the ll6th New 
York Infantry as a private in August of 1862. He stayed in the regular 
army after the war, and at the time of his retirement in April, 1907, 
he was made a brigadier-general. Grimes died in August of 1920. Offi
cial Army Register for 1920 (Washington: Government Printing Office, 
1920), 923; and Official Army Register for 1921, 1389. Jonathon B. Han
son enlisted as a sergeant in the 1st Massachusetts Artillery in July, 
1861. When he died in 1876 he was a 1st lieutenant in the 10th Infan
try. Heitman, op. cit.. I, U89. Emmet Crawford, who joined the army 
as a private in the 71st Pennsylvania Infantry in May of 1861, ren
dered valuable service on the Indian frontier and was killed in action 
during the Geronimo campaign in January, 1886. Ibid., 336. See Frank 
C. Lockwood, The Apache Indians (New York: Macmillan Co., 1938),
261-95, passim, for details on Crawford's activities in Arizona. Sam
uel K. Thompson, a native of Ohio, enlisted in July of 1861 and was 
dismissed from the army in June, 1877, as a 2nd lieutenant. He died 
three years later. Heitman, op. cit., I, 957.
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steps. My Guard of Honor would set themselves on the little railroad 

track a short.distance from one another and persuade me to walk on the 

soft white sand between them. If I succeeded without a fall, I was 
entitled to grab handfuls of the fine sand and heap it upon the un
covered heads of the young officers until it poured like a shower bath 

over their faces and down their collars. I knew them as Uncle Emmet, 
Uncle George, and Uncle Kimby, and even today those names identify 

them in my memory.

Furniture'and dishes were limited, and when my mother decided 
to give a dinner party, these items had to be borrowed from the other 

ladies. Food was brought from the mainland. Peter Wickerwack, a for
mer soldier with a wooden leg, operated a tiny catboat. He was the one 
link connecting the mainland and the island during the two weeks that 
elapsed between the scheduled trips of other craft. Peter was not only 
a friend; he was an institution. He brought needles, pins, thread, 

matched dress goods, fresh vegetables, and meats and carried unoffi
cial letters between the island and Mississippi City or Biloxi. No 

matter how rough the weather, Peter never failed to arrive with the 

merchandise. Though a frightful storm raged the night before the din

ner party and continued the next day, Peter brought his tiny catboat 
safely to the island without one parcel missing. The dinner proceeded 

as though the waves of the Gulf were not lashing against the pilings

that supported our home, but a glance through the windows gave the im-■ . .  - .

pression that the.houses on Ship Island were simply floating on top 
of the Gulf of Mexico.

During the merriment the warning shots of the sentinel at the
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marking post rang out. The hostess and the guests instantly deserted 
the feast. Uncle Emmet picked me up in his arms and wrapped a shawl 
about me. Everyone snatched-up his wraps and hurried to the lifeboat 
that stood upright between the tracks. It was shoved by waiting sol
diers until the bombproof had been reached, and all hastened into the 

only place of safety. Through the night the waves pounded against the 

wall, but the place was well-built. The straw that General Mower had 

the forethought to place in the bombproof provided rough beds, and I am 

quite sure I slept as serenely as I had during the voyage of the Selma.
When morning dawned no one expected to see any buildings where 

the garrison had stood, but they were intact. How furious the storm 
had been was proven by the fact that a three-mast schooner, which had 
put into port before the storm broke and weighed anchor on the inland 
side of the island, had sailed completely across the island and was 
floating on the opposite side unharmed. Though no lives were lost at 

Ship Island and no damage was done except to articles that had been 
left in the buildings, the Gulf of Mexico was strewn with wreckage. 

Many boats were helplessly drifting, and others had gone fathoms deep 

during that night of my mother’s first dinner party.

An amusing bit of family history at Ship Island has been 

handed down to me. After I had learned to walk, I considered each 

house my own home, especially the quarters occupied by the unmarried 

officers. There one day my chatter interfered with official duties, 
for making out muster rolls was an exacting bit of clerical work. In

stead of marching me home. Uncle Emmet, Uncle George, and Uncle Kimby 
resorted to putting a big drop of New Orleans molasses on ny fingers
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and thumbs. Then, handing me a feather from a pillow, they instructed 

me to pick off the feather. It kept me busy and silent; but the next 

time they looked, my uncles found that I had secured the can of molas
ses, poked a big hole in the pillow, and had not only decorated myself 
from head to feet, but had plastered the sides of the room with a 
frieze' of feathers and molasses. I am firmly convinced that this epi
sode was responsible for my nickname, "Birdie,11 the only name by which 

I have ever been identified by those who knew me in army circles.

Another incident occurred at Ship Island in which I had no 
part, but for which my father and my Guard of Honor were responsible.

A small hairless Chihuahua named Chips was the one close associate of 

"Bleeding Kansas" Thompson. Chips was almost as unpopular, as his mas

ter. Once when Bleeding Kansas returned to his quarters late at night, 
rather the worse for his heavy indulgence on one of his frequent trips 
to the mainland, he groped in vain for matches. A dog greeted him.
When he patted the dog, he discovered that it was wooly like a poodle. 

Chips was short-haired. Bleeding Kansas swore at the dog and called 
for Chips. The poodle responded. At last the matches were found, and 

Bleeding Kansas stood looking at a fuzzy white poodle which danced and 
yapped about his feet. He started a wild marathon to escape the unfam
iliar apparition, but it followed him until he took refuge behind a 
chair.

As Bleeding Kansas stared at the poodle from behind the barri
cade, he realized that there was something a bit familiar about the 
dog. "Hie— hie— Chips." Chips wagged a knobby white tail and bounced 
happily toward his master, forgiving him for the kicks he had just
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received. "Sit upl11 hiccoughed Bleeding Kansas. The dog sat up and

waved white cotton paws. "1TentionJ Walk (hie) like a so'sher Chups."
The white poodle stood erect and marched across the room on its hind
legs. Then Bleeding Kansas set the chair down and gravely remarked,
"You don't look like Chips, you don't feel like Chips, but you act

like Chips. Come here. Chips.". The job of plucking wads of cotton
from the hairless dog kept Bleeding Kansas busy the rest of the night.
He swore that he would shoot the practical jokers who had transformed

Chips into a white poodle, but the secret remained buried until long

after Bleeding Kansas had been dismissed from the army. Crawford, . ,

Quimby, and Cooper were the guilty parties, though Bleeding Kansas

never knew it as long as he lived.
I was almost two years old. when a boat arrived at Ship Island .

bringing orders for my father to proceed immediately to New Orleans
12for duty on the.staff of Major-general Robert Christie Buchanan.

Robert Christie Buchanan (1811-1878), a native of Baltimorej 
was commissioned a 2nd lieutenant in the lith Infantry upon graduation 
from West Point in 1830. He served in the Blackhawk War and in the 
arduous campaign against the Seminole Indians in 1837-1838. A captain 
in the Mexican War, Buchanan was brevetted twice for his gallant ac
tions at Palo Alto, Resaca de la Palma, and Molina del Rey. At the 
outbreak of the Civil War his regiment formed part of the defense of 
Washington. Buchanan commanded a brigade in the Peninsular campaign 
and fought gallantly at the battles of Gaines Mill, Malvern Hill,
Second Bull Run, Antietam, and Fredericksburg, receiving four brevets 
for his heroism and the rank of brigadier-general of volunteers. A 
man with a high sense of duty and a strict disciplinarian, he was 
made colonel of the 1st Infantry in February, I86I4.. After serving in 
several administrative positions at the close of the war, he was placed 
in command of the Department of Louisiana in 1868, a position he held 
until martial law was lifted at the beginning of the following year. 
"Old Buck," as he was affectionately known, retired from the army at 
the end of 1870. See Battles and Leaders of the Civil War, U ,  III, 
passim, John R. Ficklen, History of Reconstruction in Louisiana (Bal
timore : Johns Hopkins Press, 191077 199-201;$ and sketch by Charles D. 
Rhodes in DAB, II, 217-18.
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Luckily there was not much to be packed. As it was obligatory to leave 
on the same boat that brought the orders or risk a court-martial for 

disobedience, wild confusion reigned in our home. Others in the garri
son came to my mother's rescue, however. Lieutenant Crawford was most 
active, darting about, grabbing anything he happened to see and thrust

ing it into the trunks. The packing turned into a laughable matter 
and helped us forget the sadness that is always attendant on moving 

from familiar places and leaving dear friends. Thus, I said goodbye 
to Slip Island and my loyal little Guard of Honor.

The trip to New Orleans was completed in regulation time with

out adventure, and we went at once to the old St. Charles Hotel. As 
my mother sat with me in the big parlor while my father registered, 
she noticed quite a large group of men and women at the rear of the 

room. They were evidently people of good social standing. She watched 
them press eagerly toward the man facing them. It was General Jeffer
son Davis. Then she understood that these were friends and admirers 

of the Southern leader. No one noticed her until my father, conspic
uous not only because of his height, six feet two inches, but doubly 

so because he was wearing the blue uniform of an officer of the United 
States Army, entered the room and joined my mother. The talking 

ceased immediately; all faces were turned toward us. General Davis 
looked steadily at my father. Then, with a slight bow to the friends 
who stood about him, he walked out of the room. Soon we were left 
alone. My parents always regretted this incident because they learned 
that General Davis had been accustomed to receiving his close friends 

informally at the St. Charles Hotel whenever he came to New Orleans
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from his country home. After we arrived the receptions were discontin
ued, and he did not register at the hotel during the time we lived 
there. Probably he realized that my father had been appointed provost 
marshall of New Orleans.

My father's new duties gave him authority over all prisoners 
and also placed him in.charge of distributing food to the many South
ern families who applied for it due to their complete impoverishment 

during the war. Frequently he would return to the hotel and relate 
some pathetic incident about the people who had stood in line that day, 

among them women of culture who had once lived luxuriously but, com

pelled by actual necessity, had abandoned their pride to ask assistance 
from the conquerors of the South. My father had a very sympathetic 
nature, and he realized the humiliation of these men and women who ap
pealed for food from the United States government through his hands; 
but socially my mother was ostracized, as were the wives of other fed
eral officers in New Orleans.

During the period of reorganization of the army in 1869 and 
1870, my parents were in Philadelphia. Officers were being held on 

waiting orders until they were either assigned to a regiment in the 

regular army or else mustered out of the service. .My father and his 
bosom friend. Lieutenant Emmet Crawford, were among, those on waiting 

orders. They were both eager to continue in the service, and as the 
limited vacancies were being filled rapidly, they grew very anxious 

about their fate. On Christmas Day, 1870, Crawford shared our family 

dinner in the old home where my mother had grown up and been married. 
The two men became so concerned about the situation that they finally
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decided to go that very night to Washington and try to "save their 

bacon." They set out as soon as dinner was over.
The next morning, following the regular procedure, they went 

to pay their official respects to the commanding general of the United 

States Army, William Tecumseh Sherman. After the usual formalities, 
the important subject was broached by my father who acted as spokes

man for the two. Crawford was always rather diffident, and at that time 

this trait was more marked than in later years. General Sherman, tall, 

straight, and every inch a soldier, regarded my father intently. "Gen
eral, I am unassigned, and I do not want to be mustered out," my father 

said, hoping his voice was steady but not sure that it was* "I should 

like to be assigned to a white regiment and would prefer the Third Cav
alry." Sherman was always very deliberate in action as well as word, 

and during the silence that followed Crawford broke in hastily, "I do 
not care what regiment I go to as long as I am not mustered out of the 

service." That was all. The two young officers saluted and left the

room. What the consequence might be, neither of them could say. They
13returned to Philadelphia no wiser than before.

On December 31, 1870, my father was assigned to the Tenth Cav
il,airy, a colored regiment, and Crawford received his assignment to the

13One would have reason to doubt that this alleged interview 
actually took place.

^The several histories of Lieutenant Copper's regiment will 
be found useful for background information. See John Biglow, Jr., "The 
Tenth Regiment of Cavalry," in Theophilus F. Rodenbough and William L. 
Raskin (eds.). The Army of the United States (New York: Maynard, Mer
rill k Co., 1896), 288-97; Herschel V. Cashin et al.. Under Fire With 
the Tenth Cavalry (New York: F. T. Neely, 189977 and Edward L. N.
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Third Cavalry, the white regiment that my father had told the command

ing general he would prefer* Neither of them was ever able to decide 

whether General Sherman had sent my father to a colored regiment as a 
matter of discipline when he had asked for a white regiment and had 
made the rebuke more pointed by assigning Crawford to the Third, or 

whether by accident he had confused the names of the two men. No one 

could solve that problem except the commanding general, and neither 

Crawford nor my father dared open the matter again. They were not to 

be mustered out. That was enoughl

Glass, The History of the Tenth Cavalry, 1866-1921 (Tucson: Acme Print
ing Co., 1921). Material on both the 9th and the 10th regiments of 
cavalry appears in T. W. Steward, The Colored Regulars in the United 
States Army, Revolutionary War to 1699 (Philadelphia: A.M.E. Book Con
cern, 1900* Two recent general accounts of the cavalry arm of the 
service are John K. Herr and Edward S. Wallace, The Story of the Cav
alry, 1775-19^2 (Boston: Little, Brown & Co., 19337; and S. E. Whitman, 
The Troopers: An Informal History of the Plains Cavalry (New York: 
Hastings House, 1962).



CHAPTER II

A few days 

his new regiment.
Indian Territory,^

2Camp Supply, then in the very heart of the Indian troubles. Due to 

the roughness of life in the West at that time, it was considered ad

visable for my mother to remain in Philadelphia until conditions were 

more comfortable. No officer could tell at what moment his troop would 

be "on the jump after Indians,” and often soldiers would never camp in 
the same place for months at a time.

Not until my baby brother, Harry, two and a half years younger 
than I, was old enough to walk and talk, did my father think it wise 

for the three of us to join him at Camp Supply. It was late in the

JOURNEY TO INDIAN COUNTRY 
1 (1871)

after New Year's Day, 1871, my father left to join 

Headquarters of the Tenth Cavalry was at Fort Sill, 

but the troop to which he had been assigned was at

^Fort Sill, located at the site of the present city of Lawton, 
Oklahoma, and about $0 miles north of Wichita Falls, Texas, was estab
lished in I869. It is now the nation's artillery and.guided missile 
center. See W. S. Nye, Carbine and Lance: The Story of Old Fort Sill 
(Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 191+3)• For further information 
about Fort Sill refer to Chapters III and IV.

2The stockade post. Camp Supply, was established by General Al
fred Sully, then lieutenant-colonel of the 3rd Infantry, in November of 
1868. It was located near the North Canadian River in the northwestern 
part of Indian Territory about thirteen miles northwest of Woodward, 
Oklahoma. The post, which served as a base for operations against hos
tile Kiowas, Comanches, Cheyennes, and Arapahoes, was abandoned in 
1895- See Report on the Hygiene of the U. S. Army With Descriptions 
of Military Posts ^Washington: Government Printing Office, 1875), 
299-302, hereafter.cited as Hygiene of the U. S . Army; and sketch by 
Paul I. Wellman in the Dictionary of American History (5 vols.. New 
York: Scribner's Sons, 19U0), V, 20f>-206, cited subsequently as PAH.

25
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spring of 1871 when we arrived at Hays City, Kansas. My father met us
3at the railroad terminal with transportation from Fort Hays, and we

were driven to that post where Captain Robinson of the Quartermaster1 s

Department and his wife welcomed us as their guestsOfficers and
their wives always made it a point to call upon other army people who
might be passing from one post to another. To my mother’s delight,

£Captain Samuel Ovenshine was among the callers that night at Fort 3

3Hays City Sprang up at the terminal point of the Kansas Paci
fic Railroad in west-central Kansas and soon became the most turbulent 
town of the plains. It was here that James Butler Hickok, "Wild Bill," 
began his notable career as a frontier marshall in 1869. The fort, 
located nearby, was established in 186? by General John Pope and served 
for a short time as headquarters for General Sheridan. In 1891, after 
the campaigns against the plains Indians had ended, the garrison was 
abandoned. See sketch by Paul I. Wellman in PAH, HI, 20; and Report 
on Barracks and Hospitals with Descriptions of Milttary Posts (Wash
ington: Government Printing Office, 1870), 3011-309, cited hereafter as 
Report on Barracks and Hospitals.

^Augustus Gilman Robinson of Maine, a West Point graduate in 
the class of 1857, served with the Uth and 3rd regiments of artillery 
and was made a captain and assistant quartermaster in February, 1863.
He was promoted to major and quartermaster in March, 1879, and to 
lieutenant-colonel and deputy quartermaster general in July, 1890. 
Robinson was made assistant quartermaster general with the rank of 
colonel in September of 1896, one year before his retirement from the 
service. He died in 1898 at the age of 63. See Heitman, op. cit., I, 
837} and Register of Graduates and Former Cadets at the United States 
Military Academy (West Point: West Point Alumni Foundation, 1961),
202, cited hereafter as West Point Register.

^Samuel Ovenshine, whose army career began in August of 1861 
as a 2nd lieutenant in the 5th Infantry, received promotions to the 
grade of captain by early 1861: and remained in the regular army after 
the Civil War. In 1885 he was made a major in the 23rd Infantry. Six 
years later he was promoted to lieutenant-colonel of the 15th Infantry, 
and in 1895 he became colonel of the 23rd Infantry. During the 
Spanish-American War, Ovenshine was made brigadier-general of volun
teers. At the time of his retirement in October, 1899, he was pro
moted to brigadier-general of the regular army. He died eight years 
later. See Heitman, op. cit., I, 762-63; and Official Army Register 
for 1933, 963. — ^  ----
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Hays. He was then an officer in the Fifth Infantry. My mother had not 
seen Sam since she had attended a birthday party given in his honor by 

the Ovenshines. Mother was then a little girl in Philadelphia, and 
that was her first party. Even at the age of six she was able to dance, 
and she was very proud when Sam, who in her opinion was quite a young 

man, invited her to be his partner. Auntie Green and the Ovenshine 
family had smiled at the difference in the size of the two dancers.

While my mother and Captain Ovenshine were laughing over the 
memory of that birthday, my father was sitting in the tent of Captain 
Tom Custer, the younger brother of the famed George Armstrong Custer, 
smoking and talking over memories of the Civil War when the Army of the 
Potomac, commanded by General George G. Meade, advanced upon Richmond*
To the left of Meade * s command was the cavalry under Phil Sheridan in 
which George Armstrong Custer, at the age of twenty-five, was a brevet 
major-general. Tom Custer was serving under General Grant. Fronting 
them was the A m y  of Northern Virginia with General Lee commanding.
The line stretched thirty miles from a point on the north, near Rich

mond, to Appomatox on the south. Every foot of that area was earned by 

hard fighting until, on April 9, 186$, Lee surrendered. My father saw 

that surrender when Lee * s flag, which was merely a piece of white towel

ing on a stick, was accepted. George Custer and his brother, Tom, were 
also witnesses of that hour. Later the flag was presented to General 

Custer by Sheridan, and the table at which General Grant sat to write 
the terms of Lee's surrender was made a gift to Custer's wife. My 
father had always admired the young major-general, though it was not 
until the Tenth Cavalry and the Seventh "cut trails" in the Indian
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country that the personal friendship began between my father and Custer’s 

brother, Tom, whose Civil War service had won him two congressional 

medals
When my father returned that night, he carried a small box made 

of walnut that he exhibited with pride. Crudely constructed and without

Thomas Ward Custer had just turned sixteen at the outbreak of 
the Civil,War. After repeated rebuffs because of his age, he suc
ceeded in enlisting as a private in the 21st Ohio Infantry. For his 
exceptional bravery during the war he was awarded the brevet ranks of 
captain, major, and lieutenant-colonel. As the recipient of two medals 
of honor, he held citations more distinguished than those of his elder 
brother. The first medal was awarded to him in April, 1865, for the 
capture of a flag at Namozine Church, Virginia; the second followed 
one month later for the capture of a flag at Sailor’s Creek, Virginia.
In February, 1866, "Tom" Custer was appointed 2nd lieutenant in the 
1st Infantry and five months later was advanced to 1st lieutenant in 
his brother's regiment, the 7th Cavalry, with which he served on fron
tier duty until his death at the Battle of Little Big Horn in 18?6.
He was the prototype of the cavalryman, with blond hair and mustache, 
sparkling sapphire-blue eyes, and an abundance of restless energy. Once 
when General Custer was asked for his opinion of his brother, he re
plied: "I can only say I think he should be the general and I the cap
tain." See Jay Monaghan, Custer: The Life of General George Armstrong 
Custer (Boston: Little, Brown & Co., 1959), 177, 237-38; Marguerite 
Merington (ed»). The Custer Story: The Life and Intimate Letters of Gen
eral George A. Custer and His Wife Elizabeth (New York: Devin-Adair 
Co., i95o), passim; and Appelton’s Cyclopaedia of American Biography (6 
vols., New York: D. Appelton k Co., 1887-1889), II, 14i-1|5. Scattered 
references to "Tom" may be found in the works of General Custer's 
widow, Elizabeth Bacon Custer: Boots and Saddles (New York: Harper k 
Bros., 1885); Tenting on the Plains (New York: Charles L. Webster k 
Co., I887); and.Following the Guidon (New York: Harper & Bros., 1890). 
See also Theophilus F. Rodenbough (ed.), Sabre and Bayonet: Stories of 
Heroism and Military Adventure (New York: G. W. Dillingham'Co., 189777 
229-1+3; and Melbourne C. Chandler, Of Garry Owen in Glory: The History 
of the Seventh U. S. Cavalry Regiment (Arlington, Virginia: 7th U. S. 
Cavalry Association, i960).
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a cover, it was intended to be about six inches across and seven high, 

but was. slightly irregular* My father told of his chat and smoke with 

Tom Custer. Mien he arose to say goodbye, Custer picked up the tobacco 
box from which the two men had been filling their pipes. He held it 

out to iry father and said: "One of the soldiers in my troop made this 
for me. Take it with you. Many a good fellow has had his hand in that 

box. Cooper. When you smoke up, think of me." Then farewells were said 
at the tent door. They never met again.

A very vivid and personal incident is associated with .that to

bacco box. It occurred just after we left Fort Hays several days later 
to journey on to Fort Dodge. In some way a wild pigeon was caught, 

and my father brought it to me. He attached a light cord to one of its 
legs, allowing a string of about six feet to hang with a small loop at 

the end. This he slipped over my finger. "Shut your hand tightly," he 
said. "Then you can watch the pigeon fly as we drive along." I watched 

intently for a while, but the tugging at the string made me fear the 

pigeon would break it and escape. My father argued that the bird was 
tied securely, but finally he took .Tom Custer's tobacco box from his 

small camp locker, put the pigeon inside, and spread my small hands over 

the opening. "Now it can't get away," he said. But I wanted to see the 
pigeon, and when I spread my hands apart to peek, there was a flop, a 
flash of wings, and my pigeon darted on its way while I sat crying.

We reached Fort Dodge that night. The place where Dodge City 

stands today was .then a stretch of prairie; the only point of habitation
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was the fort. So rare was the arrival of travelers that the approach 
of even an unexpected horseman brought everyone outside the buildings 
of the garrison. At this time the Indians were out making medicine. 
Medicine making included excited harangues and plans for an outbreak, 
and when rumor of a medicine camp reached any garrison, the soldiers 
were at once dispatched to break it up. For this reason the garrison 
was so depleted that the necessary number of .aimed soldiers needed to 

escort us on our way could not be furnished, and Colonel Floyd-Jones, 7

7

7'Fort Dodge was strategically located in southwestern Kansas 
on the north bank of the Arkansas River at the junction of the Santa 
Fe and Arkansas River trails. This site was a favorite campground 
for pioneers and government freighters on the Fort Hays-Camp Supply 
route. Cimarron and Mulberry Greeks, the W o  points where the Indians 
most frequently crossed the Arkansas, lay on either side of the post. 
According to some historians the post, which was established about 
April of 1865, was named in honor of Colonel Henry Dodge who led the 
1st Dragoons through this area in 1835, but until contemporary docu
ments disproving it can be cited, it may be assumed that the fort was 
named for General Grenville M. Dodge, the famous builder of the Union 
Pacific, who in 1865 was commander of the Department of the Missouri 
and thus in charge of all troops in the area. Fort Dodge attained 
its greatest importance during the latter months of 1868 when it was 
used for a time by General Sheridan as a base during his winter cam
paign against the hostiles in Texas and Indian Territory. After troops 
were withdrawn from Fort Dodge.in 1882, the buildings were used to 
house the Kansas State Soldier's Home. See Marvin H. Garfield, "The 
Military Post as a Factor in the Frontier Defense of Kansas, 1865- 
1869," Kansas Historical Quarterly, I (November 1931), 50-62; Clara 
H. Hazelrigg, A New History of Kansas (Topeka: Crane & Co., 1895),
21)0; Kansas: A Guide to the Sunflower State, compiled and written by 
the Federal Writers' Project of the WPA (New York: Viking Press, 1939), 
178; Report on Barracks and Hospitals. 301-301); and The War of the 
Rebellion: A Compilation of the Official Records of the Union anfj 
Confederate Armies (130 vols.. Washington: Government Printing Office, 
1880-1901), Ser. I, Vol. 1)8, Pt. 1, 131, 1211, 1221) and Pt. 2, 7l)-75.
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8the post commander, would not permit any officer to leave Fort Dodge

unless under protection of a proper escort. Thus we were forced to
remain at Fort Dodge for ten days. It was here that my mother met the

first of our new regiment, the Tenth Cavalry. Lieutenant and Mrs. Col-

laday, who were charming, cultured people, acted as our host and host- 
9ess. In those frontier garrisons there was no hotel, no stopping 

place except the homes of the officers, to shelter chance guests. Yet 

no matter how small an officer's pay, how limited the space in his 
home, or how many the invading party might number, some way was always 
found to care for visitors.

Finally we were on our way again. In the ambulance, a three- 
seated covered carriage, my brother Harry and I were settled on the 

back seat with my mother. On the second inside seat, facing us, sat my 
father with a loaded carbine in his hand, watching closely for the first 
suspicious sign of Indians, for even a small puff of dust might give 

warning of danger. Another carbine, ready for instant use, was propped 
beside the driver who held the reins of the four fast-trotting mules. * 9

DeLancey Floyd-Jones of New York served with the l*th Infantry 
upon his graduation from West Point in I8I46 and participated in the Mex
ican War. In May of 1861 he was made a major in the 11th Infantry and 
after two years was promoted to lieutenant-colonel of the 19th Infantry. 
Following the Civil War Floyd-Jones was made colonel of the 6th Infantry. 
He was unassigned from March, 1869, to January of 1871 when he was 
placed in command of the 3rd Infantry at Fort Dodge. He retired from 
the service in March, 1879, and died in 1902 at the age of 76. See 
Heitman, op. pit., I, 1*26; and West Point Register. 189.

9̂Samuel Rakestraw Colladay enlisted as a private in the 19th 
Pennsylvania Infantry in April of 1861 and in four years rose to the 
rank of captain in the 6th Pennsylvania Cavalry. After the war he 
served as 2nd and then 1st lieutenant in the 10th Cavalry until his 
death in January, I88I4. See Heitman, op. cit., I, 317.
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In a big canvas-topped array wagon rode our escort of armed soldiers.

Young though I was, that drive is fresh in ray memory. Every

thing was so unusual that it made as sharp an impression as when a 
sensitive photographic film is exposed to sunlight. I am confident 
that this trip really formed my life habit of observing the smallest 

details. My father kept calling ray attention to things that seemed in

significant —  a peculiar twist of a mesquite bush, a horned toad, dis
tant dust, hoofprints in the soft road, or the position of the sun 

compared with time by his watch. I acquired the trick of drinking from 

the grey woolen-covered tin canteen. Two of these containers, kept 

moistened to insure a drink that was not unlike water from a simmering 

teakettle, hung against the inside of our vehicle. I felt quite ini

tiated as a "Westerner when I was able to pull the plug of the canteen, 

tip it, and "drink like a soldier" instead of pouring the water out
side my chin and down my neck. This was no easy accomplishment for a 

tenderfoot of any age or sex when riding in a carriage which bumped 
over a rough road at a fairly good speed. I also learned the value of 

maps as we traveled over this unsettled country. Because of the impor

tance of camping where water could be found, each spring and waterhole 

and every tiny creek was marked on the handmade map my father carried. 

It was necessary to plan the drive from one source of water to another, 
and mules and horses had to be considered before human beings.

Our first night out of Fort Dodge brought us to a little river 

called the Cimarron. It was a new and interesting experience to watch 
the soldiers pitch the tent where our family was to pass that night. 
Mesquite roots were dug up for fuel. The short, thick knobs made a
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very hot, lasting fire over which our supper was cooked* Tin plates, 

cups, and common iron forks adorned the red cloth spread upon the 

ground over a canvas, and we sat on small boxes placed around our 

"table." After the meal, my father showed us a dugout built against 
the embankment of the river. It could not be seen from the level 

ground above; only the short stovepipe betrayed it. I soon learned 
that this strange structure was a store that had been established by a 

typical pioneer. There were no windows, and when the heavy door was 

shut and barred, the dugout became a fortress. The storekeeper had a 
small supply of matches, tobacco, pipes, chewing tobacco, and such 

things as teamsters might require on the road. In the back he had 
taken the precaution to dig a second room. It was so small that it 

barely permitted a good-sized man to crawl inside. The owner explained 

that in case Indians should get into the front of his home, he could 
retreat into the hole in the back of the store and stand them off un
til all his ammunition except the last bullet had been spent. This he 

would use on himself. Any white man preferred death at his own hands 
to capture and almost certain torture by the Indians. All through the 

Indian country women in lonely places were instructed: “Save the last
bullet for yourself." That night my mother, who was too frightened to 

sleep, insisted on moving into the safety of the dugout with my brother 

and me.
After breakfast the next morning we started our second day's 

march. It was not monotonous. We soon ran into immense herds of 

buffalo coming north from their winter ranges. The whole country was 
black with them. They kept ahead of us all day, one herd following the
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other* Sick buffalo, driven from the herds, straggled behind in a pa
thetic effort to keep up with the main bunches* They looked like an 

ocean of small black waves as they moved at a rapid gait, their immense 
heads lowered and the hairy humps on their backs rising and falling as 
they traveled along. Because we needed meat, some of the soldiers gal

loped their horses ahead until they were within shooting range of the 
rear herd. My father lifted my brother to the driver's seat and held 

him so that he could watch. As one of the animals toppled clumsily to 
the ground my brother grew highly excited. "When excited, he often 
stuttered. "See! See!" he shrieked at the top of his voice, staring 

in horror. "Not No! B-b-boy shoot B-b-bouncel" I understood. Katie 
Dougherty, who had been my own nursemaid until my brother usurped my 

cradle, used to take us both to the home of her brother's family and 
there a big Newfoundland dog had become our staunch friend. The dog 
was big, it was black, and its name was Bounce. It required quite a 
bit of explanation to persuade my brother that the soldiers had not 
shot our friend Bounce.

When we traveled over this same country a few years later, the 

only signs of buffaloes we saw were the dried carcasses or bleaching 

bones. Every buffalo had been skinned. Wanton slaughter by buffalo 
hunters for the sake of selling the hides not only exterminated the 
herds but created much of the Indian troubles. The dried meat of the 

buffalo afforded the Indians food for months and the hides provided 
tepees, bedding, and protection against exposure to cold or stormy 
weather. Deer, also necessary to sustain life and provide clothing for 
the Indians, soon became almost as scarce as the buffalo. Army officers



realized that this situation was responsible for many of the Indian out
breaks on the southwestern plains. When the toll of white lives is 

taken into consideration, one must also remember that the actions of 

white civilians and mercenary hunters helped to create the situation.
The second night brought us to a camp where one company of the 

Sixth Infantry was stationed. A circle ten feet high had been built 

from bags of sand; it had one narrow opening barely large enough to per
mit a man to pass in and out. An armed sentinel always stood guard, 
day or night, at this entrance. Inside the encampment, which was called 
a redoubt, tents were pitched for the soldiers stationed there under 
the command of non-commissioned officers. Though a whole company of 

soldiers was at hand in addition to our own armed escort, ny mother was 
very nervous. The mere fact that it was considered necessary to keep 
such a large force at this point made her the more certain that there 

was grave danger here and that the hidden Indians might dash upon our 
tent before the men could assemble outside the redoubt to protect us. 
Our tent had been pitched only fifty feet from the fortress, but my 
mother sat outside the opening of the tent and insisted that she could 

not sleep. At last she begged, "If I could have the tent inside the 
redoubt I know I could sleep soundly." It was an unusual situation. 
Officers1 families were never quartered amidst enlisted men, but prec

edent and official regulations were mere words to her at that time.
Her plea reached the ears of an old Irish sergeant. He stepped up, 

saluting my father, and said, "Liftenant, shure, if the lady wants to 
stay in the redoubt, we'll put her there." That settled it. The tent 
was taken down and set up inside of the fortress of sandbags, our

35
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bedding arranged on the ground, and there, surrounded by a troop of the 

Sixth Infantry, my mother rested peacefully.
A terrific thunderstorm was raging when our ambulance reached 

Camp Supply late the next afternoon. We were driven past a long row 

of squatty log cabins that were connected at the sides by small porches 
about four feet across, giving the effect of one continuous building. 

There were no doors to be seen at the rear. The driver stopped the 

ambulance and my father jumped to the ground, but my mother refused to 

get out. "Not at these stables," she retorted to my father's question

ing, supposing he had to stop there for some official reason and was 
joking. "But these are the officers' quarters," he informed her. Fin

ally mother conceded and climbed down —  but if those miles of Indian 
country had not been so vivid in her mind, one officer of the Tenth 

Cavalry would have been minus his wife and two children that day.
Two men came to the ambulance just then. My father introduced 

10Captain Nicholas Nolan, commanding Troop A of the Tenth Cavalry and 

Second Lieutenant Levi P. Hunt"*"**- of the same troop. My father was

^Nicholas Nolan, an old-time Irish soldier, joined the army 
in 1852 and had advanced from private to captain by the end of the 
Civil War. He came to the frontier in 1866 with the 10th Cavalry where 
he served faithfully but without special distinction. Nolan died in 
October, 1883, almost a year after being promoted to the grade of major 
in the 3rd Cavalry. See Heitman, op. cit., I, 750.

"*"*Levi Pettibone Hunt (181*5-1913) of Missouri was assigned to 
the 10th Cavalry as 2nd lieutenant upon graduation from West Point in 
1870, serving with that regiment until February, 1901, when he was pro
moted to major in the 13th Cavalry. In April, 1905, he was made lieu
tenant-colonel of the 3rd Cavalry and the following September transferred 
to the 2nd Cavalry. In March, 1909, Hunt became colonel of the ll*th 
Cavalry. Two months later he was transferred to the command of the 10th 
Cavalry, and in August of that year he retired from the service. See 
Official Army Register for 1911*, 539J and West Point Register. 215.



37
first lieutenant of the troop. Mother looked askance at these officers, 
dressed in scouting clothes as they had just returned from a hard chase 

after Indians. Their trousers were of the kind issued to enlisted men, 
made of coarse cloth and of a lighter color than the handsome dark blue 
broadcloth used by officers. (In those days the "army blue}! with yel

low trimmings for cavalry, white for infantry, and red for artillery, 
made the United States Army a thing of beauty on parade —  very differ

ent from the later inferior dye of so-called olive drab, which makes a 

line of soldiers look like an omelette concocted from addled eggs.) My 

mother had never seen officers dressed like those two in blue flannel 

shirts who stood before her in the rain. The effect of their Mexican 
sombreroes, unshaven faces, and Indian moccasins could not be offset 

by their cordial words. She was most frigid in her resentment at be

ing introduced to such rough characters, much to the amusement of the 
captain of her husband's troop and the second lieutenant who was a 
West Point graduate and a polished gentleman. My father was practically 
"between the devil and the deep sea" at that moment.

"You are to be the guests of Mrs. Nolan and myself until your 

quarters are fixed comfortably," said Captain Nolan to her. We were 

helped to the ground, and as we went under the little side porch a 

door opened. Two doors, one at either side of the house, were the only 

entrances to the officers' homes at Camp Supply. Mrs. Nolan stood with 

her two children —  Katie, a little older than myself, and her boy, Ed

die, a bit younger than my brother —  beside her to welcome us to Camp 

Supply. She was a refined, cultured woman from Washington, D. C., but 

the home over which she presided gracefully was like all the others in
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the garrison. Rough logs ran -vertically, not horizontally as in most 

log cabins, and the cracks between the logs were chinked in with dry 
mud. We were.ushered into her bedroom to wash for dinner. Spikes were 
driven into the logs to hold clothing, and a collapsible iron frame 
supported a tin bowl and pitcher such as were used in camps. The bed 

was of rough boards with a government bed-sack filled with straw. • The 
floor in this room was merely packed dirt, well swept. In the other -- 

room were chairs of crude, unpainted wood and a covered .rough box board 
table. But Mrs. Nolan could brag of being the only woman at Camp.Sup

ply who had a carpet on her living room floor. It was an ingrain car
pet, carefully laid. Hay had been thickly strewn on the dirt floor, 
and over this were placed many layers of newspapers donated by friends 

who had slowly accumulated them. Thus the sacred carpet was protected 
from contact with the earth beneath it..

While we were chatting with Mrs. Nolan, Aunt Eliza entered. She 
was an old-fashioned Southern darkey. All the enlisted men of the Tenth 
Cavalry were colored soldiers of the best type. Their wives became 
cooks, laundresses, and nursemaids to the children of the officers.
The old woman bragged about how many "chillun ob de Tenth Ca'vry" she 

"done nussed and raised" long after those boys and girls had fully-grown 

children of their own. "Miss Annie, how many potatoes shall I done cook 
fo* dinnah?" she asked. Mrs. Nolan counted the .guests, then replied: 

"Cook one potato for each person and two for the four children.” My 
mother was insulted at having potatoes doled out by her stingy hostess. 

Mrs. Nolan, reading my mother's thoughts, said quietly, "After you have 
been here awhile, you will understand why we count potatoes."
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It was seven months before we ate another potato, and then we 

paid seven dollars to a courageous peddler for half a bushel. In the 
Indian country peddlers did not risk trips from the railroad towns to 
Camp Supply or such garrisons. The chance of an attack with loss of 
horses, burning of wagons, and theft of merchandise was serious enough 

without the additional possibility of losing one's scalp as the climax 
of the trading trip. Neither potatoes nor any other fresh vegetables 

were then included in government rations. The soldiers, few in propor

tion to the amount of work to be done, had no time to cultivate either 
conpany gardens or a post garden. Fresh beef, furnished by contractors, 

was only issued at intervals and was supplemented by buffalo meat, ven

ison, quail, dove, wild turkey, and small game shot by the soldiers. 

Canned stuffs from the commissary completed our menu; but the canning 
industry was then in its infancy and we were limited to peaches, toma
toes, and cove oysters in cans.

Soon we moved down to our own quarters: two log rooms with
dirt floors and a lean-to for a kitchen. At the front of the cabin a 
small window looked out onto the walk and the parade ground. It was 

evidently the rainy season, for when we entered our own side door the 

water was pouring down. My mother had learned the reason why no house 

had a front or back door and why those funny little side porches had 

been built. In case of an attack, the families at the extreme ends of 

the garrison could retreat from house to house by those porches —  

while soldiers fought on the outside edge of the porches to cover the 
retreat until the women and children were concentrated at the safest 

possible point of the garrison. A huge chunk of mud fell from the



ceiling as we entered the room, leaving a hole through which the rain 

fell* My mother sat down on the trunk and cried, announcing that she 
was going back to Philadelphia at the first opportunity. But I was sat
isfied; I had found a big spider. My father promptly killed it, warn
ing me.about tarantulas, centipedes, scoipions, and many other inter
esting insects which he promised to show me later.

Our beds were like Mrs. Nolan's. Flat boards were nailed to 
short posts driven into the dirt floors,and government bed-sacks were 

filled with clean straw and placed on top. Buffalo robes, fur-side up 
beneath the sheets, kept the sharp straw from scratching the flesh. As 

the rain sometimes loosened the mud in the ceiling, it was necessary to 

erect some kind of canopy. Four posts were driven into the floor, and 

over them was tacked a canvas tent sheet. Tent sheets were scarce; 

the quartermaster was held responsible for each one used, and they 
could not be bought. Before the canopy had been constructed over our 
bed, my father once suggested opening an umbrella over us, but my 
mother rejected the proposition because "umbrellas opened in a house 
are a sign of death." We took refuge under the tent sheet whenever it 
rained, and I considered it a play house. My mother found the situa

tion unbearable, however. One morning she discovered a hole in the 
wall so large that one could look out onto the front walk. In desper

ation she gathered all her precious newspapers and rammed them into 

the open places between the logs that formed the front of our house. 

Lieutenant-colonel Davidson, then in command at Camp Supply, was
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TOpassing on his way to the adjutant's office* When he saw the papers 

he knocked at the door, and Mother explained the predicament. My 

father was out with his troop scouting after Indians as usual, and we 
were alone. Colonel Davidson studied the cabin and promised to send 
the quartermaster an order to make repairs. Soon after, both the ceil

ings and walls were lined with good canvas.
The presence of a manservant was a feature of each home. Offi

cers were permitted to use an enlisted man who was willing to work for 

extra pay during hours when his regular duties did not require his at
tention. These men were called "strikers" in days before that term had 
its present association. Perhaps the modern application was founded on 

the fact that a striker was not required to give his attention

John Wynn Davidson (1823-1881), a West Point graduate in 
the class of l81i$ commonly known as "Black Jack," was a veteran of 
both the Mexican War and the Indian campaigns of the l8$0's. Despite 
strong attachments to his native state, Virginia, he refused a Confed
erate commission at the outbreak of the Civil War and was subsequently 
appointed brigadier-general of volunteers in the Union array. For his 
gallant conduct in the Peninsular campaign, Davidson was awarded two 
brevets. He commanded the St. Louis district, the Army of Southeast
ern Missouri, and the Army of Arkansas5 at the war's end he was Chief 
of Cavalry, Division of the West Mississippi. He was b re vetted briga
dier and major-general. In December, i860, Davidson was appointed 
lieutenant-colonel of the 10th Cavalry, and in the following years he 
served as instructor of military science and tactics at the Kansas 
Agricultural College as well as commander of various Indian expedi
tions . In 1879 he was promoted to colonel of the 2nd Cavalry at Fort 
Custer, Montana. There he was injured when his horse fell upon him, 
and he died from the effects several months later. See Francis 
Trevelyan Miller (ed.). The Photographic History of the Civil War,
(10 vols., New York: Review of Reviews Co., 1912), II, 3 1 * 2 and 
X, 311J and sketch by Charles F. Carey in DAB, V, 93-91*. Mention of 
Davidson is made in Theophilus F. Rodenbough (comp.). From Everglade 
to CaHon With the Second Dragoons (New York: D. Van Nostrand, lo?^), 
and Joseph I. Lambert, One Hundred Years With the Second Cavalry 
(Topeka, Kansas: Capper Printing Co., 1939), regimental histories 
which sketch the careers of all officers who served in the 2nd 
Cavalry.



exclusively to official duty. The soldiers and the Tenth Cavalry vied 

for such jobs. They had comfortable kitchens to sit in and talk with 
the cooks, and they never lacked good things to eat. They were en
titled to their regular meals in the barracks and also were able to de
vour delicacies prepared for the officers' tables. Soldiers who were 
not strikers, probably because such positions were limited in number, 
called them "dog-robbers," intimating that the family dog was deprived 
of tidbits by the presence of the striker. Our striker, a man named 

Hopkins, was unique. He was an expert card player and, when lucky, 
would take the largest bill in his possession and thrust it through 

the buttonhole of his collar so that it formed a necktie with two flar

ing ends. The effect of this bow-tie below his solemn black face was 

ludicrous.
I was very proud of my bathtub. It was made of half a whiskey 

barrel burnt to destroy the strong odor and had ropes as handles. Sim
ilar tubs were used by the laundresses. Our only chairs were empty 
soap boxes, and the dining table was a large box which had contained 
uniforms for the soldiers. One afternoon my father appeared at the 
door carrying a real chair. He had bought it at the trader's store 

where it had been left by an officer formerly stationed at Camp Supply. 
This was a folding chair with a gaudy carpet seat and with another 

strip of the same design forming the back. The chair was tried in 

every corner of the room; and just as my mother had decided where it 

should remain, a knock at the door brought Captain and Mrs. Powell of
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the Sixth Infantry to call. , They were new arrivals. The chair, as 

a seat of honor, was offered to Mrs. Powell first,' but she insisted 

that my mother use it. Then in turn it was declined by Captain 
Powell and my father. As there were only three boxes to sit upon and 
no one would sit in the chair, my father remained standing until the 

others combined to compel him to sit in the seat of honor. Very, much 
against his will, he complied. He was most cautious at first, but as 

the conversation progressed he forgot the new chair and leaned back. 

In a horrible clatter the chair collapsed and my father fell to the 
floor. The chair made good kindling wood, however, and an extra soap 

box was brought to our home the next day. We were prepared for more 
callers.

The dust storms at Camp Supply were frequent and fierce. The 
fine sand sifted in clouds through the house and filled the cooking 
pots. Often it was necessary to use candles in mid-day, for coal oil 

was too valuable for constant use even.when it could be obtained from 
a venturesome peddler. I recall a different type of storm at Camp

13

James William Powell enlisted as a private in the 7th New 
York State Militia in April, 1861, and three months later he was com
missioned a 1st lieutenant in the 71st New York Infantry. In the 
spring of 1863 he was mustered out and joined the veteran reserve 
corps. Powell was commissioned a captain in the i£nd Infantry in 1866 
and in April, 1869, was transferred to the 6th Infantry. He was pro
moted to major in 1891 and was transferred to the 21st Infantry the 
following year. Powell was made lieutenant-colonel of the lf>th In
fantry three years later and promoted to colonel of the 17th Infantry 
in January, 1899. He retired in September of the same year and died 
in 1907. See Heitman, op. cit.. I, 803i and Official Army Register 
for 1908. 938.
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Supply —  a grasshopper storm# The insects came in a dense cloud, like 

hailstones, and fell around our doors and covered the ground. Colonel 
Davidson had two daughters, about ten and twelve, who frequently took 
me to play at their home. Just after the grasshopper storm they came 
for me, and in the Colonel’s house they showed me a big can covered 
with mosquito netting and filled with live hoppers# A bit of thread 
was fastened to a grasshopper, and a yard of string was allowed to in
tervene between that insect and another hopper. These were tossed to 

the ceiling where they clung; the swinging thread between them af

forded a place for a third hopper. When the room was thick with swing
ing grasshoppers someone discovered us and put an end to our fun#

By this time my mother had forgotten her determination to desert 
the army and return to civilization. In the months at Camp Supply she 

had grown accustomed to seeing officers with rough clothes and unkept 

beards, for my father was one of those officers and he looked exactly 
like the others when he came home after weeks of scouting in dust, 

rain, bitter cold, or grilling heat. We wondered how long we would re
main at Camp Supply# In December, 1871, an order came for Troop A 
with its officers, Nolan, Hunt, and my father, to proceed to Fort Sill 

in the heart of the Comanche and Kiowa reservation."^ Only those who 
have traveled overland with the cavalry can understand the thrill that 

stirs each one, even the youngest child, when the march begins. The 

stamping of the troop horses, the joking of the old soldiers, and the 

last goodbyes set the stage; then the troop wheels at the call of the

A search of the records at the National Archives reveals that 
Troop A left Camp Supply on October 26, 1871, and arrived at Fort Sill 
eleven days later#
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bugle, and the dust rises as the horses take up the pace. We were un

derway, riding in one of the ambulances provided for families of the 
officers. Behind us came a long line of white-topped prairie schoon
ers loaded with troop property, each wagon drawn by six mules with the 
driver -sitting on one of the mules of the "wheel team," his blacksnake 
whip hanging about his neck.

On this trip an amusing incident arose because of army regula

tions concerning baggage. A captain was allowed only 1,$00 pounds of 
baggage, an amount that filled the front half of a government wagon.
The first lieutenant was entitled to one-half of the back of the same 
wagon, and the second lieutenant took what space was left by the first 
lieutenant. Since Lieutenant Hunt, a bachelor, had only a trunk, he 

donated his share of the back end of the wagon to accommodate our over
flow. Among our possessions was a five gallon can of coal oil, half 
used. My mother had paid one dollar a gallon for that oil. When we 
stopped the first night, we discovered to our chagrin that the can of 
coal oil was empty. Two and a half .gallons of the valuable fluid had 
leaked on Mrs. Nolan*s prized ingrain carpet which had been stowed in 

the front of the wagon. Mrs. Nolan was aggrieved; so was my mother. 

Each one felt she was the injured party, and for several days neither 

one spoke to the other. My father and Captain Nolan, however, saw the 

humor of the situation. To them it was "all in the line of duty," and 
soon the incident became a laughable memory.

At one point on our journey we reached a river where the usual 
ford had been cut away by floods. The troopers unhitched the wagons 
and our own ambulance, and tied picket ropes to the back wheels. One



man who had already ridden his horse through the muddy water signalled 

after reaching the best possible landing place on the other bank. Then 
our vehicle bumped down the steep declivity toward the stream. We 
practically dangled from the picket ropes held by the troopers, but 
touched bottom safely. The men scrambled down, untied the ropes from 
the back wheels, and hitched the four mules to the ambulance. With 

soldiers riding at either side of the lead mules to keep them from turn

ing downstream with the current, we finally reached the opposite bank. 

Then the picket ropes were enployed again: this time they were fastened
to the front wheels of our ambulance, and troopers dragged the vehicle 

up the bank. At times we literally "hung ‘twixt heaven and earth" like 

Mohamet's coffin. No horses or mules could have hauled our wagons up 
that grade.

There was another menace in crossing streams —  quicksand —  

which fortunately we did not encounter. Often there would be no indi
cation of its presence until a team began to flounder and sink. Then 
the troopers would dash their horses through the water and begin whip
ping the team with the flat blades of their sabres. If a team balked, 
the traces had to be cut so that each mule might fight for its own 

life —  and the heavily loaded wagon would soon disappear beneath the 
water, never to be seen again.

We passed herd after herd of buffalo. They were going north 

to their summer range j when the weather turned cold these same herds 

would travel south to their winter range. Not hundreds, but thousands, 
were in sight of our troop. One day a big herd of buffalo, for some 
unknown reason, stampeded. They were just ahead of us and formed a
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solid mass. ■ It was characteristic of them never to swing aside, but to 

rush forward in a direct line when stampeded* From early dawn until we 
stopped that night and made camp, those animals formed a solid wall of 

brown in front of us. In the morning they had vanished, but as we 
traveled along we came across what had been a light wagon. It was- a 
total wreck. No horses or human beings were near it. Later in the day 

we met the owners of the wagon, a couple riding their team, who gladly 
climbed into one of our white-topped troop wagons and rode in comfort 

to the next settlement.

At times it was necessary to "make a road." This was the case 
when we reached a point where a river had washed away any sign of a 

crossing, leaving only a high bank overhanging a steep bluff. In order 

to get our. wagons across, the troopers used their picks and shovels to 
cut a path down the frozen embankment. Then another problem had to 
be met: the river bed was so narrow that it would not accommodate
four mules at a time, and not even this number could possibly drag 

our heavy wagons up the opposite grade. So eight mules were doubled 
up, making four teams, one ahead of the other. These were hitched to 

the first wagon as an experiment, and old Sergeant Alls op of Troop A 
took the reins as he sat astride the “near wheeler." We watched anx
iously from our own ambulance, on the edge of the bluff, knowing that 

we must cross in that same manner if we were to cross at all. The 
mules were driven slowly, the brakes held against the wheels by a 

trooper who sat on the driver's seat. Near the bottom of the narrow 

riverbed the brakes were released. Wild yells of the men mingled with 

cracks of the whip as mounted soldiers at either side urged the mules



on with the flat blades of their sabres and they dashed down the. last 

few feet of the incline, across the narrow bottom, and up the opposite 

grade. The leaders of the four teams were struggling up the steep in
cline while the wagon was still careening downward on the other side.

Always, in those days, we faced the danger of prairie fires.
On our trip to. Fort Sill we encountered this menace. , Luckily the wind 

was in our favor, but the heat and smoke of the fire did reach us. At 
any hour we knew that the wind might change, and it was not until we 

had crossed a wide stream that we felt we were out of the path of the 
flames. It is a sight, once seen, never forgotten. The flames were 

like an army of immense red demons, leaping and tossing long arms to 

clutch and destroy every vestige of life. 1 was too young to realize 

the danger of flying sparks on the dry prairie grass. The fire could 
even cross the river if the wind happened to shift.

After many days of travel we reached Fort Sill. The garrison, 
located in the heart of an Indian reservation about a hundred and nine
ty miles southeast of Camp Supply, thirty miles south of Washita, and 
forty miles north of the Red River, was established by General Sheridan 
during his campaign in the winter of 1868 and 1869. General Benjamin 

F. Grierson, commanding officer of my father's regiment,^ had called

^Benjamin Henry Grierson (1826-1911), a native of Pittsburgh, 
was a merchant at Meredosia, Illinois, prior to his enlistment in the 
Union army as a private in May of 1861. He was promoted to major of 
the 6th Illinois Cavalry several months later and was made colonel the 
following year. Grierson was engaged in nearly all the cavalry skir
mishes and raids in western Tennessee and northern Mississippi and in 
April of 1863, as commander of a brigade, made a successful raid from 
LaGrange, Tennessee, to Baton Rouge, Louisiana, which was immensely 
helpful to General Grant in the Vicksburg campaign. By the end of the 
war he had advanced to the rank of major-general of volunteers. In
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the place Camp Wichita* Later it was known as Camp Sheridan, and in 

1869 it was officially named Fort SiU*"^

July, 1866, Grierson was made colonel of the 10th Cavalry which was at 
that time in the process of organization* Although he was brevetted 
brigadier and major-general in 186? in recognition of his heroic ac
tions during the Civil War, it was more than twenty years before he re
ceived his next promotion. Grierson’s failure to advance was largely 
due to his mild Indian policy and his unwillingness to risk the lives 
of his men on daring exploits. During the years that he led his regi
ment from Forts Sill and Gibson in Indian Territory, he was often cen
sured by irate citizens who demanded more vigorous action against the 
hostile Indians. After serving on recruiting duty in St. Louis from 
early 1873 to the spring of 1873, Grierson returned to the command of 
the 10th Cavalry at Fort Concho. In 1882 the regiment was transferred 
to Fort Davis, Texas, and three years later to Whipple Barracks, Ari
zona. Grierson was placed in command of the District of New Mexico in 
November, 1886, and in the latter part of 1888 he assumed command of 
the Department of Arizona. In April, 1890, Grierson was promoted to 
the rank of brigadier-general, and three months later he retired from 
the army. See Frank M. Temple, "Colonel Grierson in the Southwest," 
Panhandle Plains Historical Review, XXX (1957), 27-51iJ Carolyn Thomas 
Foreman, "General Benjamin Henry Grierson," Chronicles of Oklahoma,
XXIV (Summer 191*6), 195-218; D. Alexander Brown, Grierson’s Raid (Urba- 
na: University of Illinois Press, 1951*); and Albert G. Brackett, History 
of the United States Cavalry From the Formation of the Federal Govern
ment to the 1st of June, l8o3 (New York: Harper & Bros., 1865), 289-98.

16After hostile Indians attacked and burned the Washita agency 
near Anadarko, the need for a military post in the vicinity was fully 
realized. Colonel Grierson was sent from Fort Arbuckle in the latter 
part of May, 1868, to make reconnaissance. At the end of June his 
party reached the site on Medicine Bluff Creek where Colonel Henry 
Dodge had discovered a Wichita village in 1831*. Although this location 
had previously been recommended for a military post, no action had been 
taken. Grierson felt that the ample supply of wood and water, good 
pasturage, high peaks for outposts, and limestone for building made it 
ideal. After a second reconnaissance led by Grierson in December,
1868, General Sheridan proceeded to the proposed site with the 7th Cav
alry, two squadrons of the 10th, and the 19th Kansas Volunteers, and 
construction was begun in January. The name of the garrison was offi
cially changed to Fort Sill on July 2, 1869, in honor of Brigadier- 
general Joshua W. Sill, a West Point classmate of Sheridan who had been 
killed while leading a charge at the battle of Stone River, Tennessee, 
in December of 1862. See Nye, Carbine and Lance, 1*9-100, passim.



CHAPTER III
THE INDIAN FRONTIER AT FORT SILL IN 1871

While we were on our way west in 1871, events of great impor
tance were taking place in the Indian Territory. Fort Sill was the 

center of all activity. There were probably as many as three thousand 
Indians living on the reservations surrounding the fort. Comahches, 

Kiowas, and Southern Cheyennes lived in many large villages on all 
sides of the garrison. With them, in other villages, were lesser 

tribes —  Wichitas, Arapahoes, Keechis, Wacos, and Caddoes —  all 

of whom were on friendly terms with the more powerful groups. Each 

band had its own chief and sub-chiefs. Quanah Parker was chief

iQuanah Parker, the last Comanche war chief to surrender to the 
United States government, was the son of Cynthia Ann Parker, a white 
woman carried off by the Comanches in 1836 when warriors of that tribe 
and a number of Kiowas swept down upon Parker * s Fort in the present-day 
Limestone County, Texas. Cynthia Ann, then a.child of only nine years, 
adjusted easily to the Indian way of life. She became the wife of Peta 
Nocona, chief of the Quahada Comanches, and bore two sons and a daughter. 
During a raid on a Comanche hunting camp by Texas Rangers in i860, she 
was discovered and brought back to civilization, but she was now a 
Comanche at heart and, unable to adjust to the new environment, she 
died soon after. Although it has been claimed that Captain Sul Ross, 
the leader of this raid and later governor of Texas, fatally wounded 
Chief Nocona, most accounts discredit this story as a case of mistaken 
identity. Quanah, who was twelve at the time, stated repeatedly that 
his father lived for several years after the raid. The chieftainship 
was seized by others after Nocona*s death, but Quanah later gained the 
position of authority through courage, ability, and sheer force of 
character. Sullen and revengeful, he led many raids against white set
tlers. But in the spring of I87I4, in combination with the Cheyennes 
and some of the Kiowas, Quanah and his band went on the warpath for the 
last time. A full-scale campaign brought the gradual surrender of the 
several bands, and in April of 1875 the chief of the Quahadas led his 
people into Fort Sill. His ability enabled him to remain in a position

/
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of the Quahada Comanches; Satanta,' a notorious raider.

of leadership. Ambitious and shrewd, he quickly realized that any real 
progress for his people could be made only by following the white man's 
way. Gradually he became the mainstay of the officials who presided 
over Comanche fortunes, and many times he traveled to Washington in 
the interest of his people. Quanah was a born politician and orator, 
and he learned to speak English well. When death came in February, 
1911, the great chief of the Comanches was buried with elaborate cere
mony at Post Oak Mission near Indiahoma, Oklahoma. See Zoe A.Tilgh- 
man, Quanah. the Eagle of the Comanches (Oklahoma City: Harlow Publish
ing Corp., 1938)} Daniel A. Becker, "Comanche Civilization With History 
of Quanah Parker,” Chronicles of Oklahoma. I (June 1923), 2U3-52j Paul 
I. Wellman, "Cynthia Ann Parker," Chronicles of Oklahoma. XII (June 
193b), 163-70; Rupert N. Richardson (ed.), "The Death of Nocona and the 
Recovery of Cynthia Ann Parker," Southwestern Historical Quarterly,
XLVI (July 19U2), 15-21; and William T. Hagan, "Quanah Parker, Indian 
Judge," in K. Ross Toole et al. (eds.). Probing the American West 
(Santa Fe: Museum of New Mexico Press, 1962), 71-76.

2Satanta (Set-tainte or White Bear), a large and muscular man 
and one of the most daring and successful Kiowa warriors, was reputed 
to be both treacherous and ruthlessly cruel. Although he was not rec
ognized as head chief, Satanta was easily the dominant figure among the 
Kiowas during the last years of his life. Brazen and impudent, shrewd 
at times and yet naive, he was addicted to boasting. His eloquence and 
vigor of expression in his native language earned him the title of 
"Orator of the Plains.” Confined at the Texas state penitentiary for 
his part in the Jacksboro Massacre in May, 1871, he later gained his 
freedom; but because he committed further depredations, Satanta was re
turned to prison in September of 187b* Four years later, proud and de
fiant to the last, he flung himself from a window and ended his life. 
See Clarence Wharton, Satanta, the Great Chief of the Kiowas and His 
People (Dallas: Banks, Upshaw & Go., 193f>)$ James Mooney, Calendar 
History of the Kiowa Indians (Washington: Bureau of Ethnology, 1898), 
206-10; Mildred P. Mayhall, The Kiowas (Norman: University of Oklahoma 
Press, 1962), passim; and Robert G* Carter, On the Border With Mac
kenzie (Washington: Eynon Printing Co., 1935)7 97-98.
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Big Tree,^ Lone W o l f a n d  Kicking Bird"' were leaders of the Kiowas# 

Kicking Bird's village was located on the north side of Beaver Creek

& i g  Tree (Ado-ette), b o m  in 181*7, was too young at this time 
to have gained any particular influence among his people though he was 
an outstanding warrior before he reached the age of twenty* His com
mitment to the Texas penitentiary along with Satanta gave him a prom
inence that does not seem fully justified by his subsequent career, for 
he led a peaceful life after his release* Big Tree was much lighter in 
color and smaller in stature than Satanta, and his features were quite 
regular* An early convert to Christianity, he became an elder in the 
Rainy Mountain Church at Fort Sill and taught a Bible class there for 
many years before his death in 1927. See W. S. Nye, Bad Medicine and 
Good: Tales of the Kiowas (Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1962), 
2?6; Carter, On the Border With Mackenzie.' 98; and Mayhall, The Kiowas, 
passim.

^Lone Wolf (Gui-pah-go) became the nominal leader of the 
Kiowas when Little Bluff (To-hauson), the last chief to have a strong 
influence over the entire tribe, died in 1866, Lone Wolf had an un
usually dark and broad face, a prominent chin, very thin lips, and 
almond-shaped eyes with a sharp smirking expression and an ominous 
glitter. Captured in the campaign of I87I1, he was sent to Florida* 
Shortly after his release in 1879, he died during an epidemic of 
malaria at Fort Sill. See Nye, Bad Medicine and Good, 277, and Car
bine and Lance, passim; and Carter, On the Border With Mackenzie, 
271-72. ~ . . . . '

^Kicking Bird - (Tene-angopte), long a leader of the "friend
lies" among his people, was of mixed origin. His paternal grandfather 
had been a Crow captive taken as a boy by the Kiowas and adopted into 
the tribe. Kicking Bird was far above any of his nation or of the 
Comanche in general intelligence, and he was endowed with a fine phy
sique and prepossessing countenance. He enjoyed much influence among 
his people. When the question of peace or war came to a final issue 
in l87lt, it was his control that held more than two-thirds of the 
tribe from the warpath. As his cooperation with the whites often 
subjected him to the hatred of certain members of the tribe, it is 
quite possible that his death in May of 1875, at the age of 1|0, was 
the result of poisoning. See Mooney, Calendar History of the Kiowa 
Indians, 216—17; and Nye, Carbine and Lance, passim.
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not far from Fort Sill} other bands lived on Rainy Day Creek.

In May, 1871 General William Te cams eh Sherman, then commanding 
the United States Army, made his yearly tour of inspection of the 
frontier garrisons. During his stay at Fort Richardson, Texas,^ a dele
gation of citizens called upon him with complaints that Indians from 
Fort Sill had been killing and pillaging in Texas. They exhibited 

fresh scalps with long hair taken from the heads of women, saying that 

the gruesome prizes had been found among Comanches and Kiowas who lived 

on the reservation. That very night a wounded man, Thomas Brazeal, 
dragged himself to the hospital at Fort Richardson and there told Gen

eral Sherman and General Ranald S. Mackenzie, commanding officer of the 
7Fourth Cavalry, that a wagon train driven by twelve teamsters in the

rort Richardson was the northernmost of the line of federal 
posts established in Texas soon after the Civil War. It was located 
on Lost Creek about one-half mile south of Jacksboro. The post, named 
in honor of General Israel B. Richardson who was fatally wounded at the 
Battle of Antietarn, guarded the Butterfield Overland Mail route and 
served as regimental headquarters for Generals James Oakes, 6th Cav
alry, and Ranald S. Mackenzie. Fort Richardson was abandoned in May 
of 1878. See Walter Prescott Webb (ed.), The Handbook of Texas (2 
vols., Austin: Texas State Historical Association, 195277 I, 631} and 
Carl Coke Rister, The Southwestern Frontier, l86$-l88l (Cleveland: 
Arthur H. Clark Co., 1928), 50-51.

7
'Ranald Slidell Mackenzie (I8I1O-I889), a spare man of medium 

height with an ascetic and hawklike face, clean shaven except for long 
sideburns to the curve of his jaws, was one of the most successful 
Indian fighters on the frontier. He was a man of distinguished and 
rugged stock. His father, Alexander Slidell, a famous man of the sea 
and the author of many popular books, added the name Mackenzie out of 
high regard for his Scottish mother's brother. Another uncle, John 
Slidell, was the Louisiana politician and diplomat. Mackenzie left his 
studies at Williams College, where he had enrolled at the age of fif
teen, to accept an appointment to the United States Military Academy.
He graduated in 1862 with first honors. During the Civil War he was 
cited many times for his gallantry in action, and before his 25th 
birthday he had been brevetted brigadier-general. General Grant de
clared in his memoirs that he was "the most promising young officer
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in the employ of Henry Warren had been attacked by a war party. Seven 

of the teamsters had been horribly tortured and then killed; the others, 

though badly wounded, had escaped to the brush. All the mules had been 
stolen by the Indians. The trail led through the Wichita swamplands, 
over the Big and Little Wichita Rivers, then across the Red River and 
directly to Fort Sill. There was no doubt, then,.regarding the.loca-

Q
tion of the band.

in the army." Mackenzie was appointed colonel of the Ijlst Cavalry in 
March of 186? and stationed along the Rio Grande in Texas until 1869.
In 1870, following a short period of service with the 2^th Infantry, 
he was given command of the Ijth Cavalry, and he remained with that 
regiment for most of his career. Mackenzie took a leading part-in the 
campaigns of the early 1870* s against marauding Indians in West Texas 
and Indian Territory. After the Custer massacre he was sent to the 
Dakota country where, in November of 1876, he succeeded in dispersing 
and breaking the fighting power of Dull Knife's formidable band. 
Transferred back to Indian Territory and thence again to Texas, he was 
placed in command of the Department of the Nueces in 1877• At the . 
outbreak of the Ute disturbances in 1879, Mackenzie.was sent to Colo
rado where he engaged in military operations and administration.with 
marked success. Later, on, troubles in Arizona and New Mexico required 
short tours of duty in both of these territories. In October, 1882, 
he was promoted to brigadier-general, and the next year he . was placed 
in command of the Department of Texas, but because of his rapidly fail
ing health, he was retired in the spring of l88li. Domineering and im
petuous, Mackenzie was irritable on the march, gallant and invincible 
on the field, and a rigid disciplinarian. Yet in spite of his brisk 
and aloof manner, he was known to be chivalrous, loyal, and just. See 
Edward S. Wallace, "General Ranald Slidell Mackenzie, Indian Fighting 
Cavalryman," Southwestern Historical Quarterly. LYI (January 1993), 
378-96; Carter, On the Border With Mackenzie; Lessing H. Nohl, "Break
ing the Northern Cheyenne in 1876," in Probing the American West 
(Santa Fe: Museum of New Mexico Press, 1962), 86-92; and Fairfax Downey, 
Indian-Fighting Army (New York: Scribner's Sons, 19U1), 129-27•

8The wagon train, hauling government supplies from the rail
head at.Weatherford to Fort Griffin, was attacked by about 190 war
riors on the afternoon of May 18 near Cox Mountain, twenty miles from 
Fort Richardson. Since the incident occurred near Salt Creek, it is 
also known by the name "Salt Creek Massacre." Several hours before. 
General Sherman passed through the same area.where the hostiles were 
hidden in the rocky terrain. It may have been only the chance advice



General Sherman ordered Mackenzie to investigate and.hastened

toward Fort Sill,arriving in the first week in June* Probably it

would never have been definitely known that this particular band had
killed the teamsters had it not been that Satanta was unable to resist
boasting about it* It was learned that the stolen mules and many other
articles that had been the property of the. teamsters were actually in 

9his camp.

It was an anxious time for the officers and their wives as well 
as the enlisted men and their families when General Sherman issued an 
order that all of Satanta* s band should appear before him for

of a Kiowa medicine man that saved his life. He had predicted that two 
parties would travel by. The first was not to be disturbed; the second 
was theirs to attack. Having seen no signs of trouble, Sherman-had 
been inclined to believe that the bitter tales of the irate Texans were 
exaggerated but upon hearing Brazeal's story, he was forced to change 
his opinion. General Mackenzie was ordered to the site to investigate. 
After burying the bodies, he rushed on in an attempt to overtake the 
Indians, but their trail had been obliterated by rain. A part of the 
command did come upon four of the hostiles who had stopped to kill some 
buffalo. One was killed; the others fled and managed to join the main 
group of Kiowas who crossed the Red River and returned safely to their 
village. See Carl Coke Rister, "The Significance of.the Jacksboro In
dian Affair of 1871," Southwestern Historical Quarterly, XXIX (January 
1926), 181-200; Nye,-Carbine and Lance, 123-32; and Mayhall, The Kiowas, 
227-31.

9 . ■Although the agent, Lawrie Tatum, had no definite knowledge
that any of his charges had left the reservation, he suspected Satanta 
and others of his band. When the Kiowas came in soon after for rations, 
he questioned them about the recent massacre. Satanta was more than 
eager to confess to the crime. Warring was his life's profession, and 
he saw no disgrace in it. Many times before he had bragged of his ex
ploits and been paid-handsomely for the return of captives. He did not 
think of this situation as any different. But after Satanta realized 
that he was in serious trouble, he denied playing any important role in 
the raid. It is generally agreed that it was actually Maman-ti 
(Do-ha-te), the war chief and medicine man, who led the hostile Indians. 
See Nye, Carbine and Lance, 132-36; and Mayhall, The Kiowas, 228-32.



investigation. On the front porch of the commanding officer's quarters 

were General Sherman, General Grierson, and two interpreters, old Hor
ace P. Jones’̂  and a young man named Matthew D e e p e r . T h e  white 

women and children of the garrison had been ordered to stay inside 
their homes. Down the front line and past the officers' quarters 
shuffled Satanta. Big Tree, Lone Wolf, Kicking Bird, and Satankj^
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^Horace P. Jones, a stately man with a goatee, came to the 
Indian country from Missouri in l85£» While he was employed as a 
farmer at the upper reservation on the Brazos River, Jones mastered 
the Comanche tongue, the court language of the southern plains tribes. 
When the Indians were moved to the Washita agency in the latter part 
of 1858, he accompanied them and was employed as an interpreter at 
nearby Fort Cobb. Jones, who married a Comanche girl and was adopted 
into the tribe, was often the only white man permitted to live in the 
Comanche villages for months at a time. Jones was later employed as 
scout and interpreter at Fort Arbuckle, and after the establishment 
of Fort Sill, he served as post interpreter until his death in Novem
ber, 1901. His quaint humor and good faith in his fellow men gave him 
a lasting place in the memories of all the officers and troopers with 
whom he came in contact. Among the Indians he was known as "the man 
who never tells a lie." See J. B. Thobum, "Horace P. Jones, Scout 
and Interpreter," Chronicles of Oklahoma, II (December 192b), 380-91j 
and Carter, On the Border With Mackenzie, 153, 26^-69.

^Matthew Deeper, Jr., was employed as agency interpreter. The 
son of the former agent at the old Camp Cobb Comanche reservation, he 
grew up among Indian children. He was commissioned a 2nd lieutenant 
in the l|th Cavalry in July, 1872, and was promoted to 1st lieutenant 
in March, 1879. Deeper resigned in May of i860, but in 1901 was made 
assistant surgeon of volunteers with the rank of captain. In the fol
lowing November he was promoted to major surgeon. He resigned in Sep
tember, 1902. See Heitman, op. cit., I, 626. See also Carter, On the 
Border With Mackenzie, 85, 153? and Lawrie Tatum, Our Red Brothers and 
the Peace Policy of President Ulysses S. Grant (Philadelphia: J. C. 
Winston & Co., 1899), passim.

12Satank (Sitting Bear) was known to the whites as a dangerous 
fighter from as early as I8b5. The aging leader of the honorary war 
order, the Kaitsenko —  a select body of ten of the bravest Kiowa war
riors —  he was feared even by some of his own people. Satank was 
killed in a desperate attempt to escape following his capture at Fort 
Sill. See Nye, Carbine and Dance, Ib3-b7? and Mooney, Calendar History 
of the Kiowa Indians, passim.
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back of them swarmed their Kiowa followers • All were wrapped in gay 

blankets though it was an unusually warm day. The officers understood 
that beneath the blankets were bows and arrows, pistols, and guns.

The Kiowas, however, did not give Sherman or Grierson credit for in
telligence enough to anticipate treachery.

The two officers were standing unarmed on the front porch when 

the Indian chiefs came up the steps and confronted them. Jones, speak
ing in Comanche, accused Satanta and his followers of having murdered 

the teamsters and then boasting about the massacre. Satanta furious
ly denied it, but the scalps and articles taken from his village were 

thrown before him as proof that he was lying. In his rage he flung 
back his blanket and attempted to lift his loaded gun to shoot General 

Sherman. The other Kiowas also tossed off their blankets, but before 

any of them could make a second move there was a sudden crash. The 
long shutters of the two windows facing the porch burst open, and in 

each crouched a squad of ten Negro soldiers of the Tenth Cavalry with 

carbines at half-cock. As they squinted down the barrels, the muz
zles of those carbines were pointed directly at the Kiowa chiefs who 

knew that at a word or motion from General Sherman the troopers would 
fire to kill. It was too much for the Kiowas. They turned and fled; 
but Satanta, Big Tree, and Satank were slow, and the soldiers over

powered them and took them to the guardhouse. Lone Wolf, Kicking Bird, 

and their followers stampeded to their villages, gathered all weapons, 

ammunition, and food in their camps and struck out into the
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13mountains#

Shortly after, Satanta, Satank, and Big Tree were removed from 

the guardhouse, placed under an armed guard commanded by Lieutenant 
Thurston of the Fourth Cavalry,*^ and turned over to the civil author
ities of Jacksboro as the murder of the teamsters had occurred in that 

county of Texas. When leaving Fort Sill, Satank, in a mad effort to 
escape or kill all whom he could reach, drew a hidden knife and at

tacked two soldiers# During the struggle Satank was shot by Corporal 
John B. Charlton of the Fourth Cavalry, one of his g u a r d s S a t a n t a  

and Big Tree were tried before a jury of cowboys at Jacksboro and the

13Accounts of this conference on Grierson* s porch vary# See 
Nye, Carbine and Lance, 136-U3j Carter, On the Border With Mackenzie, 
85-87 3 May hall. The Kiowas, 232-3ltJ and Ulster, The Southwestern 
Frontier, 130-32# The unpublished recollections of Richard H# Pratt 
(1840-192Ij.) in the Western Americana Collection at Yale University 
add interesting detail# Pratt, then a 1st lieutenant in the 10th Cav
alry and later the founder of the Carlisle Indian School, was respon- . 
sible for the capture of Big Tree# This material was made available 
by Robert M. Utley of Santa Fe, historian of the southwest region of 
the National Park Service, who is preparing an edition of Pratt's mem
oirs for publication by the Yale University Press#

^George Alva Thurston, who served in the 1st Nevada Infantry 
during the latter years of the Civil War, was made a 2nd lieutenant in 
the 4th Cavalry in March of 186? and advanced to 1st lieutenant the 
following year# He was transferred to the 3rd Artillery in January, 
1874, and in December of 1889 was promoted to captain* Thurston died 
in July, 1892. See Heitman, op# cit#, I, 960.

15John B. Charlton, a handsome, intelligent, and energetic 
young man, was serving his second five years of enlistment, his first 
term of service having been in Battery "K" of the 1st Artillery. Af
ter receiving an honorable discharge from, the army in August, I876, 
he became a rancher at Uvalde, Texas, where he lived until his death 
in 1922. R. G. Carter, who considered him one of the best noncommis
sioned officers in the regiment, recorded his career in The Old Ser
geant's Story: Winning the West from the Indians and Bad Men in 1870 
to 1876 (New York: Frederick H# Hitchcock, 1926). Charlton's role in 
the death of Satank was presented for the first time in this biography. 
See pp. 78-81.
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death sentence imposed, for many other crimes beside that of killing 

the teamsters had been traced directly to this band of Kiowas. Later 

the news reached Fort Sill that the governor had commuted the death 

penalty to life imprisonment in the state penitentiary at Huntsville*"^ 

General Grierson started with the Tenth Cavalry in immediate 
pursuit of the Kiowas, who were led by Kicking Bird* Troops of the 

Fourth Cavalry from various garrisons of Texas commanded by their own 
colonel, Mackenzie, also took up the trail* There had always been a 
keen, but friendly, rivalry between the Tenth and the Fourth as each 

was anxious to surpass the record of the other in Indian fighting*

The two commands endured untold hardships, fording dangerous rivers, 

traveling where the only water obtainable was unfit for use, facing 
Texas northers, withstanding hailstones one hour and sweltering heat

The trial took place on July 5, 1871. This was one of the 
most sensational cases ever tried in Texas, particularly so because 
Indians were rarely brought before civil courts. It was generally 
recognized that the case would be of deep significance in the settle
ment of the Indian problem in Texas and would also provide a national 
precedent for similar cases in the future. Immediately after the 
sentence had been pronounced, the Quakers and other friends of the In
dians began agitating to have the sentence commuted to life imprison
ment. Agent Lawrie Tatum pointed out that since the Indians dreaded 
imprisonment more than death, it might be a far greater punishment to 
hold the chiefs in captivity. If Satanta and Big Tree were executed, 
the Kiowas and Comanches would probably wage a war of revenge on the 
white settlersj if the chiefs were imprisoned, their people might re
frain from making raids for fear that the leaders would be killed in 
retaliation. Apparently the reasoning in these arguments appealed to 
the judge, who wrote to Governor Edmund J. Davis urging that the sen
tence be changed. Davis, a Republican governor now in his second term 
of office, took action soon after, and the chiefs were escorted to 
Huntsville in November. See Rister, "The Significance of the Jacks- 
boro Affair," loc. cit., 191-9li; Wharton, Satanta. 178-8?J and Carter, 
On the Border With Mackenzie t 99-103. Governor Davis subsequently 
paroled them.
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the next. "Just in the line of duty," they said, "and all in the day’s 

work."
Word finally was brought to General Grierson that the village 

of Kicking Bird had been located. Knowing that Mackenzie’s regiment 
was not very far from the camp of the Tenth Cavalry on Otter Creek, 
Grierson dispatched old Horace Jones to warn Kicking Bird that he had 

better return to Fort Sill at once or take the consequences of a.big 
fight. Grierson was aware of the impetuous Mackenzie’s determination 

to force a fight whether on the reservation or off. Mackenzie’s under
standing of General Sherman’s orders was not in accord with the plans 

of Washington authorities, and thus General Grierson, the senior officer, 

was ordered to assume full command in the field as long as the Fourth 
Cavalry was operating in Indian Territory. The attempt on the part of 
Washington officials to avoid precipitating a prolonged and bloody In
dian war was no doubt the prime reason why Grierson was peremptorily 
instructed to prevent any engagement between Mackenzie and Kicking 
Bird’s Kiowas. General Grierson obeyed his orders as any soldier 

should, and Kicking Bird lost no time in returning to the reservation 

after Jones had talked with him. Since my father later served as reg
imental adjutant, he had official knowledge of the incident. He also 
had many conversations on the subject with his brother officer and 

friend, Lieutenant S. L. Woodward, who was regimental adjutant of the 
Tenth Cavalry during all the Kicking Bird and Satanta troubles at Fort

17Samuel L. Woodward (I81|0-192l4.) joined the volunteer service 
early in 1862 as a private and was commissioned a 2nd lieutenant that
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With the return of Kicking Bird to the reservation and with Sa

tan ta and Big Tree as prisoners in the penitentiary, the officers and 
men at Fort Sill relaxed for a short time, but they were well aware 

that their inactivity was merely a lull between storms. With their 
families they went on picnics or fishing parties to nearby Cache Creek. 
Many rode horseback, others went in carriages, but they were always 
armed with pistols and carbines loaded for an emergency.

The great Comanche chief, Quanah Parker, was frequently a guest 

in our frontier home at Fort Sill. Quanah1s background was unique.
His father, Peta Nocona, had been chief of the Quahada branch of the

1 ftComanche Indians, This band, known as the "Antelope Eaters," lived 
on the llano Estacado or Staked Plains, Peta Nocona was known as "The 

Wanderer." In May, 1836, Nocona and his band of Quahadas swept down 

on Parker's Fort, then a tiny settlement of about a dozen men, women.

fall. He was honorably mustered out in 1865 with the rank of major, 
and in 1867 he joined the 10th Cavalry as a 2nd lieutenant. Woodward 
was promoted to 1st lieutenant in December, I867, shortly after being 
appointed regimental adjutant. He served in that capacity until 1876 
and again from 1883 to 1887, when he was made a captain. In January, 
1900, he was advanced to the rank of major in the 1st Cavalry, and 
three years later he was made lieutenant-colonel of the 7th Cavalry.
At the time of his retirement in 190li, he was promoted to brigadier- 
general. Heitman, op. cit., I, 1059j and Official Army Register for 
192U, 782. For additional information about Woodward and a detailed 
account of the pursuit of Kicking Bird, see Carter, On the Border With 
Mackenzie. 105-U8*

18 'The Quahada and other bands of the Comanche tribe are dis
cussed in Ernest Wallace and E. Adamson Hoebel, The Comanches: Lords 
of the South Plains (Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 19521
25-31.
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and c h i l d r e n I n  the fight with the Gomanches, Silas Parker's nine .

20year-old daughter, Cynthia Ann, was carried away* Cynthia Ann, or 

11 Preloch" as she was known to the Indians, grew up among the Qiahada 
Gomanches and was treated with every consideration. Finally she became 

a wife of Peta Nocona and gave birth to two sons and a daughter,

Prairie Flower.
During the fall of i860, while Prairie Flower was still a babe

in arms and Quanah, the oldest son, was about fourteen, Peta Nocona

led the Quahadas on a. raid into the frontier settlements of West Texas.
In retaliation^ the Texas Rangers under Captain Sul Ross followed

21Nocona!s band and engaged the Indians in a fierce fight* During the 

struggle Preloch and Prairie Flower were captured, but Quanah and his

19In 1833 Silas M. Parker brought his family to the settlement 
established by his brother, James W. Parker, in present Grimes County, 
Texas, and the following year the two brothers and other colonists 
erected Fort Parker in nearby Limestone County* The fort, located on 
the Navasota River, protected some thirty-eight settlers. See James 
W. Parker, The Rachael Plummer Narrative (Palestine, Texas: no pub., 
1926); and Handbook of Texas. I, 630*

20Silas Parker was killed in the attack. His wife and two 
younger children were saved, but Cynthia Ann and her brother John were 
carried away. John grew to manhood among the Indians; but after he 
was abandoned on the Llano Estacado with smallpox he refused to rejoin 
the Indians and went to Mexico where he became a stockman and rancher. 
Three other captives of the famous raid were later ransomed by friend
ly Indians and returned to their relatives. See James T. DeShields, 
Cynthia Ann Parker (St* Louis: The Author, 1886) and Border Wars of 
Texas (Tioga. Texas: Herald Co., 1912), 172-86; Wellman, "Cynthia Ann 
Parker," loc* cit.; and Tilghman, Quanah, 1-29.

- p “l
Lawrence Sullivan Ross (1838-1898) was one of the better 

known Texas Indian fighters. He gained valuable experience in deal
ing with Indians while his father served as agent at the Brazos Indian 
Reservation near Waco from 1835 to 1858. As a young man he spent his 
vacations from Wesleyan University, Alabama, in service against the 
Gomanches on the Texas frontier. After his graduation in 1859, Gov
ernor Houston made Ross captain of a company of Rangers employed to



brother escaped. Peta Nocona, mortally wounded, dragged himself to his

feet and, clinging to a tree, sang his death chant to the Great Spirit,
His right arm hung broken at his side; in his left hand he held a

spear. When called upon to surrender, he brandished the spear, ready
to fight to his last breath. He continued his death song until.the

oporder was given to "finish" him. Preloch and Prairie Flower were 
held prisoners, but soon the identity of the woman as Cynthia Ann Park
er became established beyond question. Unable to learn anything about 

her sons or the people she loved as her own. Preloch grieved constant-- 
ly. Her sorrow was intensified when little Prairie Flower became sick 

and died shortly after the captives reached their "home" among white 
people. Two years later the lonely captive was laid to rest beside * IX
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guard the border. He entered the Confederate army as a private in 
1861, and by I86I4 was a brigadier-general. After the war he engaged 
in farming and soon bought a plantation. He served as a member of the 
Texas constitutional convention of 1875, as a state senator from l88l 
to 1885, and as governor from 188? to 1891. During his two terms 
Texas enjoyed unusual progress and prosperity. Ross was president of 
the Agricultural and Mechanical•College of Texas from 1891 to the 
time of his death. See Myrtle F. Whiteside, "The Life of Lawrence Sul
livan Ross" (Master's Thesis,"University of Texas, 1938); Juanita 
Oliver Webb, "The .Administration of Governor .L. S. Ross, 1887-1891" 
(Master's Thesis, University of Texas, 1936); Walter Prescott Webb,
The Texas Rangers: A Century of Frontier Defense (Boston: Houghton 
Mifflin Co., 1935), l5lj., l60-(3l; Fannie McAlphine Clarke, "A Chapter 
in the History of Young Territory," Southwestern Historical Quarterly.
IX (July 1905), 51-62; and J. W. Williams, "The Van Dorn.Trails," 
Southwestern Historical Quarterly. XLIV (January 19ljl), 321-W *  .

22It was not the great chief Peta Nocona whom Ross killed, but 
a Mexican named Jose Nocona. Ross and other Rangers were mistaken 
about the identity of the man. Peta Nocona continued to lead his war
riors on raids against the white settlers of Texas and died eventually 
from an infected wound. See Wellman, "Cynthia Ann Parker," loc. cit.; 
and Richardson, "The Death of Nocona and Recovery of Cynthia Ann 
Parker," loc. cit.
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her little daughter* Quanah eventually became chief of the Quahadas,

and it was this grandson of Silas Parker who led the Quahada Comanches .
in their final struggle against the whites*

When the Medicine Lodge Treaty was signed in 1867, the Kiowas,
Comanches, Kiowa-Apaches, Cheyennes, and Arapahoes were assigned to 

23reservations. Quanah and his followers absolutely refused to be a 
party to this treaty, and as a consequence they roamed freely until 
the winter of I87l*-l875 in their familiar haunts on the Staked Plains 
and subsisted on game as in decades past* Recognizing no allegiance 
to the United States, they kept aloof from all reservations, practi

cally cut themselves away from every other tribe of Indians, and had 
little contact even with other Comanche bands*

The Staked Plains was a desert almost devoid of watering places.

23xhe treaty of October, 1867, with the Kiowa, Comanche, and 
Kiowa-Apache tribes at Medicine Lodge, Kansas, provided for the with
drawal of the Indians from the region between the Platte and Arkansas 
Rivers in anticipation of the construction of.railways through this 
country* The Indians agreed to go into a reservation and to cease 
depredations on the settlements of Texas* The government promised 
to appropriate $25,000 annually for 30 years to purchase goods for the 
Indians, and to. furnish implements for farming and blacksmiths, 
teachers, and other helpers to start them on the road to civilization* 
At the same time a similar treaty was made with the Southern Cheyennes 
and the Arapahoes which put these tribes on a preserve north of the 
Kiowas, Comanches, and Kiowa-Apaches * See Charles J* Kappler (ed*), 
Indian Affairs * Laws and Treaties (3 vols., Washington: Government 
Printing Office, 1903), II, 977j Rister* The Southwestern Plains,
73-78j Rupert N« Richardson, The Comanche.Barrier to South Plains 

-* Settlement (Los Angeles: Arthur H* Clark Co*, 193317 296-307J Wal
lace and Hoebel, The Comanches * 308-10; Mayhall, The Kiowas, 207-11J 
and George Bird Grinnell, The Fighting Cheyennes (Norman: University 
of Oklahoma Press, 1956), 263-76, See Also A. A* Taylor, "Medicine 
Lodge Peace Council," Chronicles of Oklahoma, II (June 1921*), 98-118,
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and only the Quahadas ever tarried there for any length of time. Sand

storms obliterated trails within half an hour. The contour of the low 

mounds constantly changed with the action of the winds, destroying 
what might have been a landmark for a lost traveler. Many years later 
my father asked Quanah where water had been found by the Quahadas in 
their wanderings on the Staked Plains, for it was known by the officers 
that these Indians were able to get water in some mysterious manner 
that no white man was able to explain. Quanah replied that his band 
always carried with them skins filled with water. My father's own ex
perience in 1877 on the Staked Plains may give an idea of the problem 

Quanah had to solve.
After Kicking Bird and his Kiowas had returned to the Fort Sill 

Reservation in the spring of 1871, the activities of the army were dir

ected to subjugating the Quahada Comanches. While troops of the Tenth 
Cavalry worked out of Fort Sill, a large body of the Fourth under Gen

eral Mackenzie started on the trail from Fort Richardson, Texas. It 
was on the afternoon of October 9, 1871, at the "Fresh Water Fork of 

the Brazos," that Mackenzie's Tonkawa scouts*^ discovered a small group

^The Tonkawas were known for their willingness to serve as 
government, scouts. In 185U they were brought from east-central Texas 
where they were known to have lived since sometime before the end of 
the 18th century and settled on a reservation at Fort Belknap. Due .to 
strong Texas opposition, however, they were soon moved to a spot on 
the Washita River near the present Anadarko, Oklahoma. The confusion 
of the Civil War gave other tribes the opportunity to avenge the Tonk
awas who were generally hated for their cannibalistic practices as well 
as for their friendship with the whites. The majority of the already 
small tribe was massacred. After years of wandering, the survivors were 
gathered at Fort Griffin. In 188^ there were .less than 100 Tonkawas 
remaining, and they were relocated at the Oakland Agency near Ponca, 
Oklahoma. See Willi am Wilmon Newcomb, Jr., The Indians of Texas: From 
Prehistoric to Modern Times (Austin: University of Texas, 1961), passim; 
Frederick Webb Hodge (ed.). Handbook of American Indians North of Mexico
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of Gomanches spying upon the command. The Indians escaped and carried

their information to Quanah. Some years later the chief himself told

the story to my father and mother while I sat listening. I was twelve

years old at the time, and we were sitting in our front room at Fort
Sill after a luncheon which Quanah had shared with us. I also heard

25the story from Captain Robert G. Carter, who happened to be officer 

of the day as well as field adjutant of Mackenzie's command. The two 

versions vary but little.
Quanah told us that he waited until the soldiers camped and 

were asleep. Enibers from small fires could be seen in the darkness, 

making it easy for him to lay his plans. Under the conditions.

(2 vols., 'Washington: Government Printing Office, 1910), II, 778-83; 
and Mildred P. MayhaU, "The Indians of Texas: The Atakapa, the Kar- 
ankawa. the Tonkawa" (Ph. D. Thesis, University.of Texas, 1939), 
1*22-564. . . . . .

^^Robert Goldthwaite Carter (1845-1936), a native of Maine, 
was about to enter Phillips (Andover) Academy when the Civil War broke 
out. Instead he enlisted in the 22nd Massachusetts Infantry at the 
age of sixteen and remained with that regiment for two years. At the 
close of the war he accepted an appointment to West Point and upon 
graduation in 1870 was commissioned a 2nd lieutenant in the 4th Cav
alry. Carter served with Mackenzie in most of his Indian campaigns.
He fought gallantly in the Brazos River Campaign of 1871 and years 
later he was presented a medal of honor for his action. As Mackenzie's 
acting adjutant and confidential adviser, Carter assisted him in mak-. 
ing plans for his great raid into Mexico in May, 1873# Early in 1875 
he was promoted to 1st lieutenant and brevetted captain for gallan
try. The following year he was retired for disability contracted in 
the line of duty and turned his attention to writing. In all. Carter 
published fourteen books concerning his own experiences and careers 
of early members of his family. In 1904 he was made a captain in re
tirement. See Carter, On the Border With Mackenzie; Handbook of 
Texas, I, 302-303; and Heitman, op. cit., I, 288.



campfires should have been absolutely prohibited by Mackenzie. Quanah 

selected a number of boys, from the ages of eleven to fourteen, whom 
he instructed to slip cautiously into the camp where the horses were 
picketed. They were to stampede the cavalry mounts by waving buffalo 
robes. This was carried out successfully while the warriors, with 
wild yells and gunfire, dashed their ponies into the camp and added to 

the general confusion. Every horse and mule of the command became 

crazed with fright, and the soldiers struggled to save their mounts. 

There were six hundred horses and mules; the loss of them all would 
have meant cavalrymen afoot —  and probable annihilation of the entire 

command. Dismounted troopers, encircled by well-mounted Comanches who 

were rated the best horsemen among the Indians of the frontier, could 

not have defended themselves. A tragedy seemed imminent, but it was 
averted by the efficiency of the command in this moment of panic. Less 
than a hundred animals ran off

The day after the stampede Mackenzie1s command caught up with 
the Comanches at the mouth of Canon Blanco and in the fight that fol
lowed Lieutenant Carter, Sergeant Jenkins, and Privates Foley, Mel

ville, Downey, and Gregg were cut off and surrounded by the Indians. 
Gregg was killed by a shot in the head and Downey and Melville were
wounded, but Carter, Jenkins, and Foley were unharmed. Lieutenant 

27Peter Boehm, at the head of forty Tonkawa scouts, went to their

^4see Carter's account of the raid in On the Border With Mac
kenzie, 165568. Cf. Nye, Carbine and Lance, 15)0-51.

27Peter M* Boehm entered the army as a private in 1858. He 
served for some time during the Civil War as trumpeter for Custer, 
and in March of 1865 was commissioned a 2nd lieutenant in the 15th New
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rescue. Back of the scouts rode over five hundred troopers of the 

Fourth Cavalry, intent upon revenge# During the chase after the re
treating Comanches Carter's horse stumbled, and the rider's leg was 

shattered against a sharp boulder# Though the command followed Quanah 
for eight miles, the Indians scattered and evaded further encounters# 
Finally Quanah and his band escaped to their place of refuge on the 

Staked Plains. Sooner or later, the army people realized, another 

roundup would be started. Thus, by the time my father and his family 

arrived at Fort Sill in November of 1871, the Indian situation on the 

south plains was critical.

York Cavalry. Boehm was awarded a medal of honor for his gallantry at 
the Battle of Dinwiddie Court House. In the spring of 1866 he was ap
pointed a 2nd lieutenant in the Uth Cavalry, and received promotions 
to 1st lieutenant the following September and to captain in 1873. He 
retired in March, 1878, and was later made a major in retirement. A 
few years after Boehm's death in 1911;, Carter had his remains trans
ferred from Chicago to the Arlington National Cemetary. See Official 
Army Register for 19lU> 55# In addition to information about Boehm, 
a good account of the fight and rescue is given by Carter in On the 
Border With Mackenzie. 168-89#



CHAPTER IV
ADVENTURES IN THE INDIAN TERRITORY

(1872)

Fort Sill, as we found it in the late autumn of 1871, was in
deed an impressive station. The buildings were not nearly so primi

tive as those at Camp Supply. The officers' row consisted of two lines 
of neat cottages facing the parade ground, making two sides to the 

square area in the middle of which was the flag s t a f f T h e  barracks 

were situated opposite the captains' line of quarters, the chapel stood 
on the southeast comer, and the hospital occupied the northwest point. 

Southeast of the garrison was the big plain on which the cavalry drills 
were held. About a mile beyond this plain, in the same direction, 
stood the Kiowa-Comanche Agency. The "Fort Sill Reservation," as this 
agency was known to military personnel, was under the supervision of 
Lawrie Tatum, a fine old Quaker gentleman who had been chosen by his

church as agent to the Kiowas and Comanches under the "peace" program
orecently established by President Grant. Beyond the agency was the

■*Refer to
and 253.

maps of Fort Sill in Nye, Carbine and Lance, 109

mien Grant became president in 1869, he adopted a new system 
for the appointment of Indian agents by delegating their nomination 
to religious organizations interested in mission work. The government 
had long found it difficult to place honest men in these positions, and 
by his "Peace Policy" Grant hoped to solve the vexing Indian problem or 
at least find a way to shift responsibility for failure to solve it.
The Orthodox Society of Friends, placed in charge of the wild tribes 
of the Indian Territory and the states of Kansas and Nebraska, were the 
first to assume such responsibility. After the passage of the Army Ap
propriation Act of July 15, 1870, which prohibited the appointment of
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Caddo Indian School.3 Our quarters were near the center of the east

army officers in any civil capacity, military personnel at the agen
cies relinquished their control and other religious groups became 
active in Indian management. The Kiowa-Comanche Agency at Fort S H I  
was one of the ten given to the Orthodox Friends. In July, 1869,
Lawrie Tatum, "an unimaginative but courageous and sensible Quaker," 
began his term of service here. A farmer from Iowa with no previous 
experience in handling Indians, he was nevertheless imbued with a sin
cere desire to make a success of his work* His task was difficult 
indeed, for at the time of his arrival, several hundred Kiowas and 
two-thirds of the Comanches were not on the reservation and never had 
been. Furthermore, supplies were insufficient to feed even those In
dians who were on the reservation, and adequate control was notably 
lacking. Although Tatum was honest and faithful, he felt that inso
lence and violence should not go unpunished. His disciplinary measures, 
however, were limited to reprimand and the withholding of rations, and 
these only served to incense the refractory savages. On the other 
hand, Tatum1 s readiness to call on the military for aid provoked dis
cord between him and his Quaker superiors who were bent on a policy of 
kindness and leniency, and this eventually led to his resignation in 
March, 1873. Tatum1s successor, J. M. Haworth, who came to Fort Sill 
full of Quaker idealism and enthusiasm for the peace policy, met with 
no greater success. By the summer of 1871*, the situation had become 
so chaotic that only a military campaign was able to bring order. The 
failure of the peace policy was by this time increasingly apparent on 
all parts of the frontier. The inability of the church to arouse ade
quate interest in the Indian problem, interdenominational rivalry, and 
political opposition further weakened the peace policy, and by the 
early eighties the nomination of Indian agents by religious groups had 
been entirely discontinued. See Richardson, The Comanche Barrier to 
South Plains Settlement. 323-97? Loring B. Priest, Uncle Sam's Step
children: The Reformation of United States Indian Policy. 186 -̂TSB7 
(New Brunswick: Rutgers University Press, 191*2), 28-1*1 j Laurence F. 
Schmeckebier, The Office of Indian Affairs: Its History. Activities. 
and Organization (Baltimore: John Hopkins Press, 1927), 5k-$5> Tatum, 
Our Red Blood Brothers and the Peace Policy of President Grant; Flora 
Warren Seymour, Indian Agents of the Old Frontier (New York: D. Ap- 
pleton-Century Co., 191*1), 83-105? Martha Buntin, "Quaker Indian Agents 
of the Kiowa, Comanche, and Wichita Reservation," Chronicles of Okla
homa, X (June 1932), 20l*-l8? and Aubry L. Steel, "The Beginning of 
Quaker Administration of Indian Affairs in Oklahoma," Chronicles of 
Oklahoma, XVII (December 1939), 36li-9^y and "Lawrie Tatum's Indian 
Policy," Chronicles of Oklahoma. XXII (Spring 19l*l*), 83-98.

- O ■ ....
±he school opened in February, 1871, under the guidance of the 

patient and hard working Josiah Butler. As few Kiowas or Comanches 
could be induced to attend school, the Caddoes, brought from outside 
the agency, formed the majority of the student body. Josiah Butler, 
"Pioneer School Teaching at the Comanche-Kiowa Agency School, 
1870-1873," Chronicles of Oklahoma. VI (December 1928), 1*83-531*

L
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row of officers’ quarters and next to the officers’ mess*

The country surrounding Fort Sill was beautiful. From the gar

rison one could see the Wichita Mountains, which extended fifty miles
or more. The mountains hid many small streams that were tributaries 

llto Cache Creek and Medicine Bluff Creek. Cache Creek, especially, was 
noted for excellent fishing, and I spent many hours with my father 

dangling fish lines. His catch was frequent, mine occasional. Trout, 

bass, small catfish, and perch made up his string. Cache and Medicine 

Bluff Creeks joined near the post and then flowed to the Red River, 

forty miles distant. The Red River was well named, .for when it was not 

dry the water was thick and red. In order to drink this fluid, it was 

necessary to hold the teeth tightly together to avoid swallowing the 

slimy red sediment. Winter, summer, flood, or drought, it was equally 
bad.

One of the most interesting features near Fort Sill, even.to 
those accustomed to frontier trails, was Medicine Bluff. It towered 

sheer and smooth from the bed of the creek to a point three hundred 
and ten feet high that seemed to defy anything but a fly to cling to 

its face. From the back, however, three distinct knolls were visible, 

the center being the highest point. Medicine Bluff was held in super

stitious awe by the Wichitas, the first Indians known to have lived in
5this area, and later by the Comanches. They said a good medicine man,

^The Wichita Indians had been in the habit of concealing sup
plies of corn, dried pumpkin, and jerky in pear-shaped holes in the sod 
along the banks of this creek. Thus the creek was early named Cache by 
French trappers who found many of these storage places in the area.
Nye, Carbine and Lance. 13.

'’A band of Wichitas settled near the mouth of Medicine Bluff
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dead for many years, had built an altar upon the highest-peak as a 

sanctuary for the Great Spirit when He descended from the sky to com
municate with His children. Many years after the death of this medi

cine man, the Wichitas and Comanches still carried their sick to the 
altar when their living medicine man, who was both priest and doctor, 

could give no further aid. There the sick Indian was left alone. If 
worthy, he would be cured by the Great Spirit, but the one who had 

been wicked or did not deserve help was doomed to die beside the altar, 
and later the vultures and wolves would destroy his body. At times, it 

was said, the sick one miraculously disappeared. Then it was whispered 

with awe that the Great Spirit had carried him away. Many Wichitas and 

Comanches insisted that the medicine man who had built the altar still 

met the Great Spirit there, face to face, as he had done in life. 

Whenever this occurred, an immense light illumined the center knoll and 
wind and rain circled about the spot. But if the sick man beside the 

altar found favor with the Great Spirit, the elements would not touch 
him. Because the Indians believed the spirit of the medicine man 

walked down the jagged pathway back of the bluff as he had done in 

life, the path became known as "Medicine Man's Walk." None of the 

people living at Fort Sill in those days ever tried to climb Medicine

Creek in 1770. They left this location toward the close of the 18th 
century but returned in 1835 and built their villages at the same site 
where Fort Sill was established 35 years later. Because of the prev
alence of malaria and the lack of game, they left the area in about 
1850. See Nye, Carbine and Lance. 12-1$; and Hodge, Handbook of 
American Indians North of Mexico. II, 947-50.



Bluff, not only because it was so difficult but principally because 

they knew that the Indians regarded the place as sacred. It would have 
invited an attack on the garrison to desecrate or even approach the 

altar built by the medicine man as a sanctuary to the Great Spirit*
Eight miles from Fort Sill, Mount Scott could be seen, its 

towering peak frequently swathed in veil-like clouds. We had just set

tled down comfortably in our new home when, one fine day in the spring 

of 1872, my mother was invited to join a picnic party bound for the 

mountain. Mr. George Smith and his wife lived at the Indian agency 

at the time that Lawrie Tatum was in charge.^ Mr. Smith's mother, over 
sixty years of age, had come to visit her son, and as her visit was for 

a limited time she wanted to see everything she possibly could before 

starting back to her Philadelphia home and friends. The old lady, 
having heard how difficult it was to climb Mount Scott, determined to 
reach the top*

Mr. Smith, his mother, his wife, their two boys both older than 
I, my mother, my brother not quite three years old, and I —  past four —  

made up the party. An educated Indian also came along to drive the 

team of the Smith carriage. My father knew nothing of the picnic plans 

as the Smiths had driven to the house after he left for his daily du

ties as post commissary officer. Mother spoke hastily to the colored

£
George H. Smith, a graduate of a Quaker school in Philadelphia, 

was employed by Tatum in July, 1870, as a dark* Smith had previously 
served as commissary clerk under the military department and was ac
quainted with the system of government accounts. An efficient employ
ee, he remained with Tatum until the agent left Fort Sill in March,
1873. Smith later became a clerk in the Treasury Department in Wash
ington. Lawrie Tatum, Our Red Brothers and the Peace Policy of 
President Ulysses S. Grant. 37.

73
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maid, saying only that we were going with the Smiths on a picnic at 

Mount Scott. As it happened, my father did not come home at noon, and 

it was not until five o'clock that he received the message. He did 
not become really alarmed until it began to grow dark. Each moment 
he expected to hear the carriage approaching, but it did not come.
Then he hurried to General Grierson's quarters and was ordered to take 

a detachment of his troop and ride out the road leading to Mount Scott. 

The Indians had been surly and defiant for several weeks. In the vil

lage of the Kiowa chief White Horse, two commissioners sent from Wash

ington to investigate complaints had been seized and held as prisoners

until the Indians were notified that the soldiers would act at once
7unless the men were released. My mother had not known this when we 

started on our picnic.

We had driven along the officers' line and out the road toward 
Mount Scott, passing many small Indian villages on our way. Though 

the Indians stared curiously at us, no one had any thought of danger, 
for we were all accustomed to having them wander about our houses and 
even peer through our windows. As usual, our greeting, "How," brought 
responsive nods, grunts, grins, or an echoing "How." After we had en

joyed our picnic luncheon at the foot of Mount Scott, it was decided 

that Mrs* Smith, Jr., should remain with all the children and the

n
'White Horse (Tsen-t'ainte), an active athletic chief, was a 

notorious raider in Texas* There seems to be no record, however, which 
shows that he ever held U. S* commissioners in his camp. Imprisoned in 
Florida in 1875, he was soon released and lived many years still "un
reconstructed." See Nye, Bad Medicine and Good. 282j and Mayhall,
The Kiowas, passim.
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driver while the older lady, her son, and my mother were to make the 

ascent of the mountain. They went on their way, and Mrs. Smith enjoyed 
a book while we children played various games. The afternoon passed, 

and when the sun reached the horizon Mrs• Smith began .to watch anxious

ly, realizing that Indians might have encountered the explorers. .She 
was unable to leave her chargesj there was no way of signalling; and 

she dared not order the driver to hitch the team and go back with us 
to the garrison because her husband, the old lady, and my mother might 

return and be alarmed at not finding us there. Furthermore, they 
would have no way of reaching the garrison themselves. She sat in the 
carriage with all of us huddled about her. We were hungry, tired, and 

cross, and wanted to go home. None of us realized Mrs. Smith's fear 

that her husband and the two women might have been killed and that at 
any moment we might face the same fate.

Footsteps startled Mrs. Smith and the driver; a moment later my 
mother stumbled into sight. She had made the ascent half way, but be

coming tired, arranged to remain at the same spot until Mr. Smith and 

his mother returned. After they had disappeared from her sight, she 

found a convenient boulder for a seat. While sitting there enjoying 

the view, she noticed an arrow lying at her feet. It was not weather

beaten. Startled, she picked it up, and a hasty glance around showed 

that she was sitting in plain sight of an Indian village. She moved 

behind a rock and waited nervously for the Smiths to return, knowing 
they would be alarmed and start searching for her if she did not re

main as agreed. Twilight was turning to darkness. Unable to stand 
the fear that Mr. Smith and his mother had been victims of violence
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at the hands of Indians, she stumbled down the side of the mountain.

Her only landmark was the distant light of Fort Sill, but by a stroke 

of good luck she found our camp.
The driver made a camp fire, hoping it might help the wander

ers, and yet there was real danger that such a fire might lure mis
chievous Indians who would readily recognize the utter helplessness 

of women and children with only one man to protect them. But two hours 

later Mr. Smith and his mother found us. He was carrying the old 

woman, who was completely exhausted. He told us that they had actually 

gained the top of Mount Scott, but heavy clouds shut off their view. 
Starting to descend, they lost their bearings when they sought an eas

ier trail and came down the opposite side of the mountain. This made 

it necessary for them to work around the base over rough surfaces and 
through heavy brush, many times retracing their steps because of gul
lies cut by storms. Mrs. Smith frequently was too exhausted to con
tinue, and much time was lost while she lay on the ground resting or 

was lifted and carried by her son. All this time he had been worrying 
about my mother alone on the trail awaiting their return. It was a 

great relief to find her in the camp with the rest of us.

We headed for the camp of White Horse, as an excellent road 

led from that point into Fort Sill. Mules were more reliable than 

horses on a dark road or a bad trail. When we reached the Kiowa vil

lage a campfire was blazing at one side of the road. "Drive quickly," 

ordered Mr. Smith, and the man whipped up the team. But as he did so, 

figures darted from lodges on either side of the road and dashed toward 

the carriage. Loud cries, excited voices, and the yelping of dogs.
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half wolf and half mongrel, startled us all. Indian hands gripped the 

bridles of our team and the carriage stopped.
Around us in the light of the campfire we could see many 

threatening faces. The Indians were muttering in the Kiowa tongue.
One of the leaders, whom we learned afterwards was White Horse, began 
talking to Mr. Smith. My mother and Mrs. Smith supposed he was recit
ing some unimportant grievance or was indignant that we had disturbed 

their camp, but we could not understand what he was saying. The conver

sation continued for over an hour. The Kiowas became more emphatic, 
and Mr. Smith1s voice betrayed irritation. Squaws kept throwing fresh 

wood on the fire so that the angry countenances could be plainly seen. 

Then White Horse stepped back, and with a sweep of his arm he motioned 

for us to go on. Our driver whipped the mules to a swift gallop j but 

half-grown boys ran after us, yelling derisively and throwing good- 
sized rocks and clumps of dirt that fell around our carriage. Hisses, 

jeers, and screams of hate and defiance followed after us. We crouched 
on the floor as the mules* gall op changed to a swift run and the car
riage bumped over the road to Fort Sill and safety.

While we were still some distance from the garrison, we met my 
father riding at the head of a detachment of his troop. Not until then 

did we fully realize our past danger. White Horse was in an ugly mood 
over his failure to enforce his demands by holding the two commission

ers as hostages. The morning after our picnic, it was learned that he 
had struck camp and disappeared with all his followers. This meant 
that he was on the warpath. Mr. Smith had obtained our release by 

asserting to White Horse that if we were not safely back in Fort Sill

L
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at a certain hour, troops would certainly search his village at once. 

White Horse already had made all preparations to decamp and realized 

that investigation by the soldiers would betray and thwart his plans.
During the summer of 18?2 the swamps surrounding the garrison 

produced malarial fever which put practically all the officers. and 

enlisted men on the sick list. When an officer had his Mchill day," 

another officer took over his duties. With my usual aptitude for be

ing in the.midst of things even at the age of four, I also had "chills 

and fever." One day while I was ill, my father came from the commis

sary and informed us that Molly Curtis, a,half-blood Indian girl, was 
back again and waiting at the commissary for Hauser, her prospective 

bridegroom, to complete his work so that they could be married. Her 

Indian mother had accompanied her, and the troopers were staringj my 
parents decided it would be best to ask her to come to our home.

Everyone at Fort Sill knew the story of Molly. Her father 
was Dick Curtis, a white scout, and her mother was a Cheyenne squaw 

whom Curtis had married. This would have given Curtis a right to re
main on the reservation even if he had not been an.employee of the 

government. No other whites were permitted on the reservation in those 
days. Hauser, an educated man, was clerk in the commissary department 
under my father. He was a civilian employed by the government and 

lived in the garrison. Hauser and Dick Curtis had become friends fif

teen years previous, and during a game of cards Curtis put up his six 

year-old daughter as a stake. Hauser stipulated that if he won the 
child he would agree to educate her as a white girl and marry her 

legally if she should agree. Hauser won the game, and Molly was placed
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in his custody. She.was at once sent to a convent at Fort Leavenworth, 
the nearest educational institution at that time. There she remained 
until she was eighteen and her education had been completed. Every ad

vantage was given to her at the convent, including music lessons. Then 

she returned to Fort Sill.
When she entered the front room, I was lying in bed in the ad

joining room and called out to my mother that I wanted to see Molly.

She came into my room accompanied by her mother, an old, fat, blanketed 

squaw, and her brother, a little Indian boy dressed in store clothes 

like my brother's. Molly was nicely dressed in a conventional travel

ing outfit, complete with hat and gloves. She was very attractive and 

had pretty manners. She spoke excellent Englishj but her mother sat 
blinking, not understanding one word of the conversation between Molly 

and my mother. Molly came over to my bed and showed me the gold watch 
which "Mr. Hauser" had given her that day. I remember how she opened 

the case to show the wheels to me. Meanwhile her brother, who had 
crawled under my bed, began amusing himself by bumping it up and down 
until I demanded that he be stopped. He was dragged out by Molly and 

departed with his mother to the kitchen. Then Molly discovered that 

the keys of her watch were lost. They were found beneath the bed.

At that moment our servant brought a box to the door. It con

tained a handsome silk dress, beautifully made of expensive material 

which Hauser had sent Molly to wear at their wedding. Molly rather 

resented the fact that he had not allowed her the privilege of select

ing her own gown and was worried for fear it would not fit, but it was 

perfect. The dress, made in the prevailing style with the skirt
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separate from the waist, must have cost Hauser many dollars of his pay. 

When Molly and my mother discovered that there was no belt for it —  

and a belt was an absolute necessity ■— I piped from the bed: "Let
Molly wear one of my sashes." I had a collection of which I was - very 
proud, .and among them was.a sash that harmonized beautifully with the 

dress. I then decided that she ought to wear a lace collar such as my 
mother wore when dressed up for a party. I announced this at once,, 

and my mother’s box of choice lace collars was hauled out. -A point lace 
collar was selected and fastened in place, and then my mother .dug into 

another treasure box and produced a new pair of white kid gloves that 

fit Molly’s hand as though purchased for.her wedding day.

Hauser called with a carriage and Molly, after thanking my • 

mother who wished her much happiness, leaned over, and kissed me. It 
puzzled me when I saw tears in her eyes. The ceremony was performed at 
the Kiowa.agency by old Lawrie Tatum, and a number of the officers and 
their wives were present at the wedding. Refreshments were served af
terward by Mrs. Tatum. The wife of one of the army officers made the 

tactless remark, "Molly, you must make Mr. Hauser a good wife, for he 

has done a great deal for you and will be very kind to you. He is a 
good man." Molly looked at her-steadily, then answered: "I have ful

filled the agreement made between my father and Mr. Hauser, but I will 

never live with him.as his wife. I am going back to camp with my 

mother.” Immediately after the reception Molly returned with her 

mother to the Cheyenne agency. Hauser proved his force of character 

by accepting the situation quietly and continued his work in the com

missary under my father. It was told in army circles later that Molly
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had become a regular blanket squaw and finally married an Indian called 

Big Mouth. Although no one who had been at Fort Sill when she married 

Hauser ever saw Molly after her wedding day, we never forgot-her, and 
I often think of dressing the Indian bride in our home. The lace col

lar, gloves, and sash were returned in perfect condition by a squaw 
after the wedding.

Many years later, the wife of Doctor Weireck of the United
O

States Medical Corps0 met my mother and in conversation told of an in
cident at Fort Yates, Dakota, as proof that educating an Indian will 

not prevent a return to primitive ways. Mrs. Weireck needed the assist
ance of a woman to clean her quarters, and a friend suggested that she 

hire a squaw who worked at intervals in various garrison homes. The 
Indian agreed to come on a certain day. She was a typical blanket squaw, 

but seemed intelligent. After explaining the work to be done, Mrs. 
Weireck left her and went upstairs. Shortly afterward she heard music; 
the parlor organ was being played. She knew there was no one else in 
the house except the squaw; and thinking that one of the ladies had 

dropped in for a chat, she hurried downstairs. There Mrs. Weireck dis

covered the squaw seated at the organ, playing music that even she, an 

officer's wife, could not master. She waited until the squaw stopped 

playing and then asked, "Where did you learn to play such music?" The 
squaw looked at her steadily and replied in perfect English: "I was

^Samuel T. Weireck served with the 101st Ohio Infantry during 
the Civil War as a hospital steward. He was made assistant surgeon in 
the volunteer service in April, 1901, with the rank of captain. In 
February of 1903 he was honorably discharged. Heitman, op*, cit., I,
10lS*
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educated in the convent at Leavenworth and was graduated there. They 
used to call me Molly Curtis." After that episode Molly was not seen 

in the garrison at Fort Yates. Once again,.and this time permanently, 
she dropped away from contact with the army people who .would gladly 
have helped, make life different.for her.

By September of 1872 the situation surrounding the garrison had 
become critical. As General Grierson was absent from Fort Sill, the 

command of the post fell upon the next ranking officer. Major George -
oWheeler Schofield, also of the Tenth Cavalry. A big powwow had been 

arranged to take place at Fort Sill where the confederated bands of 

Kiowas, Comanches, Cheyennes, and Arapahoes were to meet commissioners 

from Washington and discuss all their grievances. The situation was 

complicated by the fact that an authority in Washington had decided 

that Satanta and Big Tree should attend this powwow. They were to be 
brought to Fort Sill handcuffed and wearing leg irons, under a heavy 

escort at all times, and each night they were to be. returned to the 
guard house. At the termination of the conference the two chiefs were 

to be conveyed back to Dallas where United States marshalls would take

oGeorge Wheeler Schofield began his military career in October, 
1861, as a 1st lieutenant in the 1st Missouri Artillery. By the end 
of the Civil War the ranks of lieutenant-colonel and brevet brigadier- 
general of volunteers had been bestowed upon him. He later received 
two brevets in the regular army for the battles of Champion Hill and 
Vicksburg. Schofield was made a major of the ijlst Infantry in 1866 
and was assigned to the 10th Cavalry in December of 1870. In 1881, 
one year before his death, he was transferred to the 6th Cavalry and 
made a lieutenant-colonel. See Miller, Photographic History of the 
Civil War, III, passim; and Heitman, op. cit., I, 86^T
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charge and return them to the state penitentiary. ̂

The appearance of these leaders in irons and under military 
guard would create a real threat to the lives of all people living at 

Fort Sill. There were over three thousand Indians around the garrison, 

well armed, sullen, and ready for mischief. Any attempt to take away 
Satanta and Big Tree after the powwow might be the signal for a horrible 

massacre. Only five troops of our regiment, numbering about three hun

dred men, could be mustered at the post; and there was no telegraphic 

communication here. Major Schofield realized that this was a serious 
situation, and consequently he was willing to take chances even though 
he risked court martial and dismissal by doing so. He wrote a letter, 

summoned a scout, and entrusted the message to his care.

An official copy was later given to me by Captain Carter. He

The Commissioner of Indian Affairs, Francis A. Walker, ap
pointed Henry Alvord of Virginia, late captain of the 10th Cavalry who 
had seen service on the south plains frontier, and Professor Edward 
Parrish of Philadelphia as special commissioners to investigate condi
tions at the Kiowa-Comanche, Cheyenne-Arapahoe, and Wichita-Caddo 
agencies. They were to persuade the Indians to discontinue their ma
rauding, and were to bring representatives of these tribes east with 
them to tour the national capital. But the Kiowas demanded that their 
chiefs be released or at least brought to the meeting before they would 
cooperate. It was with some difficulty that Alvord persuaded Governor 
Davis to send Satanta and Big Tree to Indian Territory. During the 
visit at Fort Sill, Parrish contracted typhoid and died before the 
council adjourned. A full report of the visit was published in the 
Annual Report of the Commissioner of Indian Affairs to the Secretary 
of the Interior for the Year 1872 {Washington: Government Printing Of
fice, 1872), I28-I48. See also Richardson, Comanche Barrier to South 
Plains Settlement. 353-59.
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11was the officer to whom the scout. Jack Stilwell, delivered it in a 

frightful storm on the trail between Fort Sill and the nearest railroad 

point. Carter, with soldiers of the Fourth Cavalry, was escorting Sa- 
tanta and.Big Tree to Fort SiU. The letter read as follows:

To the Officer Commanding Escort to the Kiowa Chiefs:

This is to inform you that there are some three thousand 
or more confederated Indians here and in or about the Fort Sill 
Reservation today or will be by the time you are expected to 
arrive with the prisoners, under order of the Department Com
mander for delivery at this post. They are all well armed and 
are sullen, ugly and warlike. I have five troops of Cavalry 
(Tenth) aggregating nearly three hundred men; with your troop 
there would be about three hundred and sixty. To bring Satanta, 
their principal war chief, here in irons and expect to take him 
back to the state penitentiary without trouble —  probably a 
desperate fight —  would be almost impossible. Stilwell will 
tell you so. I beg, therefore, in spite of your positive orders 
to the contrary, not to bring them here on the reservation, but 
to take them to Atoka, the present terminal of the M. K. & T. 
R.R. where the commissioners —  Captain Alvord, formerly of the 
regiment among them —  who will meet you there, have other hos
tile Indians, some of whom are destined for Washington.

Very respectfully.
Your obedient servant
G. W. Schofield

Major 10th U. S. Cavalry, Commanding Post 11

11A well-known frontier figure, Simpson Everett Stillwell (181*9- 
1903), was best known as "Jack" Stilwell. A slim man with a rather 
sallow complexion, deep-set and penetrating steel-blue eyes, a firm 
jaw, and a sharp nose, he was modest and soft spoken. At the age of 
fourteen he left school and joined a wagon train for Santa Fe, remain
ing in New Mexico for several years. Stilwell first served as a scout 
in 1867 at Fort Dodge. In 1868 he achieved fame in the battle at the 
Arickaree Fork of the Republican River in northeastern Colorado in 
which 900 Cheyennes under Roman Nose surrounded Major G. A. Forsyth's 
company of 50 scouts. Stilwell escaped and brought the news back to 
Fort Wallace. During the next thirteen years he was irregularly em
ployed as a scout, serving under Custer, Miles and others. Stilwell 
possessed an excellent command of Spanish and a workable knowledge of
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Both Stilwell and Captain Carter understood that if the order of the

12department commander. General Augur was not carried out it would 

probably mean official trouble* On the other hand, the safety of the 
women and children at Fort Sill had to be considered. Carter discussed 

the situation with Stilwell while the rain beat down on them. Light

ning illuminated the crouching, blanketed figures of Satanta and Big

most languages of the plains Indians. All his commanders praised him 
for his intelligence, daring, and resourcefulness. He later served as 
U. S. deputy marshall at the Cheyenne-Arapahoe agency, police judge at 
El Reno, and U. S. commissioner. During the latter part of his life 
he studied law and was admitted to the bar. Stilwell was cared for 
in his last years at the ranch of William F. MBuffalo Bill" Cody and 
died at Cody, Wyoming. See George A. Forsyth, The Story of a Soldier 
(New York: D. Appleton & Co., 1900), 199-232, and Thrilling Days in 
Army Life (New York: Harper & Bros., 1900), 3-75; James S. Hutchins, 
"The Fight at Beecher Island," in Great Western Indian Fights (New 
York: Doubleday & Co., I960), 165-75; George Armstrong Custer, My 
Life on the Plains (New York: Sheldon & Co., 1875), 128-3U; Downey, 
Indian-Fighting Army, 66-77; and Carter, On the Border With Mackenzie, 
357-62, and The Old Sergeant's Story, 122-26.

12Christopher Colon Augur (1821-1898) commanded the Depart
ment of Texas from 1872 to 1875. A graduate of West Point in 181:3, he 
served in the Mexican War and distinguished himself in 1856 during the 
Rogue River Indian campaign in Oregon. In November of l86l Augur, a 
major in the regular army, was made brigadier-general of volunteers 
and brevet colonel in the regular army for his gallantry at the battle 
of Cedar Mountain, Virginia. He later participated in the Louisiana 
campaign, and at the seige of Port Hudson he commanded the left wing 
of the army. In October, 1863, Augur was assigned to the command of 
the Department of Washington and the 22nd army corps. At the close 
of the war he was brevetted brigadier and major-general and was mus
tered out of the volunteer service the following year. With the 
regular rank of colonel he assumed command of the 12th Infantry, and 
in 1869 he was made brigadier-general. Before his retirement in 1885 
Augur commanded the Departments of the Platte, Texas, the Gulf, the 
South, and the Missouri. See Battles and Leaders of the Civil War,
II, III, IV, passim; Rister, The Southwestern Frontier, 143-1+7; and 
sketch by Eben Swift in DAB, I, 427-28.
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Tree; it reflected from the gleaming barrels of rifles in the hands of 

the soldiers who stood guard over the prisoners. At early dawn Carter 

decided not to proceed to Fort Sill. Seventy-five miles from Carter's 
camp I was sleeping peacefully in my bed at the post, but my father 

and mother did not sleep. No one could tell what might happen in the 
morning.

With the first streak of daylight at Fort Sill, the Indians be

gan coming in. All were dressed in their best finery, their faces were 
streaked with paint, and war bonnets adorned the warriors' heads. Eight 
abreast they rode down the front line where I stood beside my mother 
watching the procession from our porch. I was not afraid; the sight 

of war feathers and painted faces was not at all unusual to army chil

dren in those days of frontier garrison life. The Indians supposedly 

had come to meet the commissioners, but every officer knew that the real 
object was to welcome back Satanta and Big Tree. Their arrogant bear
ing and fierce eyes proved that the only orders they expected to obey 

would be those which their war chief, Satanta, might give. They car
ried firearms, ammunition, bows and arrows, tomahawks, and twelve-foot 

lances tipped by sharp blades about fourteen inches long. Behind them 

followed what seemed an endless procession of ponies. In the barracks 

armed soldiers waited silently for the first signal of trouble. All 
day the Indians crowded the parade ground and the roads around the gar
rison; they even swaggered insolently upon the porches of the officers' 

homes. But Satanta and Big Tree did not appear, and when darkness fell 
the hungry Indians made their way slowly back to their villages.

After Carter with his two Kiowa prisoners diverted from the
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Fort Sill trail, he headed north and east toward the Red River. When 
General Augur learned of this deliberate and positive disobedience of 

his order, he endorsed the actions of both Major Schofield and Lieu
tenant Carter. As it turned out, Satanta and Big Tree were finally de-

13livered to Commissioner Alvord as outlined in Schofield’s letter.
In 1873, after giving a solemn pledge to commit no further depreda
tions, Satanta was paroled and permitted to return to Fort Sill; but 

he was again caught in the act of leading a plunder party off the res

ervation and was committed for life to the state penitentiary."^

13Alvord had promised the Kiowas that if delegates were sent 
to Washington, the government party would meet the prisoners at some 
point along the road. The Kiowas complied and furnished eight rep
resentatives, headed by Lone Wolf, to join the delegation of Coman- 
ches, Arapahoes, Kiowa-Apaches, and Indians from the Wichita reserva
tion. Soon after Alvord and his group of Indians reached Atoka, 
Lieutenant Carter arrived with his two famous prisoners. Not wishing 
to take chances at a point so far from civilization, Alvord did not 
permit a meeting with the captives until both groups reached St. Louis. 
After the conference Satanta and Big Tree were conducted back to Texas. 
See Nye, Carbine and Lance. 159-60; and Richardson, Comanche Barrier 
to South Plains Settlement. 358.

"^Although all of Texas was adamant in its desire to retain 
the chiefs as prisoners. Governor Davis was under pressure from Com
missioner of Indian Affairs Edward P. Smith and Secretary of the In
terior Columbus Delano. As a Republican, Davis did not wish to 
offend the Washington government; and he was dependent on federal sup
port against the rising tide of discontent in Texas. Thus he paroled 
the chiefs in October, 1873, on the naive condition that if they were 
caught raiding again they would be returned to the penitentiary. 
Criticism was loud, and in the election which followed in December 
Davis was overwhelmingly defeated. General Sherman wrote to Davis 
that the chiefs "would have their revenge" —  and added his hope that 
if Satanta and Big Tree were to have fresh scalps the governor’s.would 
be the first taken. Such a suggestion might have been popular, for 
depredations on the frontier of Texas and throughout the southern plains 
increased during the following year. Both Satanta and Big Tree were 
involved in an outbreak at the Wichita agency in August, 18?U, and when 
they appeared at the Cheyenne agency at Darlington they were put in 
chains. Although neither one had taken a leading part in the Wichita
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Satanta was put to work making cane seats for chairs, and when he again 

applied for a parole it was refused. On October 11, 1878, he threw 

himself from an upper gallery of the penitentiary and ended his life.
Even when we were in a particular garrison long enough to feel 

settled down, we were still on the move. ¥e were nearly forced out 
of our quarters because a senior officer who had just arrived at Fort 
Sill decided that our house was more desirable than any other to which 

he was entitled. There were especially assigned quarters for the col

onel, lieutenant-colonel, majors, captains, first lieutenants, and 
second lieutenants, each one according to his rank. This officer of 
the infantry ranked my father by twenty-four hours, and his wife wanted 

our set of quarters. Another set, identical to our own, was vacant, 

and Colonel Davidson offered to put in shelves and paint the kitchen 

the same color as ours as that was the only explanation the woman gave 
for wishing to oust our family. Her husband tried to persuade her to 
take the other quarters, but she was obdurate until I solved the issue. 

I had heard Mother remark to my father: “She wants our madeira vines.

If we had not planted them, we would not be ranked out now." My mother 
had received the bulbs. from Philadelphia and planted them at the end 

of our front piazza where they formed a green screen. These were the 
only madeira vines at Fort Sill. When my father appeared on the porch 

some time later, only broken strings were left of the green screen.

disturbance, Satanta was returned to the penitentiary; Big Tree es
caped and was never taken into custody again. See Ulster, "The Sig
nificance of the Jacksboro Indian Affair of 1871," loc. cit., 196-98; 
Wharton, Satanta, 207-18; and Steele, "Lawrie Tatum’s Indian Policy," 
loc. cit.7 85-91.



I had not only torn down the vines, but having been told that the bulbs 

could be taken up in winter and planted again the next summer, I had 

pulled them up and smashed them to a pulp with a stone. Then the wife 

of the ranking officer decided that if her kitchen could be painted 
the color of our own and a shell put in, the vacant set of quarters 
would be quite satisfactory. It was no longer necessary to move. That 
was the last time we planted madeira vines!

Christmas morning, 1872, is vividly impressed upon my memory, 

though I was not six years old until the following March. My brother 
Harry stood beside me at the closed door which led from the hallway 

into the living room of our quarters. My father opened the door and 

we gazed at our first real Christmas tree, decorated with the things 
that had been sent from Philadelphia for this event. Under the tree 

were two tiny folding chairs with wooden legs and arms of black, white 
canvas seats, and backs bound with red braid. In one chair was an 

immense wax doll in a red dress. That was my chairj the other was for 
my brother. Then I saw two strange objects on the mantel above the 
open fireplace. They had not been there when we hung up our stock

ings the previous night. One was a boy in French bisque holding a 
pole and a string of fish; at the other end of the mantel stood a girl 

with a net of fish. The statuettes were about fifteen inches high and 
tinted in colors.

At once I assumed that these were gifts to my brother and me, 
and I claimed the fisher girl, generously permitting my brother to 

own the boy. My parents explained to me that Mr. John Evans, the
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post t rad e r , h a d  sent the figurines as a Christmas gift to them, but 
I could call the fisher girl my own if I wanted to, and the boy could 

be called my brother's. From that day to this the two little French 
bisque figures have been a feature in my mother's home, and in various 

sections of the country the fisher boy and girl have stood as they did 
that Christmas morning of 1872, looking down on a crude little walnut 

tobacco box that Tom Custer had given to my father in 1870.

I sat in my new chair, selected by my father and mother from 
the articles displayed in the trader store of Mr. Evans, and held my 

doll in my arms. At that moment my mother carried my baby sister into 
the room and told me that I could hold her for a little while. The new 

sister, Florence, b o m  on November 13, 1872, was not much larger than 
my wax doll. .

The Indians whose villages surrounded Fort Sill were supposed 
to be on friendly terms with the whites, but .they were not permitted 
to leave the reservation. This prohibited them from roving at will to 
hunt buffalo, deer, and other game. In order to provide food for the 

Indians, the government established agencies near some of the principal 
garrisons. From the commissary, the main building at the agency, ra

tions were distributed in proportion to the size of each family. Ration 
day at Fort Sill always provided an interesting sight. When the weather

John S. Evans, formerly a trader at Forts Gibson and Ar- 
buckle, was appointed post trader at Fort Sill in the autumn of 1869. 
He held this position until spring, I876,when the bribe he had paid 
Secretary of War Belknap for the trading concession received nation
al publicity. For details of the Belknap scandal see Chapter 7.
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was pleasant, the garrison people were usually ready to make that an 

excuse for an outing. Nobody walked, though the agency was only a 

short distance from the post. Men and women, and even the children, 
were so accustomed to riding that they never thought of walking any 

distance. Most of the children had their own ponies which were pur
chased from the Indians.

The Indians gathered from all directions, walking or riding 

ponies. Men and women wore the same kind of garments, but the buck
skin moccasins of the women came up higher on the legs. All were 

wrapped in brilliantly colored blankets. The squaws had wicker baskets 

or cradles of rawhide tied to their backs with leather thongs. These 

cradles were covered by blankets which provided just enough space to 

permit a child to breathe and peep out. In addition to being the baby- 
carrier, the squaw had many other chores on ration day. In fact, 
every day was a busy one for the Indian woman. No brave ever worked —  

he was solely a hunter and a warrior. The women cooked, kept the 
tepee in order, cleaned game that the men brought home, cured hides 
of deer, bear, buffalo, and wolves, and with the fine sinews made all 

the clothes and mended the tepees. It was the duty of a squaw to take 

care of her husband's ponies and to saddle them when he wished to 

ride. She also packed the household goods on the ponies* backs and 

followed without question whenever the head of the family elected to 

move elsewhere. If there were an attack upon the village, the squaw

L
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was ready to do her part*^

As the agency clerk announced the number of each ration ticket 

or tag, a chief who represented many families, or lodges as they were 

called, would produce his ticket which was proof that he was entitled 

to a certain amount of salt pork, bacon, sugar, flour, coffee, and 
meat. The clerk measured the rations. Then the squaws carried out 

the articles and loaded them on the backs of the waiting ponies. The 

fact that babies were strapped to the backs of these squaws seemed to 

make no difference to either the children or their mothers. Some of 

the Indians swapped goods immediately; others drove their pack ponies 

to the post trader's store at Fort Sill where the food might be ex

changed for something almost useless, such as a yard or two of gaudy 
calico or a little round looking glass with a metal back. These 

mirrors were always highly prized by the Indians,

During the time that it took to issue rations, the braves 
held pony races or engaged in shooting matches with bow and arrows. 

Ration day to them was almost like a circus day in civilized sections, 

Comanche ponies were wonderfully trained and could be guided entirely 

by the knees of the riders, who were able to make an arc without use 

of reins and could stop within the length of their ponies when riding

2^
At times, women even accompanied the men on a raid and would 

snipe with bows and arrows from the fringe of the fray. Occasionally 
women were taken along to help with the equipment. But when the war
riors planned a quick thrust and a hurried getaway, they always left 
their women and children at the main camp. Among some of the plains 
Indians women who had been to war with their husbands formed an exclu
sive guild or society. See Wallace and Hoebel, The Comanches. 25>3-5>U; 
Mooney, Calendar History of the Kiowa, 312; and George Bird Grinnell, 
The Cheyenne Indians: Their History and Ways of Life (2 vols.. New 
Haven: Yale University Press, 1933% I, lUi-V?,



at full speede No bits were used; a bridle of braided hair, looped 
about the pony's nose, made a single rein# Their wooden saddles were 

shaped with high pommel and cantle made in several sections. Each 
part was perfectly fitted, then punctured with red-hot tools and 

sewed together with green sinews from deer# A deer hair made an excel
lent needle. After this, the joints were glued with a sticky substance 
obtained from buffalo hoofs. The herd mark of a Comanche pony was a 

slit about an inch and a half long in the.tip of the ear. Duke, our 
Comanche pony, had such a slit ear. My father bought him at Fort Sill 
and he went with us through Texas, Indian Territory, Arizona, and Mon

tana where he died at Fort Keogh in 1898. Duke was mourned by the 

soldiers of H Troop, Tenth Cavalry, who gave him a military funeral.

It always appeared that the Indians were on the most friendly 
terms with the white people at the agency and the post, but everyone 
understood that the slightest incident might be like a lighted match 
thrown into a keg of gunpowder. There was a strong undercurrent of 
resentment among the Indians, who had never wantonly slaughtered buf

falo but had killed only what was needed for food and hides. Now the 

Indians saw buffalo hunters butchering thousands for the sole purpose 
of obtaining the hides. The carcasses were left to rot. The Indian 

agent was a civil appointee and was in no way under the authority of 

the army officers; yet in the event of any trouble caused by the agent, 

it was the duty of the troopers to apprehend the rebellious Indians. 

Many Indian agents were dishonest or unfair, and at times a shortage 

of rations or spoiled goods started trouble which ended in a band of 

Indians "jumping the reservation" and retaliating by raids upon homes
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of white settlers. But during times of peace no one thought of war, and 

when the crisis came everyone was too busy to be afraid. There was a 

certain exhilaration in the danger. I cannot remember a time in my 
life on the frontier when I was actually afraid. Probably this is proof 
that "fools rush in."

The situation at Fort Sill became serious early in 1873 when
Lawrie Tatum, the Quaker agent whose honesty, kindness, and sense of

fair play had won the respect of the Indians as well as the army people,

was relieved of his duties and went back East. Tatum's successor was a
17man by the name of Hunt. 1 With him arrived various relatives, each of 

whom held some kind of "official" job. At once trouble began. Indians 

came to the officers and complained that they were not receiving full- 

weight rations, that the food was unfit to eat, and that at times only 
one kind of food was distributed instead of the several kinds guaran
teed by the government.

Back of our quarters were barrels in which garbage was left 
until the wagons came to haul it away. We sometimes saw Indians reach

ing into the barrels and devouring the garbage. These were usually 
old women and children —  dumb, starving creatures with sunken faces 

and eyes that were dull. The men, too proud to join them, waited with 

unbelievable patience for help from the authorities in Washington.

17Not Hunt, but a Quaker named J. M. Haworth, replaced Tatum 
early in 1873. A strong believer in the peace policy, Haworth in one 
of his first official acts removed the military guard which Tatum had 
found necessary. But Haworth's more lenient administration proved even 
less effective than that of Tatum. P. B. Hunt, a member of the Epis
copal Church, became agent in April of 1878 after Haworth resigned be
cause of bad health. See Steele, "Lawrie Tatum's Indian Policy,"
lOC a Cite



They did not know, what red tape meant. Stories circulating at this time 
were so appalling that the officers and many of the ladies rode down to 

the agency one day and saw for themselves the rations issued. Soapl 
Bars of soap, and not another article1 My mother and father were among 

those who saw that single ration issued to the starving Indians.
Indignant over the situation, the officers held a consultation. 

Army officers were powerless to protest or even officially to report 

conditions to the Washington authorities since the agents were under 
the jurisdiction of the Indian Bureau. The War Department and the 
Indian Bureau were two distinct organizations, neither of which could 

interfere with the other. But the officers fully realized that sooner 

or later the Indians would rebel and probably massacre all those at 

the agency. Then the duty of punishing the desperate Indians would 
fall upon the army. Through various indirect means the officers had 
tried to bring the situation to the attention of the proper authori
ties in Washington. Now, believing a crisis was imminent, they de

cided to carry out a plan of their own. Each officer, according to his 
rank and size of his family, made out a list of food to be purchased 

at the commissary for which he himself would pay —  and the Indians 

were invited to come on a certain day for a big feast and dance.

I stood beside my mother on our front porch that day. Around 

the flagstaff in the center of the parade ground boxes, barrels, and 

bundles were heaped high. The Indians came —  men, women, and children, 

all afoot —  dressed in their best finery. Babies were strapped to the 

backs of their mothers. It was a strange procession. Even now I can 
see it plainly in my memory. The right hand of every Indian, man and
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woman alike as well as the smallest toddler, held a long, slender bough 
of green willow that was waved automatically to and fro. Then from one 
corner of the parade ground a gaily decked group of warriors advanced, 
wearing bonnets of feathers that trailed to the ground. Their faces 
were streaked with colored paints as when starting on the warpathj 
but high in the air they waved in rhythmic unison the green boughs, 

emblems of peace, as they danced to the beating of tom-toms and chanted 

in wild, weird monotones their song of thanksgiving to the Great Spirit 
who had heard the prayers of their hungry people. They held the boughs 

pointed upward toward the colors that fluttered at the top of the 

flagstaff as they circled beneath it. Then, uttering a loud, shrill 

cry, they bent and laid the willow branches on the ground beside the 

boxes and barrels. After that came strange dances with tom-toms beat
ing time to droning voices.

The dances ended, and at signals the Indian women and children 
were seated on the ground. The warriors remained standing and stolid 
while the soldiers ripped the tops from boxes and barrels filled with 

canned goods —  tomatoes, peaches, pears, —  and meats, com, sacks of 
rice, sugar, dried beans, and boxes of hardtack. This was not rotten, 

mildewed stuff, but such food as was used on the tables of officers* 

families, all bought by the officers at Fort Sill from their scanty 

monthly pay. It seemed particularly strange that at any hour the same 

officers might be ordered to follow and capture these Indians ''dead or 

alive." A bugle call sounded retreat, the cannon was fired, and the 
flag lowered. Then the Indians, happy as children, leftthe garrison
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and started toward their villages, carrying with them, the supplies that 

had been distributed. For a while longer the danger of an uprising had

been averted»



CHAPTER V
SOUTH TO FORT CONCHO 

(1873)

In the spring of 1873 my mother, accompanied by the three of 

us children, went to visit her family in Philadelphia. Late in 
April my father's troop was ordered from Fort Sill to Fort Concho in 

Tom Green County, Texas. In October we left Philadelphia on the long 

railroad trip to Texas. On the pullman we met Colonel Dashiell and 

his stepdaughter. Miss Mary Ringold, who had just graduated from St. 

Mary's Hall in Burlington, New Jersey. They were returning to their 
home in San Antonio. Colonel Dashiell, a graduate of West Point, had 

resigned his commission in the United States Army at the opening of

Fort Concho, the largest and best known of the frontier forts 
of Texas, was rated by the War Department as its model post on the 
basis of cost and pretentious character of construction, size of gar
rison, and prominence of the officers who commanded. It was located 
near the junction of the North and Middle Concho rivers where the 
city of San Angelo sprang up soon after the establishment of the post. 
Because it was the center of a line of posts extending from El Paso to 
the northeastern border of Texas and was also part of the southern 
chain to the mouth of the Rio Grande, extra duty devolved upon the 
officers and troops. The post, established in late November, 1867, by 
units of the l+th Cavalry under Captain George G. Huntt, was first 
called Camp Hatch in honor of Major John P. Hatch of the l|th Cavalry.
It was later renamed Camp Kelly for a captain of the regiment, Michael 
J. Kelly, and finally in March of 1868 it became known as Fort Concho.
It was abandoned in June, 1889. The original administration building 
is now the headquarters of the Fort Concho Museum. Other buildings have 
been restored, and the old fort has recently been designated a national 
historic landmark. See J. Evetts Haley, Fort Concho and the Texas Fron
tier (San Angelo: San Angelo Standard Times, 1952) j Lucy Rawlings Warn
er, "Fort Concho, Texas, 1867 to 1889," (Master's Thesis, University of 
Arizona, 1939) j and J. N. Gregory, Fort Concho: - Its Why and Wherefore 
(San Angelo: Newfoto Printing Co., 1952).
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2the Civil War and had joined the Confederates. Another passenger was 

a Mrs# Young, officially rated as state botanist of Texas#^ She had 

found twenty-three varieties of cacti and had made the study of that 
plant a specialty,

' Our journey was quite routine until we reached Denison, Texas. 
Then complications arose. Denison was a railroad junction where it 
was necessary for us to change to a southbound train. Since we had 

some time between trains, we went to the St. Elmo Hotel to have dinner 
with Mrs. Young, Colonel Dashiell, and Miss Ringold. As we passed down 

the hallway of the hotel, my mother noticed that all the rooms were 

filled with cots, and every cot was occupied. "There must have been

Jeremiah Yellott Dashiell (1804-1888), a native of Baltimore, 
was never a student at West Point. He received a degree in medicine 
from the University of Maryland in 1823# practiced his profession in 
Louisville, Kentucky, and Princeton, Mississippi, and was a professor 
at Louisville Medical College. Dashiell went into the army as a vol
unteer in 1846 and served as a paymaster in Mexico. Three years later 
he was made a major and paymaster in the regular army. Dashiell was 
dismissed early in 1858, and from 1861 to 1865 he served as a colonel 
in the Confederate army. In November, 1861, he was appointed adjutant 
general and held that office for two years. He also served as quar
termaster general and inspector general. After the war Dashiell edited 
the San Antonio Herald. See Handbook of Texas, I, 465-66; M. L. Crim- 
mins, "Notes and. Documents: W. G. Freeman's Report on the Eighth Mili
tary Department," Southwestern Historical - Quarterly, LI (October 1947), 
167-74; and Heitman, op. cit., I, 354•

^Maud Jeanne Young (1826-1882), a native of North Carolina, 
moved with her family in 1837 to Houston where her father, Nathan Ful
ler, served as mayor in the years 1853 and 1854* In 1847 she married 
Dr. S. 0. Young, but she was widowed within a year and began to teach 
in the Houston Academy. Because of her essays, stories, and poems on 
the South and the Civil War, she was sometimes called the "Confederate 
Lady." William Gilmore Simms included one of her poems, "Song of the 
Texas Ranger," in his War Poetry of the South (1867). In.addition, she 
wrote a textbook entitled Familiar Lessons in Botany With Flora of 
Texas (1872). Mrs. Fuller was principal of a public school in Houston 
from 1868 to 1873 and state botanist in 1872 and 1873. See Handbook 
of Texas, II, 947.
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an accident on the railroad near here," she commented as we sat down at

the table in the dining room. Later Colonel Dashiell noticed a placard

attached to a pillar, and believing it might give information. about the
accident he walked over to read it. 'When he returned to the table he

li 5was smiling. "My old friends. Governor Davis* and Judge Alexander, .

TEdmund Jackson Davis (1827-1883), the ablest and most influen
tial Republican in Texas during the reconstruction period, was a native 
of Florida who came.to Texas in 1835 with his widowed mother. Davis 
studied law in Corpus Christi and set up practice there and at Laredo 
and Brownsville. Prior to the Civil War he served as deputy collector 
of customs and attorney and judge for the Rio Grande Valley district. 
Apparently alienated from the Confederate cause by his failure to win 
a seat in the secession convention of 1861, he organized a cavalry reg
iment of Texas Unionists in Mexico. The regiment spent most of the war 
period in.Louisiana but took a leading part in the unsuccessful attack 
on Laredo in 1861*. In that year Davis was made a brigadier-general of 
volunteers. As delegate to the Texas constitutional convention of 1866 
and president of the convention of 1868-1869, he advocated unrestricted 
Negro suffrage and the division of Texas into three states. He was 
elected governor in 1869 and was virtual dictator of the state for the 
next four years, during which time riots and temporary reigns of terror 
resulted from the activities of his Negro police and the imposition of 
martial law. Although his opponent, Richard Coke, polled a majority of 
the votes in the gubernatorial contest of 1873, Davis declared the elec
tion unconstitutional and refused to give up the office until President 
Grant, upon whom he relied for support, wired that he would not inter
vene. Davis then re-entered the practice of law in Austin. He was 
defeated in contests for the governorship in 1880 and for Congress in 
1882, but remained state Republican leader until his death. See Charles 
W. Ramsdell. Reconstruction in Texas (New York: Columbia University 
Press, 1910), passim; W. C. Nunn, Texas Under the Carpetbaggers (Aus
tin: University of Texas Press, 19^2), passim; and Marion Humphreys 
Farrow, Troublesome.Times in Texas (San Antonio: Naylor Co., 1959)*

'Villiam Alexander, a Republican politician, was appointed 
attorney general of Texas in 1865, "resigned in the fall of 1867, and 
was reappointed to that office by Governor Davis in 1870. Handbook 
of Texas. I, 27.
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are to speak here tonight,” he explained, "and they are staying in this 

hotel. I shall send up my card while we are at dinner. I would like 

you to meet them.” A waiter took the card, and before the dinner had 
been placed on the table Governor Davis and Judge Alexander hurried 
into the dining room. Colonel Dashiell had no time to introduce the 
ladies, for the governor said excitedly but in a low voice: ”Colonel,
get the ladies out of this hotel at one el We have yellow fever and 

cases of cholera herel Every place in town is filled with patients." 
Then we learned, that quarantine law had gone into effect in Denison 

just fifteen minutes before our own train had reached here. It was one 

of the tragic years when the scourge of the South was at its worst. 

Shreveport bore the heaviest toll of lives.

As a result of a quick consultation between Governor Davis, 

Judge Alexander, and Colonel Dashiell we left the table without eating 
even a bite of our meal and hurried back to the railroad station. Gov

ernor Davis explained that because of quarantine law no trains could 
leave Denison for the south. "I have no authority in this matter, ” he 

said, "but I can and will assume personal responsibility for sending 

a train to Navasota, the least affected point on the line.” Arrange

ments were made, and we pulled out of Denison at about six o'clock in 
the evening. At midnight we reached Navasota in a terrific downpour 

of rain. The inky darkness was broken only by two points of light 

from lanterns carried by railroad employees. When we inquired about 

accommodations for the night, we were dismayed to learn that there was 

no chance of obtaining transportation to the only hotel, a quarter of 

a mile distant. All conveyances had been hired to take townsfolk to
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a big ball in a neighboring community. There was nothing to do but 

walk.. We splashed in mud above our ankles as the rain,beat down, 

drenching us from head to foot.
Luckily for us, the storm had prevented many of the hotel guests 

from returning that night, and we were able to obtain rooms. Our room 
was typical. The rough board partitions were only about eight feet 

high, and above this was open space. There were cracks between the 

boards wide enough to.permit the person in the adjoining room to have 
full view of ours. My mother hastily undressed us, then extinguished 
the candle so that her own preparations for bed might not be observed. 

During the night she was startled by moans, groans, and stifled calls 
for help that came from the next room. But her fears of some horrible 

crime were alleviated when she heard a man cry out: "Wake up. You're
raising h---.” The other man awoke. "Thought the herd was stampeding
on top of me," he mumbled. The rest of the night was peaceful.

We were forced to remain at Navasota for an entire week as no 
trains were allowed to pass through. It was imperative that my mother 

reach Austin on the date set by my father in his letter of instruction 

to her at Philadelphia. Army officers were limited as to time away 

from their commands, and overstaying that limit was considered absence 

without leave. Furthermore, my mother was worried about the addition

al expense on the trip, fearing she might run short of funds. In the 

event that my father had to return to Fort Concho without us, it would 
mean still another hotel room until some way had been arranged to take 
us to the post.'

One morning at Navasota Mrs. Young invited my mother to take a
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walk with her, adding that Miss Ringold would look out for the children. 

Away from possible eavesdroppers, Mrs. Young told my mother that she 

was going over to the railroad station to send a telegram to her father. 
He was one of the officials of the Houston and Texas Central Railroad 

which had a branch line from Hempstead, fifty miles north of Houston, 
to Austin. .This was a distance of one hundred and fifteen miles. As 
Mrs. Young was writing the telegram while my mother stood nearby, one 

of the two railroad men in the office suddenly said to the other,
"Have you answered the telegram about tracing that army officer’s fam

ily?" "Yes. I sent a dispatch saying information had been received . 

here that Mrs. Cooper and a doctor left the train and caught the stage 

at Dallas to go across the country on account of the quarantine." My 

mother was astounded. "I am Mrs. Cooper, and that is not true1" she 

exclaimed. The operator told her that telegrams had been sent from 
Austin to the mayors of the various towns through which our train had 
been scheduled to pass. He explained that wires had been sent as far 

as Philadelphia trying to trace her .and her children, and that it was 

supposed that we all had been removed from our train at some point and 
were ill with the fever.

My mother was about to write a message when Mrs. Young stopped 

her and asked that she wait until an answer arrived from her father. 

Mrs. Young’s telegram stated that she and a party of friends were quar

antined at Navasota. Then she had added: "Is the Texas Central send

ing mail through Navasota? Answer immediately." The two operators 
understood, and promised to hold the message strictly confidential as 

it was addressed to a railroad official on business • Two days later



the answer came. "Mail will pass through Navasota tonight. Pullman at

tached to engine. Be ready." This was risky business. The President 

of the United States had ordered that the mail should go through, but . 
the people in the districts beyond the quarantine lines objected ve

hemently and threatened to tear up the tracks if trains attempted to 
come in from the yellow fever sections. Even a presidential order 
could not have prevented destruction of the tracks had it been sus

pected that people were hidden in the pull man coach that was carrying 
the mail.

We had only our hand luggage at the hotel; all the trunks had 
been left at the depot on our arrival. After supper that night Colonel 

Dashiell settled the bills, saying we had found other accommodations 

since we would have to remain at.Navasota for an indefinite time. We 

went to the depot, but not in a group. The station was in absolute 

darkness. We waited a short distance down the tracks until about ten 

o ’clock when an engine.with one car, a pullman, arrived. We stumbled 
hastily into it. Mail pouches were piled at the front end of the car. 

The berths had all been made up and the window curtains drawn. The 

engineer, following instructions, put on full speed and our car swayed 
and jerked like the tail of a kite in a high wind. As we dashed 

through some of the small towns in the night, we heard the angry shouts 
of those who had noticed the pullman. None of us could tell at what 

moment there might be a crash resulting from tom-up track if the news 
of our car should be wired ahead of us to other towns.

Just before noon the next day we reached Hempstead where we all 

left the pullman to await a local train for Austin.. Mrs • Young said



goodbye to us here as her train for San Antonio was due to arrive soon. 

We had not eaten. since six o1 clock the previous evening, and we three 

children were very hungry. Hempstead had no station house; a platform 
was the only structure. No one was in sight except a woman who was 

sweeping the porch of a little shack some distance from the tracks. 
Colonel Dashiell hastened toward her, intending to buy food or at least 

have her make a pot of coffee for us. But as he approached she waved 

her broom and ordered him to keep away. When he took a few more, steps, 

she darted into the house and banged the door. He called out: "For

pity’s sakes, madam, let me have a pitcher of water. The ladies and 

children are suffering from hunger and thirst." The door remained 
closed, and the woman appeared at a window. She raised it, poked out 

the barrel of a gun, and ordered: "Git or I ’ll shoot. You folks come

from the quarantine! Git, quick!"
Finally the train arrived and our weary party boarded it. This 

train did not touch the quarantine district. We were now ravenously 
hungry, but no food could be procured on board. Colonel Dashiell went 

from car to car, asking if anyone would sell part of a lunch or even a 

piece of bread for two hungry little children. Perhaps they would 

gladly have given it, but no one had any food. At four o’clock that 

afternoon Colonel Dashiell conferred with the conductor and porter, and 
arrangements were made to have the train stopped for a few minutes at 

any point where food might be purchased. This part of Texas, however, 

was thinly settled, and we traveled for many miles without passing a 

store of any sort. Finally, near a cluster of a few rough shacks, the 

train slowed and stopped. Colonel Dashiell and the porter rushed to a
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one-room building over which hung a weather-beaten sign, “LAGER BEER.“ - 

They returned soon, each carrying tin trays on which were schooners of 

beer and a pile of huge pretzels. Everyone, even my baby sister, 
sipped the warm beer and nibbled at the stale pretzels. We were fam
ished. That evening at seven o'clock we reached Austin and found my 
father awaiting us at the steps of the train. "Thank goodnessl" my 
mother exclaimed. “Our troubles are over at last." But she was sadly 

mistaken.
It had taken exactly one month from the time we left Philadel

phia until we met my father at Austin. He had been waiting there for 

days. There were reasons why General Wesley Merritt, ̂  at that time

^Wesley Merritt (183U-1910), was one of the outstanding cav
alrymen of the army. Following his graduation from West Point in 
i860, he was commissioned a 2nd lieutenant of dragoons. During the 
first year of the Civil War he served as aide to General Philip St. 
George Cooke, and in 1862 he was promoted to the rank of captain. 
Merritt commanded the reserve cavalry brigade at Gettysburg as a 
brigadier-general of volunteers, and for his bravery on that occasion 
he was brevetted a major in the regular army. Continuous service un
der Sheridan in Virginia earned him five more brevets, and by the end 
of the war he was a major-general. Merritt was mustered out of the 
volunteer service in February, 1866, and assumed his regular rank of 
captain; but by the end of that year, upon recommendation of Sheridan 
he was made colonel of the 9th Cavalry. Ten years later he was pro
moted to colonel of the 5th Cavalry. Until 1882 Merritt's service was 
principally in the West. He was then made superintendent of West Point 
and served in this capacity until 188? when he was promoted to briga
dier-general and put in command of the Department of the Missouri.
Later he commanded the Department of Dakota, and after he was made a 
major-general in 1895, he returned to the Department of the Missouri.
He was placed in charge of the Department of the East two years later. 
In I898 Merritt was given command of the 1st Philippine Expedition. 
Following a period as military governor in the Philippines, he returned 
to his old post, the Department of the East, and retired in June of 
1900. A fine looking man of strong will, he was self-confident and 
yet agreeably modest. There has been no biography of Merritt. See 
George F. Price, Across the Continent With the Fifth Cavalry (New 
York: D. Van Nostrand, 1853), 223-29; Battles and Leaders of the
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in command of Fort Concho, did not wish to grant leaves of absence to
officers except in dire necessity. But, as an officer was needed to
lead a detachment of soldiers acting as guards for prisoners on their
way to Austin, General Merritt had selected my father to make the
trip# ... A detail of the Tenth Infantry, which was stationed at Fort 

7McKavett, was sent as the guard. My father .arrived at Austin, turned 
the prisoners over to proper authorities, and awaited our arrival.

But we did not come, nor could he get any information as to our where
abouts. He was just about to start back to Fort Concho when the tele

gram arrived from Navasota.

As commissary supplies were of a limited variety, it was cus

tomary for officers to send a list of items they might need with any 
detachment journeying into "civilization." Such a list had been given 

to my father and thus it was necessary for him to purchase some sup

plies before starting off for Fort Concho on the day after our arrival. 
Early that morning he instructed the sergeant in charge of the detail 
wagon, a large white-topped aimy conveyance in which the soldiers were 
to ride along with their camp equipment and rations, to load the goods

Civil War. II, III, IV, passim; and Murat Halstead, Full. Official His
tory of the War With Spain (Philadelphia: Elliott Publishing Co., 1899), 
554-657 70k-2j), passim.

7Fort McKavett, located on the San Saba River in west-central 
Texas about $0 miles southeast of Fort Concho, was called Camp San 
Saba when it was established in March, 1852. It was later renamed. 
to honor Captain Henry McKavett of the 8th Infantry who had been 
killed at Monterrey in I8I4.7 • The fort was abandoned in March, 1859, 
but rebuilt and occupied in the spring of 1868 by General Mackenzie 
who made it his headquarters. It was permanently abandoned in June, 
1883. See M. R. Crimmins, "Fort McKavett, Texas," Southwestern His
torical Quarterly, XXXVIII fJulv 191),98-19.



and then proceed to the place where camp was to be made that night.
My father had already gone to a general store, checked over the list 

of articles, and authorized the owner of the store to deliver the 
goods to the sergeant and his men. We waited until my father saw the 
wagon stop at the store and the soldiers go inside. Then, and not 
until then, did he feel sure that his order would be carried out and 

it was safe to tell the driver of our ambulance to go on ahead so that 

we could make camp by sundown. He knew that the supply wagon would be 

able to reach camp shortly after our own as it was traveling with a 

light load and a good team of four mules.
George Washington, a Negro trooper of the Tenth Cavalry, had 

been detailed from the quartermaster’s department to drive our ambu
lance. Private George Clark of Troop A, who had been our striker for 
some time even before my sister’s birth, sat on the front seat beside 
Washington. We arrived at camp near sundown, and it was not long be
fore the supply wagon appeared. Clark, an excellent cook, at once went 

to the wagon to get out our mess chest. I could see that he was dis
turbed when he returned. “The mess chest is empty,“ he exclaimed. Un

fortunately it was true. There was no food for our supper, and not one 

article that had been carefully listed to be taken back to Fort Concho 

had been loaded on that wagon. It was empty except for the white sol

diers who were evidently the worse for liquor. Among the articles on 

that list were some things for General Merritt. There was nothing to 

be done except return to Austin and get the missing articles.

The mules had already traveled twenty-five miles that day —  

a regular day’s march for cavalry —  but as my father had to be back
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at Fort Concho on a specific date, there was only one way to do it. 

Leaving us in the care of old George Clark, whom we all knew would 

protect us even at the cost of his own life, my father took Washington 
with him and started back to Austin. He planned to drive back those 

twenty-five miles, get the goods, and then once more drive twenty-five 
miles in order to reach our camp before dawn. That would mean seventy- 

five miles covered by the mules in less than twenty hours. Then, after 

a short rest, it would be necessary for those mules to start another 

twenty-five mile drive to make our next camp according to schedule.
After he had gone and we were safely in our camp beds, the 

Tenth Infantry soldiers began drinking again. Their loud voices awoke 
my mother, who then discovered that George Clark was sitting just in 

front of the tent door, near a fire he had built. His carbine lay 

across his knees. The white soldiers were whispering together, look
ing toward Clark and the tent. Then they started toward him. My 

mother, whom I saw creeping on hands and knees near the front of the 
tent, pushed me back when I sat up. Speaking in a whisper that 

frightened me, she bade me lie down and keep quiet. My brother and 

baby sister were asleep. I saw Mother reach for the tent flap and 

heard her askin a low voice, nClark, do you think there is any danger?" 

"Not so long as I'se alive, ma’am!" he answered. After that I heard 
him call out, "I’ll shoot the first man that comes near this tent.

Keep back. I’ll shoot to kill!" They knew he meant it. So, as they 

kept drinking and quarreling among themselves —  and two of them, 

fighting, even rolled against the back of our tent where they fell 
asleep in drunken stupor —  old George Clark sat all night long with
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his loaded carbine, protecting the wife and children of an officer.

A little before dawn we heard the supply wagon coming, and at 

last Clark's vigil was over. The men who had been the worst offenders 
were put under arrest and in irons, .and then Clark cooked our long de
layed meal while the mules were carefully rubbed and allowed to rest 

after their seventy-five mile journey. Washington was a fine driver. 
Otherwise there might have been sick or dead mules for which my father 

would have been held financially responsible if his explanation had 

not been approved.

The next twenty-five miles were uneventful, but the following 

day we found ample excitement at Maynardsville, Texas, a small hamlet 

where an election was taking place. As the soldiers made camp, groups 

of citizens gathered at a distance. Many people in Texas were still 
averse to the presence of United States soldiers. Furthermore, Wash
ington and Clark were Negro soldiers, an added aggravation in those 
days in Texas. Especially hostile toward the troops were men called 
"bushwhackers" who had been driven from other sections and were prac

tically outlaws. We were barely settled when a number of such men, 
mounted on ponies, began dashing through our camp. Then, turning in 

their saddles, they fired back without regard to the danger not only 

to the soldiers but also to a woman and three little children. I think 

it was done to irritate my father. Again and again it was repeated, 

but my father, wishing to avoid an open conflict between citizens of 

Texas and regular soldiers, refrained from retaliating. The bush

whackers, apparently believing they had intimidated the officer in com
mand, became more bold and increased their dashes through our camp.
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firing more rapidly and nearer to the men. Then my father ordered the 

soldiers who were not under arrest to draw up in line and make ready. 

The bushwhackers saw the action and heard his clearly stated order 
that if another, dash were made through camp, the men were to shoot.
They circled about in bravado and finally dispersed.

The next day we reached Fort McKavett, and there the Tenth 
Infantry detail was turned over to the officer of the day. The sol

diers who had been placed under arrest were tried later by court mar
tial, found guilty, and sentenced to terms of imprisonment in the
guardhouse at Fort McKavett. Since the garrison was crowded, my mother

8and we children were housed by Captain and Mrs. Lacey while my father 

shared the quarters of the adjutant. The post was divided into an 

old and a new section; we were in the new part, my father in the old. 
He. did not appear the next morning, and finally my mother and Mrs. 
Lacey, wondering why he did not come, walked down to the adjutant's 

quarters and found my father very ill, apparently with typhoid fever 
which was prevalent at McKavett. The post surgeon who was with him 

advised my mother to request immediate transportation to take my 
father to Fort Concho as it was much higher and healthier than Fort 
McKavett.

Francis E. Lacey, an Irishman, was a veteran soldier who had 
joined the army as a private in 1858. He was assigned to the 10th 
Infantry as a captain in July, 1870, and served with that regiment 
until September, 1892, when he was made a major in the 8th Infantry. 
Lacey retired in October of 1897 with the rank of lieutenant-colonel. 
He died in April, 1907. Heitman, op. cit., I, 610: and Official Army. 
Register for 1908, 538.

I
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qGeneral Glitz, colonel of the Tenth Infantry, and General

10McCook, lieutenant-colonel of the same regiment, both were reluctant 

to allow an officer so seriously i n  as my father to leave their garri
son, but they finally consented. Two days were usually required to 
drive from Fort McKavett to Fort Concho under most favorable conditions, 

but because of the gravity of my father's illness General Glitz sent a 
relay team ahead of us to Kickapoo Springs. When we reached that point 

four fresh mules replaced our first team, and we dashed on as fast as 
possible toward Fort Concho. It was a race I have never forgotten. My 
father's life was at stake. In one day's time we covered two days' 
travel and reached Fort Concho at sundown. My, father soon recovered; 

it was the change of altitude that averted a tragic climax to our never- 

forgotten trip from Philadelphia to Fort Concho in October, 1873*

9Henry Boynton Glitz, a West Point graduate in the class of 
l81jj> and a veteran of both the Mexican War and the Civil War, became 
colonel of the 10th Infantry in February, 1869. He retired in July, 
1885, with the brevet rank of brigadier-general. According to Heit- 
man (op. cit., I, 311), Glitz was said to have drowned three years 
later. See also West Point Register. 188.

"^Alexander McDowell McCook of Ohio (1831-1903) served at 
frontier posts against hostile Utes and Apaches after his graduation 
from West Point in 1852, and from 1858 to 1861 he was assistant in
structor of infantry tactics at the Military Academy. During the early 
years of the Civil War he distinguished himself at Corinth, Nashville, 
Shiloh, and Perrysville. After the organization of the Army of the 
Cumberland, he commanded the XIV and later the XX Corps. Although he 
received blame for the disasterous defeat of the Union forces at 
Chickamauga, he was later exonerated. At the end of the war McCook, 
then in command of the District of Eastern Arkansas, was awarded the 
brevet rank of major-general. In 186? he was made lieutenant-colonel 
of the 26th Infantry, and in the spring of 1869 he was transferred to 
the 10th Infantry. Then, after serving as inspector general in 187U 
and 18?5, he was promoted to the rank of colonel and was aide-de-camp 
to General Sierman for five years. Following protracted duty in the 
West as colonel of the 6th Infantry and a period of command at the
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My mother still asserts that she should have known better than to start

from Philadelphia on an unlucky Friday and in that way invite disaster.

Fort Concho was located between the North and Middle Concho
rivers. From the front porches of the officers * homes one could look
across the banks of the North Concho at the site of the present San
Angelo. The only attempt at human habitation at that date was a dug-

11out store known as Veck’s. No lady or child of the garrison ever

ventured across the river unless accompanied by soldiers* Shooting
affrays were common occurrences at Veck’s where Mexicans, outlaws, .and
other frontier characters came to buy tobacco, ammunition, and arms —
but principally to get whiskey and to gamble where there was no law to

restrain them. Frequently they finished their business with a general
12gun fight. Between the garrison and Benficklin, a little settlement

Infantry and Cavalry School at Fort Leavenworth, McCook was made a brig
adier-general. He retired from the army in the spring of 189$ as a 
major-general and then represented the United States at the coronation 
of Nicholas U ,  He also served on the commission appointed to inves
tigate the conduct of the Spanish American War. See Miller, Photograph
ic History of the Civil War, I, II, IX, X, passim; and sketch by 
Charles Dudley Rhodes in DAB, XI, 600-601.

■^William S* Veck and his partner, Joseph Loeb, had purchased 
some 70 acres of land adjoining the military post and later erected a 
picket and mud building which housed a general store and saloon. In 
October, 1876, Veck bought out Loeb’s share, but in December he sold to 
a New Yorker, J. L. Millspaugh. Veck’s young wife, Katalina, enjoyed 
the distinction of being the first woman to live at San Angelo. See 
Haley, Fort Concho and the Texas Frontier. 303-306; and Warner, "Fort 
Concho," 7U-75u

12
Benficklin, located on the Middle Concho River about five 

miles southwest of Fort Concho, grew up near the stage station estab
lished in the late 1860’s by Benjamin Franklin Ficklin (1827-1871), 
who operated a weekly mail service between Fort Smith, Arkansas, and 
San Antonio with a branch line to El Paso. The settlement, once the



several miles upstream which was headquarters for the stage line cper- 

a ted by Mr* Metcalfe, J was a cluster of shacks known as Lone Wolf 
where the most unsavory characters congregated nightly. Often these 
men would mount their horses and ride full tilt between Lone Wolf and 
Veck’s,.firing shots into the garrison as they dashed past and shout
ing insults at the officers and soldiers. Though the shooting could 
be heard across the shallow stream, the soldiers had no legal right 

even to investigate. Their jurisdiction was confined to the military 
reservation. Such were the conditions at Fort Concho when we arrived 

in the fall of 1873 when I was "half-past six" as my father rated my 
age.

We had not even time to unpack our limited household belong

ings before my father was ordered to San Antonio to bring recruits 
and horses back to Fort Concho. No one anticipated that it would re
quire over a week or ten days to make the round trip; but upon his * 1

seat of Tom Green County, was destroyed by a flood in August, 1882, 
which took the lives of some 65 persons. The survivors moved to San 
Angelo and other safer locations. Today Benficklin is the site of a 
recreation area. See Haley, Fort Concho and the Texas Frontier, 157, 
230, 275, 278, 309; J. W. Williams, "The Butterfield Overland Road 
Across Texas," Southwestern Historical Quarterly, LXI (July 1957),
1- 19; Grace Bitner, "Early History of the Concho Country and Tom Green 
County," West Texas Historical Association Tear Book, IX (June 1933),
2- 23; and Handbook of Texas, I, 5?6.

13James Metcalfe was related by marriage to Francis Corbett 
Taylor, superintendent and part owner of the stage line. In the early 
1870*3 Metcalfe left his home in Tennessee and brought his wife (Tay
lor’s niece) and family to Benficklin. Mrs. Metcalfe and one of her 
daughters, Zemula, were drowned in the flood of 1881. A son, Charles B. 
Metcalfe, later became a well-known rancher in Tom Green County and was 
a member of the Texas House of Representatives in the early 1900’s. See 
R. E. Holt, "The Saga of Barbed Wire in Tom Green County," West Texas 
Historical Association Tear Book, IV (June 1928), 32-1*9; Rosalind Lang
ston, "The Life of Colonel R. T. Milner," Pt. 2, Southwestem Historical 
Quarterly, XLV (July 19ltl), 2l*-73; and Handbook of Texas, II, 180.



115
14arrival at San Antonio the department commander. General Ord, in

structed him to remain there to receive other recruits and more horses. 
Since men arrived irregularly, my father was not able to return to us 
at Fort Concho until the following spring. But army families were 
accustomed to adapting themselves to unexpected conditions, and my 
mother and the three of us children settled down to everyday life, 

minus the necessity of acknowledging bugle calls from sunrise to taps 
or hearing the rattle of sabre and spurs as my father hurried to his 
duties.

^Edward Otho Cresap Ord (1818-1883), a well-known officer, 
was a West Point graduate in the class of 1839. He served in the Sem
inole Wars in Florida and campaigned successfully against the Rogue 
River Indians in Oregon in 1853 and later against the Spokane Indians 
in Washington Territory. In 1859 he served in the expedition that sup
pressed John Brown’s raid at Harper’s Ferry. At the outbreak of the 
Civil War he was appointed brigadier-general of volunteers and ordered 
East where he commanded a brigade defending the capital until May of 
1862. Ord was then promoted to major-general of volunteers and placed 
in charge of the left wing of the Army of the Tennessee. In the Vicks
burg campaign he commanded a corps of the Army.of the Tennessee, served 
on Grant’s staff, and took part in the capture of Jackson, Mississippi. 
From August to October, 1863, Ord served with the Army of Western Louis
iana, and in the spring of the following year he directed the campaign 
against Staunton, Virginia, with General George Crook. He was then 
given command of the VIII and later the XVI U  Corps in the operations 
before Richmond* In January, 1865, he assumed command of the Army of 
the James and the Department of North Carolina. At the war’s end Ord 
was brevetted major-general and placed in command of the Department of 
the Ohio. In 1866 he was mustered out of the volunteer service and 
promoted to brigadier-general in the regular array. Ord commanded the 
Departments of Arkansas, California, the Platte, and Texas successively, 
retiring in i860. The next year he was made a major-general in retire
ment. He then accepted an appointment as engineer on the construction 
of a Mexican railroad, but he died of yellow fever on the trip from 
New York to Vera Cruz. There has been no biography of Ord. See Rodney 
Glisan, Journal of Army Life (San Francisco: A. L. Bancroft & Co., 1874% 
293-313, passim; Battles and Leaders of the Civil War, II, III, IV, 

passim; and sketch by C. C. Benson in DAB, XIV, 48-49•
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As the post was rather crowded at that time, it was necessary 

to house more than one family in a set of quarters, Captain Kennedy, 
a bachelor who commanded F Troop of the Tenth,occupied what we 
called the "long side" of our house. A wide hall separated his part 
from ours, the "short side." Officers were entitled to quarters ac
cording to their rank, not according to the size of their families.
Our side had a large front room downstairs with an open fireplace. In 

back of this was a small room used for dining. Our kitchen was a tent 
in the back yard; a similar tent housed the colored cook. Captain Ken
nedy had two large rooms downstairs as well as a board lean-to for a 

kitchen. Upstairs were two good-sized rooms, each with a pair of 

dormer windows at the side. Another dormer window in each room looked 

out over the back yard. One of these rooms was our bedroom, but Cap

tain Kennedy did not use his upper room. "When his troop was ordered 
out of the garrison on a scout he retained possession of his part of 

the house. As there was no one but ourselves in the building, this 

meant much more freedom for three energetic children.
Then one day we had a surprise. A nervous tapping at the upper 

door aroused my mother. She opened it and to her amazement saw Captain 

Kennedy standing there. He had never come upstairs since we moved into

''William Boyle Kennedy, an Irishman who joined the California 
Volunteers in June of 1863 as a 1st lieutenant, was soon promoted to 
the rank of captain. He was mustered out of the volunteer service in 
May, 1866, and the following January he was commissioned a lieutenant 
in the 10th Cavalry* He was promoted to captain in 1870, and in 1892 
was advanced to the rank of major in the Uth Cavalry. Kennedy retired 
in January, 1897, and died in October, 1907* Heitman, op. cit., I, 
392; and Official Army Register for 1908. 538.
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the house. Now he looked very disturbed. After apologizing for knock

ing, he said in a nervous voice; "Mrs. Cooper, I am in an awful fix. 

Could you help me out? My new second lieutenant. Gasman,^ has just 

reported for duty with the troop, and he has brought a bride with him. 
The troop is under orders to leave the garrison on a scout tomorrow 
morning. What on earth can I do with her?" In those days troop com

manders felt a responsibility for the women and children during the 

enforced absence of the family heads.

After a hurried conference Captain Kennedy decided that Mrs.

Gasman should occupy the upstairs bedroom across the hall from our own,
‘fand my mother agreed to let the bride have her meals with us until the 

bridegroom returned. Lieutenant Gasman, of course, paid a share of 

our commissary bill while his wife was boarding with us. That was un
derstood without discussion. Captain Kennedy went down to tell the 
bride of the arrangement and asked her to come into our living room.
My mother followed him in a few moments. As she entered, the bride 
arose to meet her, demanding: "Where is Hans? I want to see Hans at

once." Hans was on official duty and could not come just then, my 
mother explained.

The bride was very tall and rather pretty, with large blue 

eyes, clear skin, and black hair, but her costume was absolutely 

unique. She wore a small, round white straw hat trimmed with bright

nans Jacob Gasman attended West Point from July of 1869 to 
January of 1871, but did not graduate. He was assigned to the 10th 
Cavalry as a second lieutenant in 1873 and died in September, 1879. 
Heitman, op. cit., I, 1*1̂8, and West Point Register, 217.
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flowers• A long, close-fitting garment of black alpaca, called a red- 
ingoat, reached her knees, and a skirt of gay calico fell from under 

it in sweeping folds* A blanket shawl of several tones of brown with 
a bright red border and fringe was folded across her shoulders so that 
the point hung down in back. On her hands she wore brown cotton gloves. 

Although my mother had told me to stay upstairs, I sneaked down to peep 
at the bride, fully expecting to see a long white veil, white gloves, 

and other accessories shown in pictures of brides in the Godey's Lady* s 

Book from which Mother allowed me to cut paper dolls. I took one look 

and then hurried upstairs before I was detected.

The bride became a part of our family to my delight and my 
mother's worry, for Mrs. Gasman always did the unexpected and unconven

tional thing. She called herself a "Texas Yahoo." Her mother had died 
after the Civil War, leaving three children and a husband. He was quite 
elderly, and evidently the oldest daughter had done as she pleased until 
he felt she was in need of additional education and training and so had 
sent her to an Ursuline convent in San Antonio. Then Lieutenant Gas

man, who had just been assigned to Troop F, Tenth Cavalry, under Captain 

Kennedy, stopped at San Antonio to visit friends while on his way to 
Fort Concho. They took him with them to visit the convent and meet the 

Texas girl. As a result, the convent was missing one of its students 
who had slipped away unnoticed and joined young Lieutenant Gasman. The 

wedding took place at once, and accompanied by his runaway bride the 

second lieutenant of F Troop reported at Fort Concho only to find that 
he must leave the following morning.

As Mrs. Gasman was only a girl in ideas as well as in years.
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my mother had her hands full, but I had found a playmate across the 

hall who always made me welcome in spite of my incessant chatter# I 
remember vividly that when my mother would tell me not to talk so much,

I would asks "May I go over and call on Mrs. Gasman?" She had a 
friendly disposition and tried to be helpful in every way possible, 

frequently reading or otherwise entertaining my brother and me in her 
room. She often made candy and showed me how to pull it into white 

sticks. Sometimes there was molasses candy filled with pecan meats. 

Pecans, which grew in green hulls, were thick along the banks of the 
Concho. In the late fall the families would drive to the river where 
the soldiers climbed the great trees and shook the branches while the 

children gathered the nuts and put them into flour sacks. In this way 

we were all provided with nuts for the entire winter.

One time Mrs. Gasman gave a candy pull in her room. The guests 
assembled without knowing how they were to be entertained, but full of 
curiosity as Mrs. Gasman never did anything conventional. Wads of hot 
candy were distributed and each guest, from General Merritt down to 

the least important person, was told to pull it. That order could not 

be evaded for there was no place to lay down the hot, sticky mess.

They all began to pull. Then General Merritt got the surprise of his 

life. Mrs. Gasman had smashed a huge wad of soft, hot molasses on the 
top of his head. I was at that candy pull on a special dispensation 

as my mother always sent me to bed at half-past seven. On that partic

ular night she had yielded to Mrs. Gasman's pleas and my own.

On another occasion Mrs. Gasman invited her father, a younger 
sister, and a brother of about ten to Fort Concho for a visit. Hammocks
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were slung in the upper hall to provide sleeping accommodations for 

them* During the day they were looped back and the hall, was made into 

a dining room* Mrs. Gasman bewailed the fact that the back window, 
being a dormer, prevented fixing up a tackle and pulley to hoist the 

hot meals from the tent kitchen to the top floor.
Another interesting individual was a Mrs. Conley, who was the

17exact opposite of Mrs. Gasman. Mrs. Conley "belonged" to the infantry. 

She dressed magnificently in silks made in the latest style. Her 
father, who owned a chain of hotels, was very wealthy. On pleasant 
days Mrs. Conley, dressed in her most stylish attire, would walk slow

ly along the front of the officers* quarters, a silk sunshade above her 
fashionable hat, kid gloves on her hands, and a beautiful little 

silver-mounted pistol dangling from her wrist. Why she carried it was 
always an unsolved mystery, but it provided an idea for Mrs. Gasman.

One day soon after Mrs. Conley had finished her promenade, Mrs. 

Gasman left our porch. She wore a flamboyant calico wrapper with a 
long train, and on her head was perched a big, flapping, untrimmed hat 

such as the Negroes wore in the cotton fields of Louisiana. Black

17A search of the military records reveals no Conley serving in 
the aimy during this period. There was, however, a 2nd lieutenant John 
Coniine in the 9th Cavalry which was stationed at Fort Concho in 1873. 
Coniine had enlisted as a private in the volunteer service in August, 
1861, and participated in the Civil War until September of 1863 when 
he enrolled at West Point. Upon his graduation in 1870 he was assigned 
to the 9th Cavalry, the regiment with which he served for the remainder 
of his career. Coniine was promoted to 1st lieutenant in November, 
1875, and to captain in February, 1887. Four years later he was re
tired for disability contracted in the line of duty. In 1901; Coniine 
was made a major in retirement. He died in 1916 at the age of 72. 
Heitman, op. cit., I, 321 j West Point Register. 21$; and Official Army 
Register for 1916. $87.
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cotton gloves covered her hands, and above her head spread a green 

cotton umbrella# The final touch caused suppressed mirth# From her 

wrist dangled a full-sized service revolver in grotesque imitation of 

Mrs# Conley’s dainty silver-mounted pistol# Mrs# Gasman slowly prom
enaded the front line to the quarters of the commanding officer, then 
leisurely returned to her room* The garrison was convulsed, and yet 
as both she and Mrs# Conley continued these promenades it soon became . 
a serious matter. Mrs. Conley, a redhead, had the temper usually 
imputed to that color, and no one could predict what would happen if 
the two armed ladies should meet. Officers passing along the line 

with peaceful intentions acquired a habit of making sudden calls in 

convenient houses until either Mrs. Conley or Mrs. Gasman had passed 

by. Mr. Conrad, who was then at the post trader’s store awaiting the 
outcome of his application for that position, finally succeeded in

18Apparently Frank E. Conrad, a well-known merchant on the 
Texas frontier, was at Fort Concho for only a short time. Competition 
for the lucrative tradership at Fort Concho was keen, and changes in 
the appointment were frequent. The first trader was a New Yorker,
James Trainer, who came to the frontier with the army after the Civil 
War. Any monopoly he may have enjoyed was short-lived as there were 
five stores in or near the post by May, 1869* In the spring of 18?0 
C. M. Johnson was appointed trader in Trainer’s.place# But Trainer 
was persistent and bought land adjoining the post where he erected a 
substantial stone building. Soon after, A. L# Wickes and John Newton 
started another establishment within the post limits. In March, 1871, 
Trainer made arrangements which enabled him to continue his operations j 
but in 1872 James H. Owings was appointed trader, and orders from Wash
ington stated that all competitors were to be removed. Within ten 
days the situation had changed. It was announced that the permanent 
sutler, J. M. .Hendrick, had resigned and Trainer was to be post trader 
once again. In December of 1873 Joseph Loeb gained the license, and 
in the years that followed the coveted position changed hands several 
times. The congressional investigation of the activities of Secretary 
of War W. W* Belknap, which took plane in March of 1876, revealed that 
bribes had been paid for assistance in obtaining the Fort Concho

1
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getting Mrs. Gasman to turn her weapon over to him. The strain was re

lieved and the episode became a laughable memory.
Christmas of 1873 approached. So many officers were away on 

scouting duty that preparations for trees in various homes were aban
doned. It was then that General Merritt and his wife, who had no 

children of their own, decided to have a Christmas tree in their home 
for all the children of the garrison. There were to be gifts for every 

child, and the families were to bring the home gifts for presentation 
at the same time. The Merritts had been very partial to me and many 
times had taken me to walk with them. I always hated walking, and I 

remember I could not see any sense in strolling on the prairie near the 
post when I was accustomed to riding my pony, Dobbin, for miles over 

the same places. One day, however, we had a real adventure. General 

Merritt discovered a rattlesnake, and I was permitted to help throw 
stones until it was dead.

A week before the Christmas entertainment, I came in from a 
ride at an unexpected moment. Mrs. Gasman was in our front room with 

my mother. In the younger woman's lap was an enormous doll with china

appointment* Trainer testified that Belknap had referred him to Hend
rick when he first applied for the post tradership at Fort Concho, and 
that Hendrick had demanded $6,000 for the political plum. In 1871 
Trainer paid $1,500 to Hendrick, $1,000 to his agent, and smaller 
levies to Simon Wolf and a Texas Congressman. In 1873 Joseph Loeb gave 
$2,000 to E. W. Rice of Oskaloosa, Iowa, for his help in obtaining the 
license. Loeb sold his share in the store and a sizable piece of land 
adjoining the post to his partner, William S. Veck, in October, 1876. 
Two months later Veck sold out to J. L. Millspaugh, a dynamic indivi
dual who managed to hold his own until 1881. See Haley, Fort Concho 
and the Texas Frontier. 302-307.
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head, legs, and arms. Mrs. Gasman was making a dress of white swiss 
with many ruffles edged in narrow pink ribbon. I rushed to her side, 
demanding: "Are you dressing that d o U  for me?" "No," she replied,

"It is for Bessie Constable." I glared at the doll, trying to see 
some defect in it, and when Mrs. Gasman continued, "Don’t you think it 
is a beautiful doU?" I retorted scornfully, "No. It has three eye

brows." "But that black mark is its eyebrow, like yours, and the pink 

line is where it opens its eyes. The other black line is for the eye
lashes," she explained. "I don't like dolls with three eyebrows,
but maybe Bessie Constable won't mind it," I said.

19I left the room hating Bessie Constable. I did not see the 

doll again until Christmas Eve when I discovered it hanging in a con

spicuous place on the big tree in the Merritt's front room. I looked 
at it and glared at Bessie Constable, who had no idea how I disliked 
her. Finally the doll was lifted down by General Merritt, who was 

dressed as Santa Claus, and he slowly read, "For Birdie Cooper." My 

surprise caused a big laugh, for everyone knew about the three eye
brows. Too happy even to speak, I held the doll in my arms. Then Mrs. 

Gasman spoke: "Do you like it?" I replied that it was a wonderful

doll, the prettiest doll in the whole world. "But it has three eye

brows," she went on without a smile. "I don't care how many eyebrows

3.QBetsy Constable was the daughter of Captain Nathaniel S. Con
stable who was at that time assistant quartermaster. A native of Eng
land, Constable was commissioned a 1st lieutenant in the 19th Missouri 
Infantry in October, 1861. The following year he was promoted to 
captain and made assistant quartermaster. Mustered out of the volun
teer service in August, 186$, he joined the regular army in early 1867. 
Constable died in February, 1880. Heitman, op. cit., I, 322.
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it has. Dolls ought to have three eyebrowsln Other gifts were handed 
to me, among them a beautiful silk scarf that Mrs. Merritt had brought 

from Paris and which later was worn as my best sash, but none pleased 
me so much as the china doll.

New Year’s Day at military posts was usually celebrated by the 
observance of "open house." The officers would call formally in a 
group upon an  the ladies of the garrison. I can see now those tall, 

soldierly figures —  cavalrymen in full-dress uniforms of dark blue 
broadcloth with brass buttons shining, gold cords draped across their 

breasts, and helmets with tossing yellow plumes and straps adjusted 

just above the chin, coining down the line laughing and talking to

gether. To me they were heroes, knights who rode out to fight and 

sometimes to die.

On January 1, 187U> my mother had told Mrs. Gasman that she 
would not "receive" that day, but asked her to place a basket on the 
hall table for the calling cards of the officers. Mrs. Gasman, who 
made no protest, disappeared for some time. Later we heard a noise 
on the stairway, and peering out the bedroom door we saw Mrs. Gasman 

struggling with the life-size figure of a man. An arm chair had been 

dragged to the center hallway downstairs, and into this she shoved the
I
huge dummy. It was dressed in Lieutenant Gasman’s cadet uniform.
The face was a mask such as those used at old-fashioned masquerades. 

False hair was twisted about the head under a cadet cap. The white 

cotton gloves worn by officers on duty had been carefully stuffed, and 

these "hands" rested on a fancy basket supported by realistic legs. 

Boots which went up into the bottoms of the trousers completed "the



man of our house" who sat there to receive the officers of the garri
son* We all retreated to the upper rooms. The front door opened, and 
we heard the officers entering. There was a dead silence for a few 
seconds, then shouts of laughter that did not cease until the group 
of callers had deposited their cards in "Hans's" basket and gone on 

laughing to call at the next house on the line. The story of that day 

will not be forgotten as long as anyone who then was a child in the 

old regiment still lives.
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CHAPTER VI

SOLDIER LIFE ON THE TEXAS PLAINS 

(187k - 1875)

In the spring of 187k my father at last returned from San An

tonio and upon his arrival was made post commissary officer* I was 

always ready to accompany him to the commissary building in which food

stuffs were kept for the entire garrison. It was like a big store with 
the commissary clerk in lieu of a store clerk.

One day I discovered the commissary sergeant about to dump five 

tiny pink mice into a bucket of water. My vehement protests and loud 

demands to keep the mice as pets brought my father to the scene. To 

the amusement of the clerk, my father agreed with me. The mice were 
put into a small box, and my father and I took them home. My mother 

had an absolute fear of mice, but as these had no eyes, no fur, and 

no teeth we were able to persuade her to let me keep the box in the 
outside room.

The problem of feeding them was easily solved by my father, 

who really was just a grown-up playmate in my eyes then and as long 

as he lived. He took a tiny piece of soft white muslin, twisted it 

until it was a mere thread, and dipped it into a mixture of milk, warm 

water, and sugar. Then, holding a mouse gently and pressing slightly 
on the mouth of the tiny thing, he inserted the cloth into the opening. 

The mouse seized it immediately and sucked. Day after day we fed the
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mice in this manner. Finally soft dark fur developed and the eyes 

opened.
My mice were the joke of the garrison, but my mother was firm 

in her demand that they be kept out of the house. Cold weather set in, 
and I worried for fear the mice would suffer during the nights. Then 
a brilliant idea occurred to me that I shared with no one, not even my 
father. I took the mice upstairs to the bedroom and hid the. box.

After I had been put to bed, I concluded that my mice would not be warm 
enough during the night. Looking about for a comfortable place for 

them, I opened a drawer of my mother’s bureau in the corner of the bed

room. There I saw a pair of fleece-lined riding gloves. I slipped a 

mouse into one glove and started it into a finger. Then one mouse 

after another was gently prodded into place until I had each of the 

five in a separate finger. I closed the drawer, returned to bed, and 
went to sleep sure that my pets were comfortable for the night. I 
planned to remove them early in the morning.

Unfortunately I slept late, and my mother decided to take an 
early horseback ride with my father* She dressed in her riding habit 
and hat, then began to put on her gloves. I awoke ■when she exclaimed: 

"What on earth is the matter with this glove?" With a wild yell, "Oh, 
you're killing my mice," I started toward her. She began to scream 

and tried to pull the glove from her hand. But it stuck. I tried to 

help, adding to the noise and confusion, until rgr father appeared and 

pulled the glove from her hand. She fled from the room, but the mice 

did not pursue her. I turned the fingers and five little dead mice 

fell into my lap. It almost broke my heart, but my father's suggestion
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that we have a military funeral and bury them in the back yard consoled 

me. We carried out the ceremony with every detail possible, though my 

father did not fire his pistol three times over the grave as I recom
mended.

We had moved from the double house where Mrs. Gasman lived 
with us and now had quarters in one side of the house which Chaplain 
Badger occupied with his wife and oldest daughter, Haidie. A younger 
daughter was away at school. The Badgers were charming, old-fashioned 

people, and I became especially devoted to Miss Haidie as she was en
gaged to Lieutenant Hunt, second lieutenant of my father’s troop. 

Brides were always of great interest to me in those days, and this one 
was going to have a real wedding that I was to attend. No other child 

had been invited. A new dress for me was mandatory, of course, and it 
came from Philadelphia. It was a lovely blue silk with many flounces. 
Miss Haidie, her mother, and my mother gathered to try it on me. I 
was willing, but when my mother held out something that looked like 
a chicken coop made of white wire and bade me slip it on over my head, 

I rebelled. All of them explained that the chicken coop was a hoop 
skirt and my new dress had been made to wear over it. After much 

coaxing, I submitted and glared at my reflection in a mirror.

Borman Badger, b o m  in Massachusetts in 1812, received a 
Master’s degree from Kenyon College in 183U. He enlisted as a hospital 
chaplain in the volunteer service in June, 1861;, and from August of 
1865 to April of 186? he served as post chaplain at Louisville. Bad
ger was sent to Fort Concho in April, 1871, where he labored with zeal 
until his death in June of 1876. According to Haley (Fort Concho and 
the Texas Frontier. 309-15, 293-91;), he was the most notable chaplain 
in the history of that post. See also Heitman, op. cit.. I, 180,
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On the morning of the wedding I was dressed and instructed how 

to manage the hoop skirt when I sat down. But I paid little attention. 

When I sat down in the front room where the ceremony was being conducted 

by Chaplain Badger, that hoop skirt flapped up into my face. Every 
time I tried to pull it down, it bulged at the sides. I had only two 

hands; the hoop skirt required three. I whispered to icy mother, "What 

shall I do with it?" She motioned me to keep quiet. Every head except 

my own was bent and all eyes were closed. I slipped quietly away. 
Upstairs I found a pair of scissors and, taking off the skirt, I snipped 
every tape so that it could not be put on me again that day. Realizing 

that new tapes could be sewed onto the wires, I decided to destroy 

these also. I tossed them out the side window as I dared not carry 
them downstairs where the wedding party could see me. A few minutes 

later I was out in the back yard and busy with a hatchet at the wood- 
pile. I wrecked the hoop so badly that there was no possibility of 
future use. Then, like a punctured toy balloon, I went back to enjoy 

the wedding. Never again did I wear a hoop skirt.

Another funny episode which occurred at this time is closely 

associated in my mind with a matter of much discussion in army circles 

then and for some time afterward. Lineal promotion versus regimental 

promotion was a topic of interest to almost everyone at Fort Concho. 
Because of the rigid regulations, an officer of the regular army was 

promoted only when a vacancy occurred in the rank above him. Regi

mental promotion was very slow as it depended upon openings in one’s 
own regiment. A second lieutenant would move up a file at a time 

until he became a first lieutenant, advancing in the same way to the
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rank of captain as vacancies occurred through death, promotion, dis

missal, or resignation from the service.. He would stay in the same 
regiment until he was promoted to major. Officers remained in the 

same grades for years —  some for fifteen and as many as twenty-five 
years or longer —  before being promoted to the grade of captain.

Lineal promotion was much faster. Upon attaining his majority, an of
ficer was promoted according to the length of time in service. Each 

regiment had only three majors, one lieutenant-colonel, and a colonel, 

who was in command, but a man eligible for promotion could be trans
ferred to a regiment where one of the positions was vacant. The 

promotion of a colonel to brigadier-general was, of course, entirely 
at the option of the President.

My father was one of the leading spirits among a group of 
officers who decided to frame a bill asking for lineal promotion in 
all grades so that only the length of service would be a factor in 

promotion of lieutenants and captains as it was in the case of majors 

and lieutenant-colonels. My father and his friends aroused the inter

est of officers in other regiments, the bill was framed, and an attorn

ey was employed to push it through Congress —  even though army offi

cers of those days were absolutely prohibited to lobby or to use 

influence of a political nature for any purpose. One day, after a full- 
dress parade, several officers gathered at the front of our house and 

began talking about lineal promotion in earnest tones. I stood near 
my father, admiring him in his handsome uniform, when something hap
pened that caused me never to forget the old question of lineal promo
tion.
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My father sat down on one of our fence posts while he was talk

ing. It was one of the four-by-four wooden posts which protected the 

patch of new grass in front of our house. My little brother, Harry, 
had been busy around those posts with a fine box of carpenter's tools 
which my father had ordered for him on the suggestion of Chaplain Bad
ger. The Chaplain was an excellent cabinet maker and my brother and I 

spent hours in the fascinating shop in back of his quarters. Harry's 

tool chest contained shining hammers, chisels, and other wonderful im
plements which Chaplain Badger had pronounced very good equipment.
Now, as the conversation among the officers waned, they moved down the 

line and my father arose from his seat on the fence post. The sound 

of tearing cloth made them all look back and roar with laughter. Harry 

had driven tacks halfway into the wooden post, and there was a great 
jagged tear in the brand new Hatfield trousers which had cost my father 
twenty-two dollars. One of the officers.drawled, "Well, Cooper, you 

ought to have known better than to give your boy a box of tools." Thus 

the issue of lineal rank became identified in our family and in the 
memories of the officers of the regiment with Hatfield trousers, car

penter's tools, and carpet tacks.
Still another incident remains vivid in my;recollection of the 

days at Fort Concho. I was the proud owner of a black cur dog named 
Spy, a faithful, intelligent brute who "fell from grace" one day while 

we were living in the same quarters with the Badgers. Mrs. Badger was 

preparing dinner. In order to insure a juicy, tender steak, she had 
not put the meat on the gridiron until everything else was on the table. 

The front of the old-fashioned wood stove projected so that coals could
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be raked forward to broil meat on the iron grill. The steak was siz
zling when Mrs* Badger went to summon her husband, but when she re
turned to the kitchen, the prized piece of meat had vanished. The 
Chaplain saw the thief. Spy, running down the back roadway with the 
steak dangling from his jaws. Although his mouth was blistered bad
ly, Spy got away with the Chaplain's porterhouse steak and did not 
return until after dark.

2The chief surgeon at Fort Concho was Dr. Buchanan, and his
assistants were Dr. Hershey and Dr. Smart. The two assistants were
very close friends. Dr. Hershey contracted blood. poisoning and died 

3at Fort Concho. I was there to watch the ceremony when,he was buried 
in the military cemetery with full honors. Soldier funerals were not 

rare, but an officer's funeral was something of a novelty to the chil
dren in the frontier garrisons. I can safely state that no garrison 
child, girl or boy, ever missed such an event.

Shortly after Dr. Hershey* s death the contract of Dr. Smart 
expired. He said goodbye to the officers and their families and 

started for Austin, the nearest railroad point, but we were worried 

because he was not a robust man and appeared to be a victim of

^William Fairlamb Buchanan, who became an assistant surgeon 
in 1861*, served as chief surgeon at Fort Concho from 1872 to the sum
mer of 1875. Dr. Buchanan resigned from the service in 1878. See 
Haley, Fort Concho and the Texas Frontier. 270, 29U-95, 320-21; and 
Heitman, op. cit., I, 28^.

3 ......D. Hershey, who succeeded Buchanan as chief surgeon at Fort 
Concho in 187$, took sick after returning from detail work during the 
summer of 1876 and died that September. Haley, Fort Concho and the 
Texas Frontier. 321.

.
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tuberculosis. After arriving at a little settlement called Fredericks

burg, he fell ill and died. This settlement had been established by a 
group of German immigrants. The only hotel —  the Niraitz —  which bore 

the owner's name, was built after the manner of small inns of Germany 

and immaculately kept My own family had stopped at the Niraitz Hotel 

several times. Mr. Niraitz sent word of Dr. Smart's death to the command

ing officer at Fort Concho, asking what disposal should be made of the 

body. He was instructed to take care of the body until such time as a 

wagon could be sent from the garrison to get it. So far as was known.

Dr. Smart had no relatives, and no estate was involved.
Mr. Niraitz was worried. There was no undertaker, no ice, no 

coffin in Fredericksburg, and the weather was very warm. Once before 
Niraitz had faced such a problem. That time a stranger from Canada had *

*The Niraitz Hotel at Fredericksburg, about 160 miles southeast 
of Fort Concho, was a favorite among travelers. The original hotel 
was a one-story frame building established in 18it6 by Charles H.
Niraitz, one of the German settlers. Eight years later he moved his bus
iness to a new two-story adobe and lumber structure. The hotel soon 
became well known for its friendly atmosphere and its many conveniences, 
including a combination ballroom-theater, saloon, brewery, general 
store, casino hall, and display room for salesmen. Later an addition 
with convex sides, which resembled the upper deck of a river steamer, 
was built. Some of the most distinguished statesmen and military men 
were guests of the Niraitz. Robert E. Lee, Rutherford B. Hayes, and 
Phil Sheridan are but a few of the more notable names which appeared 
on the old accounts. The hotel, maintained for many years by Mr.
Niraitz, was later operated by his son, Charles H. Niraitz, Jr., and a 
modem hotel now stands on the site of the old establishment. The 
famous naval officer of World War H ,  Chester W. Niraitz, was bora in 
Fredericksburg in 188$ and is a grandson of the founder of the hotel. 
See Don H. Diggers, German Pioneers in Texas (Fredericksburg, 192$), 
l$8-6l; Texas: A Guide to the Lone Star. State, compiled and written 
by the Federal Writers' Project of the WPA (New York: Hastings House, 
191:0), 638; and Handbook of Texas, II, 280.
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died at the hotel, and Niraitz wrote to the Canadian relatives asking 

what they wished done with the body. Letters were slow in those days, 

but the reply was finally received. It directed him to embalm, the 
body and ship it to the relatives, who would pay all expenses. Since 

no one in Fredericksburg knew how to embalm a body, Mr. Nimitz had no 
choice but to. store the corpse in his smokehouse until instructions 

came. Finally the body was placed in a crude coffin and forwarded to 

the bereaved family in Canada. "When they opened the box and saw the 

occupant changed beyond recognition by the smoking process, they re
fused to accept the body. . Since a large estate hinged, upon proper 
identification, Nimitz was in trouble. Lawyers wrote back and forth, 

suits were threatened, and when the identity was finally proven beyond 
doubt Nimitz was notified that the dead man* s brothers were coming to 
Texas to thrash him for smoking their brother.

With the body of Dr. Smart Mr. Nimitz now resorted to another 
device. Dr. Smart was a small man, and his body was placed in a huge 

barrel filled with brine. When Mr. Nimitz examined the barrel a short 

time later, he was aghast. The effect of the brine had been as dis

astrous as that of the smoke house. Mr* Nimitz remembered his former 

experience and then thought of what might happen when the soldiers and 

officers at Fort Concho saw Dr. Smart's body. He slipped away from 
Fredericksburg for a few days, leaving his wife to explain the situa

tion. Dr. Smart's body was taken back to Fort Concho and buried in 

the military cemetary not far from Dr. Hershey's grave.'’

'’The story of the smoke-cured body is a well-known fictitious 
account which originated in the minds of several practical jokers who
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We had been down at Fort Concho only a few months when news 

came, in the spring of 187U> of the- stirring of serious trouble on the 

plains of the Texas Panhandle. The Indians, incensed by the ever- 
increasing slaughter of the buffalo by hide-hunters, united in a final 

effort to halt the white man’s invasion of their ancestral lands. The 
Comanches, Kiowas, Cheyennes, and Arapahoes now held a big council at 

Medicine Lodge Creek, and its outcome was practically a declaration of 

war upon a U  white settlers in the region. My father was not person

ally involved in the so-called Red River War of 187U-1875, but the

wished to retaliate for the pranks of the fun-loving Nimitz. It is 
most likely that the tale of Dr. Smart’s fate was built upon a similar 
foundation, but to a young girl at Fort Concho it may have seemed quite 
true. Dr* Smart did not die until 1905 when he was 6U. A native of 
Scotland who enlisted in the volunteer service in 1862, he was made 
an assistant surgeon with the rank of 1st lieutenant in 186U. Two 
years later Smart was promoted to captain, and in 1882 he was made a 
surgeon and major. He was later promoted to lieutenant-colonel and 
departmental surgeon-general. At the time of his retirement in Sep
tember, 190U# he was a colonel and assistant surgeon-general and soon 
after was made a brigadier-general. See Diggers, German Pioneers in 
Texas. 159; Heitman, op. cit., I, 893; Official Army Register for 1905, 
565; and Official Army Register for 1906, 563.

6The meeting took place in May of 187U at the junction of Elk 
Creek and the north fork of the Red River near the agency boundary.
The occasion was a tribal sun dance, or medicine dance, held by the 
Comanches. Although the sun dance was previously unknown in Comanche 
history, the various bands showed great interest and all were repre
sented. Never before had the Comanches been so united. The movement 
was inspired by a young medicine man named Ishatai, who wished to 
gather all the Comanches in one place to inflame them against the 
whites. He claimed miraculous power to raise the dead and control the 
elements. It was said that he had belched forth a wagonload of cart
ridges at one time and swallowed them again; when he fought in battle, 
the bullets of his enemies fell harmlessly from their gun muzzles to 
the ground. The Comanches heralded him as their messiah. A host of 
Kiowas, Arapahoes, and Cheyennes also fell under his spell and appeared 
at the council. See Wallace and Hoebel, The Comanches, 319-25; Rich
ardson, The Comanche Barrier to Southwest Plains Settlement, 372-79; 
and Tilghman, Quanah. 78-85.



events of those critical months on the South Plains were of such magni

tude as. to come vividly to the notice of every officer in the area. My 
own recollections of the excitement are likewise vivid if perhaps some
what incomplete. ,

Quanah Parker, already acting independently and acknowledging 
no allegiance to the government, was bound by no past promises of any 

nature, and at once he concurred in the plans made by other leaders.

In the latter part of June, 1871;, Quanah and about two hundred of his 

best Quahada warriors made an attack on a camp of buffalo hunters lo

cated at what was known as Adobe Walls on the Canadian River in the
7Panhandle of Texas. It was Sunday and most of the hunters had come 

into the trading post for supplies. They were all expert marksmen.
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'The trading post, established in the spring of 187U, was lo
cated near the Canadian River on East Adobe Walls Creek about a mile 
and a quarter from the ruins of Bent's Fort, a trading center built in 
I81t3 by William Bent and abandoned a-decade later. It was at the new
er post, which consisted of five sod buildings and a picket corral, 
that the buffalo hunters and traders made their stand. There were 28 
men and one woman at the "Walls," as it was called, on June 27, 1871*, 
when some $00 to 1,5)00 Comanches, Kiowas, Cheyennes, and Arapahoes at
tacked. Rumors of Indian depredations had driven hunters into the safe
ty of the post, and thus the number was larger than usual. The attack 
would have been a complete surprise had it not been for the cracking 
of a big cottonwood ridge pole at about two o'clock in the morning 
which awoke a small group of men. They were busy repairing the damage 
when the Indians were spotted. An earlier "Adobe Walls" fight took 
place in November, 1861*, when Kit Carson and 335 men engaged a large 
number of Kiowas and Comanches who made a stand near the abandoned 
post. Carson destroyed a nearby village but then was forced to retreat 
as he was greatly outnumbered. See Frederick S. Barde (coup.). Life 
and Adventures of "Billy** Dixon of Adobe Walls, Texas Panhandle 
(Guthrie, Oklahoma: Co-operative Publishing Co., 1911*)̂ ~il*2-2J>3> J. C. 
Dykes, "The Second Battle of Adobe Walls," in Great Western Indian 
Fights,.203-13» Tilghman, Quanah. 86-933 George Bird Grinnell, "Bent's 
Old Fort and Its.Builders," Kansas State Historical Society Collec- 
tions, XV (1919-1922), 28-91, and The Fighting Cheyennes, 319-25J 
David Lavender, Bent's Fort (New York: Doubleday & Co., 1951*) j Lawrence
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had ample ammunition, and were protected behind the thick mud walls of 
the building. In the attack thirty warriors were killed and about 
sixty or seventy were wounded; there were only three casualties among 
the hunters. Sometimes the fighting was almost hand to hand. After 

three days of siege the Indians withdrew. Troops of cavalry, arriving 
later, reported a gruesome scene. On the sharp points of the stockade 

were impaled the heads of twelve warriors —  hardly a successful way to 

teach savages the lessons of our boasted Christianity and brotherly 

lovel Such episodes were the cancer spots of frontier history.
O

That fall a full-scale campaign was organized. General Nelson 

A. Miles,^ with eight companies of the 6th Cavalry and four of the 5th V.

V. Compton, "The First Battle of Adobe Walls," in Great Western Indian 
Fights, 102-107; and C. B. McClure (ed.), "The Battle of Adobe Walls, 
itiol*," Panhandle Plains Historical Review, .XXI (l9l|8), 18-65.

®See Joe F. Taylor (ed.), "The Indian Carpalgn on the Staked 
Plains, 187U-1875," Panhandle Plains Historical Review. XXXIV (1961) 
and XXXV (1962) for the official correspondence of the campaign.

O
Nelson Appelton Miles (1839-1925), a young clerk in a Boston 

crockery store at the outbreak of the Civil War, borrowed money to re
cruit a company of volunteers in hopes of obtaining the captaincy, but 
his ambitions were foiled and he was sworn to duty as a 1st lieutenant 
in September, 1861. Soon after, however, he was made aide to General 
0, 0. Howard, and by the fall of 1862 he had advanced to the rank of 
colonel of volunteers. For his gallantry at Chancellorsville he was 
brevet ted brigadier-general and subsequently was awarded the Medal of 
Honor. In the spring of 1861; he was promoted to the rank of brigadier- 
general of volunteers and the following year was made major-general. 
After the war he commanded Fortress Monroe and there held Jefferson 
Davis as prisoner. In July, 1866, Miles was made colonel of the UOth 
Infantry, and early in I869 he was transferred to the command of the 5th 
Infantry. In the years that followed he was constantly involved in dif
ficult campaigns against the western tribes. The 1871; campaign in 
Texas was his first, and from it he gained national notice. He was not 
immune from criticism, however, and there were some who thought that 
Miles had badly mismanaged his troops in this campaign. In a book pub
lished in Chicago in i860 under the title Officers and Ladies of the
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U. S, Army or American Aristocracy, a retired lieutenant, Duane M.
Greene, severely indicted Miles without explicitly naming him. "It has 
been proven in the Army that ... officers who have not received a mili
tary education cannot acquire a knowledge of the science of war by 
simply commanding and drilling men in tactical evolutions,11 he wrote. 
"Many valuable lives and more than a million dollars have been sacri
ficed in the endeavor to make a brigadier-general out of a colonel of 
this class.... The average cavalry sergeant would have done better."
Miles subsequently took a leading part in the pacification of the hos
tile Sioux in Montana, driving Sitting Bull across the border into 
Canada and dispersing the bands of Crazy Horse, Lame Deer, Spotted 
Eagle, and other chiefs. In the fall of 1877, while in command of the 
District of the Yellowstone, he obtained the surrender of the formidable 
Nez Perce, Chief Joseph. Miles was made brigadier-general late in i860 
and placed in command of the Department of the Columbia and later the 
Department of the Missouri. In April of 1886, in the midst of the Apache 
campaign, he replaced General George Crook as commander of the,Depart
ment of Arizona and succeeded in obtaining the surrender of Geronimo. 
Miles then commanded the Division of the Pacific until the spring of 
1890 when he was promoted to major-general and transferred to the Div
ision of the Missouri. In the fall of 1890 he took decisive steps to 
end the Ghost Dance uprising of the Sioux in South Dakota, and some of 
his military contemporaries now accused him privately of seeking the 
next Republican presidential nomination. Soon after suppressing in
dustrial riots in the Pullman strike at Chicago, he succeeded John M. 
Schofield as commander-in-chief of the,army. He held this office dur
ing the Spanish American War and personally led troops in the Puerto 
Rico campaign. In February, 1901, he was made lieutenant-general, but 
growing differences of opinion,between Miles and President Theodore 
Roosevelt brought his career to an end in 1903 when he was 6U. After 
a long and rather active retirement he died in Washington, D. C., in 
May of 1925# the last surviving Civil War general officer of the line.
A tall, stout man with blue-grey eyes and a military mustache. Miles 
was aggressive, ambitious, and undeniably courageous. His success as 
a field commander helped to offset a lack of formal education, but he 
was always keenly aware of the fact that he was not a West Pointer.
Early in his career he learned the advantages of political connection 
and spent much time seeking the favor of influential persons. His 
wife, Mary, a niece of General Sherman and Senator John Sherman, 
doubtless was in a position to advance his careerj and it would appear 
also that her calm personality did much to modify his impetuous and 
often tactless nature. See Virginia Weisel Johnson, The Unregimented 
General: A Biography of Nelson A. Miles (Boston: Houghton Mifflin Co., 
1962), the only biography of Miles; Nelson A. Milest Personal Recol
lections and Observations (Chicago: Werner Go., 1896) and Serving the 
Republic (New York: Haiper & Bros., 1911)J and G. W. Baird, "General 
Miles's Indian Campaigns" Century Illustrated Monthly Magazine, July 
1891,-351-70. —  “  : ....
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Infantry, was to move south from Camp Supply; and Major William R.

Price,^ with four companies of the 8th Cavalry, was to proceed east 
11from Fort Union along the Canadian River as far as Antelope Hills,

where he would join Miles if necessary. Colonel Davidson operated west-
12ward from Fort Sill; Colonel George P. Buell, with six companies of 

cavalry and two of infantry, pushed up the Red River; and further to 
the south and west Mackenzie, with eight companies of cavalry and five 
of infantry, moved along the "Fresh Water Fork of the Brazos." They 

were all working toward a common center, yet each force was to act in

dependently of the others; this was the only practical plan when quick 
communication was impossible. It was during this campaign that the four * 11

^William Redwood Price began his military career as a 2nd 
lieutenant in the 3rd Pennsylvania Cavalry early in 1862. He advanced 
rapidly to the ranks of 1st lieutenant, captain, and major of volun
teers before the end of the war and received three brevets in the vol
unteer service. In July, 1866, he was commissioned a major and as
signed to the 8th Cavalry. He was transferred to the 6th Cavalry in 
1879 and promoted to lieutenant-colonel. Price died in December, 1881. 
Heitman, op. cit., I, 807.

11Fort Union, located in northwestern New Mexico, was one of 
the most important military establishments in the Southwest and fre
quently served as headquarters for the Department of New Mexico. It 
was established in the summer of 18$1 and continued to serve the area 
for U0 years. See F. Stanley, Fort Union. New Mexico (Canadian, Texas: 
1953); and Robert M. Utley, Fort Union National Monument. New Mexico 
(Washington: National Park Service, 1962)• "~

12George Pearson Buell was appointed lieutenant-colonel of the 
58th Indianalnfantry in December,. 1861, and subsequently was promoted 
to colonel and brigadier-general of volunteers. In July, 1866, Buell 
was made lieutenant-colonel of the 29th Infantry. The following year 
he was transferred to the 11th Infantry and in 1869 was brevetted 
brigadier-general. Ten years later Buell was promoted to colonel of 
the l5th Infantry. He died in 1883. Heitman, op. cit.. I, 260.



Germaine girls, whose parents had been killed by the Indians, were re
covered by the soldiers. Quanah had nothing to do with the Germaine 
massacre or the holding of the sisters as captives. The safe return
of the girls was due to the personal effort of General Miles and his

13threat of reprisal if the children were injured.
At Palo Duro Canyon late in September, eight troops of Macken

zie's Fourth Cavalry swept down upon the hostiles and dealt a blow which 

was to make, further resistance almost inpossible. The command succeed

ed in capturing a large number of ponies, the wealth and price of the 

Indians, upon which they were dependent for hunting buffalo and ante
lope as well as for fighting. General Mackenzie instructed a troop of 

the Fourth Cavalry, commanded by Lieutenant Henry ¥. Lawton,^ to shoot

13The correct spelling of the name is German, but because of 
an error made by General Miles most accounts refer to the family as 
the Germaines. The family was journeying from southeastern Missouri 
to Colorado in September,. 187U, when they were attacked by Cheyennes 
as they were nearing Fort Wallace. Katherine (age 17), Sophia (age 
12), Julia (age 7), and Nancy Adelaide or ”Addis" (age 5) were taken 
captives. The parents, two other sisters, and a.brother were killed. 
Julia and Addie were rescued on November 8 by Lieutenant Frank D. 
Baldwin, and Sophia and Katherine were recovered the following March. 
General Miles was appointed legal guardian of the four sisters, and 
an appropriation by Congress diverted $10,000 from the annuities of 
the Cheyennes for their support. See Grace E. Meredith, Girl Cap
tives of the Cheyennes (Los Angeles: Gem Publishing Co., 1927); Alice 
Blackwood Baldwin, Memoirs of the Late Frank D. Baldwin (Los Angeles: 
Wetzel Publishing Co., 192917 70-78; Miles, Personal Recollections 
and Observations, 159-60, 175-81; and Johnson, Unregimented General, 
62-72, passim.

"^Henry Ware Lawton (181+3-1899) left a Methodist college in 
Fort Wayne in 1861 to accept a commission as 1st lieutenant in the 
30th Indiana Infantry. With this regiment he served throughout the 
war. He was mustered out with the rank of lieutenant-colonel of vol
unteers and brevet colonel in November, 1865, and was later awarded 
the Medal of Honor for gallantry at Atlanta. Lawton then took up the 
study of law at Harvard, but he left in May of I867 to become a 2nd
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every one of the twenty-two hundred fine ponies. It took the men an 
entire day to carry out Mackenzie’s o r d e r T h r o u g h  the terrible win
ter that followed, Quanah and the Quahadas struggled against the

lieutenant in the 2*lst (later the 2l*th) Infantry. He was promoted al
most immediately to 1st lieutenant and in 1871 was transferred to the 
l*th Cavalry. In 1879 Lawton was made a captain, and seven years later, 
as aide to General Miles, he led the column which pursued Geronimo 
through the mountains of southern Arizona and northwestern Mexico. 
Chiefly in recognition of his service in this campaign, he was promoted 
to major and inspector general in September, 1888, and the following 
February was made lieutenant-colonel. During the Spanish-American War 
Lawton was promoted to colonel and served in Cuba as brigadier-general 
and major-general of volunteers, commanding a division in the actions 
at Santiago. He was made military governor of the city and province, 
and after his return to the United States he took command of the IV 
Corps at Huntsville, Alabama. Ordered to the Philippines early in 
1899, Lawton was placed in command of the 1st Division, VIII Corps, and 
in December was killed in action near San Mateo. A,striking and sol
dierly figure of six feet four inches, Lawton was quick and energetic 
in manner and speech, extremely competent, and well liked by his super
iors and subordinates alike. There has been no biography of this re
markable man. See Miles, Personal Recollections and Observations, 
1*87-93, 506-27; Carter, On the Border With Mackenzie, 106-11; Lockwood, 
The Apache Indians, 295-309; Richard H. Titherington, A History of the 
Spanish-American War of 1898 (New York: D. Appelton & Go., 1900), pas
sim; and Herbert H. Sargent, The Campaign of Santiago de Cuba (Chicago: 
A. C. McClurg & Co., 1907, 3 vols.), II, 2-128, and III, 7-1*8, passim.

p0n the morning of September 28, 1872*, Mackenzie and the 2*th 
Cavalry reached the edge of the wide gash in the Staked Plains a few 
miles from present Amarillo, Texas, which is known as Palo Duro Canyon. 
It was here that the Comanches, Kiowas, Cheyennes, and Arapahoes had 
located their winter lodges. The Indians, taken completely by sur
prise, stampeded up the canyon. By mid-afternoon the troopers had 
captured most of the ponies and laid waste to the villages. After a 
number of the best mounts had been selected to replace the cavalry 
horses lost during the campaign, the remainder —  a number estimated at 
1,000 to 2,200 —  were shot. During the next few months the Indians 
came in by groups to the agencies to surrender. See J. C. Dykes, "The 
Battle at Palo Duro Canyon," in Great Western Indian Fights. 211*-20; 
Charles A. P. Hatfield, "The Comanche, Kiowa and Cheyenne Campaign in 
Northwest Texas and Mackenzie * s Fight in the Palo Duro Canyon, Septem
ber 26, 1871*," West Texas Historical Association Year Book. V (June 
1929), 118-23; Nye, Carbine and Lance. 221-25; and Carter, On the 
Border With Mackenzie. 2*88-96. and The Old Sergeant1 s StoryT^-Q3-112.



cold and slow starvation* By June, 1875, Quanah realized the hopeless
ness of his situation, and for the first time he came into the reser

vation and gave his pledge of peace* In return for this promise he 
was assured rations, blankets, and the necessities of primitive exis

tence for his tribe.

Quanah's word was more sacred to him as a pledge than the sworn 

oath of many white men on the witness stand in a courtroom, but unfor

tunately the promises made to his people were broken. No food had been 

issued to the Quahadas, and Quanah's protests had been ignored. Soon 
he led his warriors to the agency to take by force the food that right

fully belonged to the band. The frightened agent learned a lesson that 
day, and the rations that should have been issued were now delivered. 
From that time Quanah and the Quahada Comanches remained at peace, and 
the settlement of the Red River country of northwest Texas progressed 

rapidly. The Indian raids in this region were over, but the settlers 
remained keenly alert and promptly reported to the nearest garrison 

any sign of the Indians crossing the Red River from Oklahoma and enter

ing their lost lands in Texas.

1142



CHAPTER VII
THE GREAT ARMY SCANDAL OF 18?6

Even though •my father’s troop had been transferred from Fort Sill 
early in 1873, what happened at that post in the next three years was 

only too well known to all people of the old army. In 18?6 Fort Sill 

became famous —  or infamous —  as the principal site of the "Indian 

Ring" scandal which tainted the highest officials of the federal govern

ment. My knowledge of the situation at Fort Sill, and the stench aris

ing from it, derives from countless conversations on this subject with 

officers who have never forgotten the great army scandal of 1876. When 
officers and their wives met casually, the one absorbing topic in those 
days was the Indian situation —  scouting, moving to another garrison, 

or some fight and familiar names among those wounded or dead. Letters 

exchanged between families or officers at distant garrisons were read 
and generally discussed, and these gave a vivid picture of the situa

tion on the frontier from the Canadian border to the Mexican boundary. 

Indians everywhere were "ugly" and "ripe for trouble," as the officers 

expressed it, and agents were either withholding rations to sell for 

their own profit or substituting rotten foodstuffs in place of articles 

guaranteed to the Indians by the government treaties.

No army officer had authority to interfere with post traders or 
Indian agents. These men were appointed by high officials living with

in the shadow of the White House. Any officer of the regular army who

1U3



had the courage to report such conditions was inviting an official 
reprimand and possibly a court martial —  or he found his statements ig
nored and pigeon-holed. The reason, of course, lay in the fact that 

someone with political influence was protecting the traders and agents 
and benefiting financially. Here was a traffic in blood actually worse 

than that which roused the indignation of the North and led to four 

years of horrible warfare. Many owners of Negro slaves were either 

kind-hearted enough or sensible enough not to abuse their property and 

cause the market value to depreciate. But the Indian was a different 

matter. Sacred treaties were signed by our government guaranteeing 
protection of reservations from the encroachment of white settlers and 
pledging ample food to offset the lack of game formerly obtained by 
Indian hunting parties beyond reservation limits. Then, after the In
dians had signed away their lands, white families took possession and 

lived on the game while the Indians starved on their reservations. If 
they left the reservation to hunt, the agent reported them at once as 

hostiles, and the officers and soldiers of the tiny regular army were 

ordered out to force them back into the clutches of the dishonest agent 
who had political influence in Washington.

It may be of interest to know how much pay was received in 

those days by officers of the United States Army. A colonel received 

$291.67 per month; a lieutenant-colonel, $2^0.00; a major, $208.33; a 
cavalry captain, $166.6?; an infantry captain, fl£0.OO; a first lieu
tenant of cavalry, $133.33; a first lieutenant of infantry, $125.00; 
a second lieutenant of cavalry $125.00; and a second lieutenant of



infantry, $U6«,67»^" From these amounts an officer had to buy his horse 
—  in fact, two horses in order to be prepared for any emergency—  and 

his uniforms, which were made of expensive material, and had to pay all 
transportation expenses for his family. Household goods were weighed, 

and every ounce over the weight allowed for the officer’s rank had to 

be moved at his own expense. Since there were no schools at the fron

tier posts, the officer and his wife had to skimp to provide for the 
education and boarding of their children at some distant school. My 
own parents faced that problem. My brother, sister, and I were all 
educated in Philadelphia while our parents continued "breaking trails" 

for later civilization.
No one knew when the bugle sounded reveille what would occur 

before taps that night. If trouble arose among the Indians, the of

ficers and men mounted immediately and said their goodbyes. Days of 
anxious waiting followed. Many times I watched my father’s troop-ride 
away. When a courier brought the news of their return, I stood on the
front porch of our home, thrilling to the sight of the familiar troop 

oguidon and my father and his captain riding at the head of the men.

This was the salary schedule for officers with less than five 
years of service. There were increments at the end of five, ten, fif
teen, and twenty years of service. See Whitman, The Troopers, 100-10$.

2The troop guidon of the U. S. Cavalry was a pennant used for 
purposes of identification or to "guide on" in tactical movements. It 
was made in a "swallow tail" design and measured 2’3" on the staff by 
3‘ 5" in fly. The upper half was red with the number, of the regiment 
embroidered in white silk; the lower half was white and bore the letter 
of the troop in red. The silk guidon was only used for special occa
sions; a duplicate in bunting, called the "service guidon," was carried 
for ordinary use. Any engagement of a troop entitled it to a band with 
the name of the battle affixed to the lance of the silk guidon.
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Sometimes they were absent for months. During these years of frontier 
isolation the army families in a regiment formed a bond that was never 

broken. Children who played and rode their Indian ponies together be

came like the children of one large family. We were born in the regi
ment and, guided by the officers and Negro soldiers, we learned to 

walk and talk. From the offspring of the colonel down to the brood on 
"Suds Row,11 we were all children of the Tenth Cavalry. We felt that 

we owned the regiment and the regiment felt it owned each child. We 

scorned the infantry children and we fought-other cavalry youngsters 
who dared claim greater honor for their own regiment.

The spirit has -never died. Even today when I meet men who are 
generals, that feeling is as strong as ever. Once more we are just 
children of the old Tenth Cavalry, living again the days of■the fron
tier when the names of famous officers such as Sherman, Sheridan, 

Custer, Crook, Miles, and Merritt were household words. The children 

knew the names of them a U .  Equally familiar were the names of all 
"hostiles" —  Comanches, Kiowas, Cheyennes, Oglalla and Brute Sioux, 
Nez Perces, Mescalero and Chiracahua Apaches and others. Many times 

we watched Indians stalking along the driveways in front of our homes *

Although the artillery and the infantry had flown both national colors- 
—  the Stars and Stripes —  and regimental colors for some time before 
the Civil War, the Cavalry was equipped with a singular blue standard 
with a yellow eagle on it until 1895. At that time the Stars and- 
Stripes became the national standard, and a regimental standard of 
yellow silk was adopted. See Milo M. Quaife et al.. The History of 
the United States Flag from the Revolution to the Present (New York: 
Harper & Bros., 19&1), 80-93; and Whitman, The Troopers, 126-28.

^Married- enlisted men whose wives served as laundresses lived 
in special quarters usually called "Suds Row."



or crossing the parade ground to the adjutant's office, where they 
would voice their grievances against the traders only to receive the 

answer: "We can do nothing to help you. The Great Father in Washing
ton will not let us talk about the agents, but we know you speak the 
truth."

In the bosom of their family circle or among themselves, the 
officers denounced the conditions that would inevitably bring on more 

warfare. Then the same men who sympathized with the Indians and knew 
the justice of their complaints would receive orders to arm, mount, and 

bring the hostiles back to the reservations dead or alive. Meanwhile 
the trader increased his profits by the sale of whiskey, guns, and am

munition, to the angry tribesmen. The trader's practice of arming the 

Indians against the whites, and then demanding protection from the United 

States Army, made his job profitable and safe. General Miles once said 
that if all the graves of both Indians and whites who were killed in 

the struggles between the two groups were placed end to end, they would 
form, an unbroken cross of mounds from the Canadian border to the Gulf 
of Mexico and from the Atlantic Ocean to the Pacific. Such was the re

sult of broken promises, fraud, graft, and greed on the part of the 
white men —  and savage revenge wrought by the Indians upon the inno

cent as well as the guilty. It is not difficult to understand why the 

Indian policy of the United States government soon became "civilization 
by extermination

Previous to our so-called civilizing of the Indians, they had 
their own tribal laws and their councils in peace and war where the 

majority ruled and any Indian breaking the laws established by a tribe



was persona non grata« The Indians believed in a spiritual life after 
the one on earth* The Great Spirit was their Jehovah, and the sun, 

moon, wind, water, and mountains had divine significance* Theft from 

another member of the tribe was practically unknown* Men fought and 
hunted, and the women cared for their homes and children just as in 
civilized nations from the time of Adam and Eve* If a child were ill, 
the medicine man and the father prayed. Often the father would bind 
himself by a pledge of personal suffering if the child should live.
The courage of the Indian has been established beyond question* His 

endurance of pain was stoic*

Adultery was severely punished, in some tribes with death, in 
others by cutting off the nose of the unfaithful wife. Drunkenness 
was unknown among the Indians until the white men came*^ The struggle 

to protect lands and homes has been common to people of all races from 

the earliest records of humanity. Had the white men kept their solemn 
pledges, written and spoken, there would be very few pages of American 

history stained with the blood spilled in the conflict between the red 
man and his white Christianized brother. These are plain facts, and

^Drunken debauches were not new to all Indians of the United 
States * Fermented liquors, such as pulque and tiswin, originated in 
Mexico and found their way into Arizona and New Mexico where the Pima, 
Papago, and various Apache tribes produced such brews. Nevertheless, 
it is correct to say that distilled liquors were unknown to the Indians 
and that most of them did not imbibe until after the coming of the white 
men. See Clark Wissler, Indians of the United States: Four Centuries of 
Their History and Culture (New York: Doubleday, Doran & Co., 19k0), 
265-69; Harold E. Driver, Indians of North America (Chicago: University 
of Chicago Press, 1961), 93-97; Richardson, The Comanche Barrier to 
South Plains Settlement, 213; and Grinnell, The Cheyenne Indians, I,
W . ------------ —  -  —



those who lived among and even fought against the Indians understood 
the injustice they had received at the hands of those who pretended to 

lead them to the "right" way of living.
All officers serving in the Indian country realized the gravity 

of the situation. They spoke of it as "sitting on a powder keg wait

ing for someone to throw a lighted match and start a monkey and a par
rot time for all." The officers and soldiers of the little regular 
army pleaded in vain that justice be meted out to the starving Indians. 

But those in the seats of the mighty were not hungry or cold. Their 

families were provided for, their homes were luxurious, and they sat 

in their high places with "ears that heard not, eyes that saw not, and 
lips that spoke not" even though they knew the facts. Indians, offi
cers, soldiers enlisted in the ranks, white settlers, their wives and 
children —  all were merely pawns in the game of politics and graft 
that centered in the national capital. Then, in the spring of 1876, 

a scandal reverberated in the highest official circles of Washington.
In that disaster a Secretary of War was destroyed, and the administra
tion of an honored soldier-president was besmirched.

Previous to mid-1870, authority to appoint post traders was 

vested solely in the commanding officers of the various military de
partments. Then an act of Congress repealed this regulation, and the 

Secretary of War was given full authority to appoint the traders. Two 
and a half months after the passage of this new law, John S. Evans was 

appointed trader at Fort Sill. As the garrison was located a long dis

tance from any inhabited place and no white settlers or store keepers 
could compete with Evans, he was able to sell his wares at an enormous



profit. The position of post trader, augmented by various government 

contracts in which he enjoyed a monopoly, gave Evans a net income of 
$150,000 a year —  and enabled him to remit quarterly a heavy tribute 
to Caleb P. Marsh of New York, who had obtained the appointment for 
him.'’ Evans never made any secret of how he obtained the tradership.
It was common knowledge among the officers stationed at Fort Sill be
tween 1870 and 1876.

The same situation existed at other frontier garrisons. Mat

ters finally came to a climax in March of 1876 when Marsh, in obedience 
to a subpoena, appeared before a committee of the House of Representa

tives. Congressmen Clymer, Robbins, Blackburn, Bass, and Danford

cvJohn S. Evans had secured permission from the department com
mander to establish a trading post at Fort Sill previous to the new reg
ulation in Section 22 of the Army Appropriations Act of July 1$, 1870, 
and had met with such success that he invested in extensive improvements 
at the post. When Evans found that it would be necessary to secure a 
new permit, he applied to Secretary of War William W. Belknap, stating 
that since he had spent $80,000 for improvements the loss of the trader- 
ship would bring financial ruin to him. Accompanying his letter was an 
endorsement from all the officers at Fort Sill which included a special 
recommendation from the post commander, Benjamin H. Grierson. Some 
time before, Mrs. Belknap, a close friend of New York merchant Caleb P. 
Marsh, had offered to use her influence to obtain for him the post trad
ership at Fort Sill. Marsh .journeyed to the capital to make applica
tion. Upon the suggestion of Belknap, who at this time had on his desk 
the request of Evans for reappointment. Marsh conferred with Evans and 
offered to withdraw his application for a sum of $20,000. After some 
argument Marsh agreed to accept $12,000 annually, and subsequently he 
recommended that the Secretary retain Evans. The payment of $12,000 
was made for two years; then it was reduced to.$6,000 after the with
drawal of troops from the fort. See C. C. Rister, "Harmful Practices 
of Indian Traders of the Southwest," New Mexico Historical Review, VI 
(July 1931), 231-1*8; William B. Hesseltine, Ulysses S. Grant, Politi
cian (New York: Dodd, Mead & Co., 1935)> 395; and Reports of Committees 
of the House of Representatives. Itlith Cong., 1st Sess., Vol. I, No. 186 
(Washington: Government Printing Office, I876), hereafter cited as 
House Committee Reports



formed this committee of investigation into the expenditures of the War 
Department.^ Marsh acknowledged that an agreement had been signed be

tween himself and Evans on October 8, 1870, as a result of which Evans 
secured appointment as post trader at Fort Sill. In consideration of 

the "favor" obtained by Marsh from Secretary of War Belknap, Evans 

bound himself to pay $12,000 a year to Marsh. The payment for the 
first year was estimated on the probable spending of seven troops of 
cavalry stationed at Fort Sill. Later, if a hundred men were added to 

the garrison, Evans was to pay a heavier tax; and if a hundred soldiers 

were moved from the garrison, the tribute would be lowered. This agree

ment was to continue in force as long as Marsh controlled directly or 
indirectly the appointment of the post trader at Fort Sill. Marsh tes
tified that Evans paid tribute as agreed —  and that he in turn deliv-

7ered to the Secretary or his wife sums specified in official records.

rlarsh sent Mrs. Belknap half of the first payment, but in Dec
ember of 1870 she died. He then made arrangements with her sister,
Mrs. Bowers, to make subsequent payments to her for the benefit of the 
baby born to the deceased Mrs. Belknap in the fall of 1870. The child 
died in June, 1871, and Mrs. Bowers left for Europe soon after. From 
that time Belknap accepted the money himself. He later married Mrs. 
Bowers, and the two received the premiums together. Marsh estimated 
that he had received $1*0,000 from Evans, one half of which was paid to 
Belknap. See Nevins,. Hamilton Fish, 806-807 $ and House Committee Reports, 
No. 186.

7Majority members of the committee were Democrats Heister Cly- 
mer of Pennsylvania (1873—1881), William McKendree Robbins of North 
Carolina (1873-1879), and Joseph Clay Stiles Blackburn of Kentucky 
(1875-1885), who later served in the Senate. Lyman Kidder. Bass of New 
York (1873-1877), and Lorenzo Danford of Ohio (1873-1879, 1895-1899) 
were the minority members. See Ansel Wold (ed.). Biographical Diction
ary of the American Congress * l87ii-1927 (Washington: Government Print
ing Office, 1928), 678, 706, 825, 877 and 11*67.



152
On March 2 Belknap was summoned before Congressman Clymer's 

committee and the evidence was read to him. He was given an opportun
ity to refute the facts or explain the situation, but he admitted that 

the statements were all true. He begged the committee, however, to 
shield his wife from dishonor and to suppress the most damaging evi
dence. In return for such consideration of her, he offered to submit 

to an indictment against himself of any crime other than the one of which 
they had unquestionable proof. He promised to plead guilty and resign 

at once when arraigned in such a manner. The committee refused, though 
Mrs. Belknap appeared and added her plea. Before noon that day Belknap 

tendered his resignation to President Grant, who accepted it at once.
Then Clymer and his committee preferred charges of misdemeanors in of
fice and high crimes against Belknap, and the House of Representatives 

voted to impeach him. Belknap claimed that as his resignation took ef
fect immediately, he was then a private citizen and could not be im

peached; but the Senate overruled his demurrer on the grounds that he 
was in office at the time the actions took place and ordered that the 
date of the trial be set. The only question in the proceedings which 
followed was that of the constitutional rights of Belknap, who was now 

a private citizen. Thirty-seven senators stood for conviction and 
twenty-three of those who voted Not Guilty added that they did so for 

want of jurisdiction over a private citizen. Since the required two-
O

thirds vote had not been cast against him, Belknap was acquitted*

The complete record of the impeachment.trial of Belknap was 
published, in the Congressional Record, l^th Cong., 1st Sess., Vol. 17, 
ft. 7 (Washington: Government Printing Office,. 1876).



Evans went to Washington and testified that he had signed the 

agreement with Marsh» E. P» Bartlett, the New York attorney who had 

drawn up the agreement, also testified in corroboration and a Washing

ton express company brought records to show payments which Marsh had 

made to Belknap. The money, delivered in packages of $1,500, was re
ceipted by Belknap or the chief clerk of the War Department. Records 

also showed that on January 18, 18?6, a package valued at $2,000 had 
been sent directly from New York to Mrs. Belknap. The consignor's name 

was not given, but the clerk of the express company testified that he 
had delivered this package directly to Mrs. Belknap at her Washington 

residence and obtained her receipt.
On March 6, 18?6, four days after Belknap's resignation, John 

Evans was removed from the position of post trader at Fort Sill, and 

in his place two Civil War veterans. Rice and Byers, were appointed. 

Both men were disabled. Mr. Rice, a cultured gentleman, was lame from 

wounds received in the war, and Mr. Byers was missing an arm. We be

came acquainted with the new traders when my father was later stationed 
at Fort Sill again. My mother took me with her one day to see Mrs.

Rice and her little daughter Katie, who was several years my junior. 
Mrs. Rice was young and very pretty, but not in good health. When we 

first met her she was lying on a lounge and dressed in a beautiful 

silk negligee. On her head was a very becoming and dainty cap. I re
call clearly my admiration for the lady; I was quite reconciled to 

being ill myself provided I could have a dress and cap like hers.
The removal of Mrs. Evans was known, of course, to all the 

army families. We children heard it discussed by the officers, by the
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wives, and out in the kitchens by the colored cooks. They talked in

dignantly about the extortions practiced upon the soldiers by post 
traders in general and.by Evans especially. llWe all done paid Belknap 

dat money fo1 Evans,” was the scathing comment of the colored help.
Then someone would declare that after the paymaster had just given the 

troopers their gold pieces, the trader raised the price on every article 
in his store. Ten times the value of an article was no unusual price.

The commissary carried only staples, and anything that could not be 

purchased there had to be procured at the post trader’s store. The fact 
that Evans was able to pay tribute of $12,000 a year to Marsh and Bel

knap, and still clear a profit of $150,000 for himself in an area where 

Indians and soldiers were the only customers, was positive proof of the 
extortion.

Additional troops were brought to Fort Sill so that the profits 
of the trader and his supporters would be increased. Until late 1872 

the troopers were crowded together in the barracks and the condition of 
the officers’ quarters was almost parallel to that of the tenements in 

the slums of New York City. Our own quarters at Fort Sill was classed 
as a "two family set." The front room was both a living room and a bed
room for my father, mother, brother, and me. A bandbox of a room allowed 

us to have a table where we ate our meals, and out in the back yard 
stood our kitchen — a tent. Another officer and his family, which con

sisted of his wife, two children about the ages of my brother and my
self, and a young baby, had the back room downstairs as their combined 

sleeping and living room. Our room was separated from theirs only by 

a sliding door, and every sound made in either room was audible in the
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other* What had been a very tiny kitchen was allotted to them as a 

dining room, and in the back yard stood their kitchen which, like ours, 
was a tent* Upstairs were two attic spaces, each about six feet square 
and with ceilings so low that a person of average height could not 
stand" upright, but even such attics were occupied at times by members 
of an officer's family.

General Ord once remarked that Grierson's regiment was quartered 

in a manner in which he would not stable his horses* Yet General Grier
son, who was not responsible for such conditions, had no power to change 

them. When Secretary of War Belknap ordered more troops to Fort Sill 

he was fully aware of the limitation of quarters • Such crowding was 

not only without regard to common decency, but also without considera

tion of sanitary conditions* The scourge of malaria that hit the gar
rison each summer was so bad that often there were not enough men to 

carry out the necessary duties* The officers crawled from their sick
beds between "chill days" to do the work of other officers whose 
"chill day" made them unable to be on their feet. Both my father and 

I were victims of the dread fever. During this time not one troop was 
ordered away from Fort Sill* Dollars in the pockets of Belknap, Marsh, 

and Evans were more important than the lives of the army people involved.

The soldier-president. Grant, was a man of honor and truth, and 

he had faith in his official family* It must have been a shocking blow 

when he learned from Belknap's own lips that the Secretary had been us
ing his official power to fill his pockets. Belknap was able to go 

his way as a private citizen, but Grant was subjected to much politi

cal mud-slinging in the months that followed Belknap's exit* He had



to remain and face innuendoes and attacks on his integrity and patri
otism for an entire year until his second tern of office expired. He 

had withstood bullets on many battlefields, but it took a higher degree 
of courage to live that trying year before he too became a private cit
izen. Of the two tragic figures in 1876, Grant and Custer, the case of 
President Grant has always seemed to me the more pathetic.
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