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INTRODUCTION

George Emery Stewart, Jr., now deceased, was on¢ of those col-
orful ‘old timers’ whose life spanned the ‘old days’ and the ‘modem
days.” He was bom in Vernal, Utah in 1906. As a small boy, he lived
with his family in the Ouray, Utah area. His father was a mining
prospector. ‘I

These circumstances brought him into close and intimate contact
with the Ute Indian Tribe and their chief Red Moon. Because his
playmates were Indian boys, he soon spoke Ute fluently. Until the
day he died, he always spoke and visited with the Utes in their own
language. Through this association and friendship, he developed a
keen understanding of their ways and beliefs. He respected and
defended them throughout his life.

He met Chipeta several times when he was a young boy. She
gave him the name of ‘Frightened Boy” which he did not like.
George was not frightened of Chipeta, but only stood in reverent
awe. Seeing this, she changed his name to “Uviev’ which he liked
very much. He showed his approval with a smile. Tt means “Turkey.”
Chipeta said that George walked like one. From then on, he was
known by his Indian friends as ‘Uviev.’ '

Later, his family moved to Myton, where his mother ran a hotel.
It was at this time that he met Elza Lay, a former member of the
Butch Cassidy gang. When he was not in school, young George
spent much of his time sitting with Lay on the bench in front of the
saloon, He listened for hours and asked so many questions that Lay
became worried that George was being badly influenced. But
already being an avid reader and well supplied by his father with
many of the ‘Classics,” his values were well founded. George just
had a natural interest for history, the facts, and how they happened.
His brilliant mind never forgot a detail.
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George was sent to Westminster Boarding School. Later, he
graduated from the University of Utah. He reccived a law degree
from George Washington University. As an attorney, he received

several offers to practice law in the East. But his roots were in the

Uintah Basin and there he stayed. For many years, he was “The

Voice Over the Mike,’ the M.C. of all the celebrations and main.

events.

George married Elva Gagon (August 10, 1929), who was also
raised in the Uintah Basin. They are the parents of three daughters;
MaryEllen Gardner (Garth), Renee Millett (Therrol), and Nancy
Harrison. .

 George was the founding attorney for Moon Lake Electric
Association and was their attorney until his retirement. His legal
forms were adopted by the federal government in gaining right-of-
ways for power lines constructed by the Rural Electrification
Association nationally. | .

His law practice was interupted during World War II, when he
served in Europe under General Patton, 76th Division. He was
among those who liberated the Jewish people at the Buchenwald
concentration camp in Germany. '

George Stewart was a member of the Utah Historical Society
and also the Utah Western Historians until his death in March, 1990.

- —MaryEllen Stewart Gardner

INDIAN STORIES AND LLEGENDS

THE STORY OF THE HEADHUNTERS

It was many years ago, in a teepee on the banks of the Duchesne
River, that I first heard the ‘Legend of the Headhunters,” as told by
the Indian people. The old man sat in the embers glow and we
thought he was napping. Then, in a voice so low, at first, we could
hardly hear him speaking, be started to tell his tale.

“Many moons ago in the time of my father’s fathers, the head
hunters raided this land and struck terror in the hearts of the people.
They came always in time of falling leaves when the hunter’s moon
rode high in the sky. They caught us where we camped together,
snuggled in for the coming winter. These headhunters traveled the
hidden ways, sleeping by day and walking by night so they could
strike us unawares, usually while we were celebrating the luck of the
hunt. First here, then there, then some other place, they raided and
we could never tell which village would be their target. So when the
red leaves came, we were ever watchful and ever fearful, lest we
should be the unfortunate ones whose heads would be carried over
the hills and far away to perform their rites of worship.

“They came in pairs, one round and one square. Their stature -
was gigantic; in their moccasins they stood so tall they could almost
reach the smoke hole of a teepee. Their visages were the picture of
death when the flesh is falling and the bone is showing. They were
horrible, horrible, horrible!

“The round one carried a shaft, like a spear except on the end
was a knife shaped the same as a white man’s sickle. The square one
walked bestde him with hands bare and empty. They hit the camp
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like a thunderclap, whooping and yelling and sérecching. When the
people, in alarm, either ran, stood stupid, or came fighting—snick
snack; the bright blade flashed and there rolled a head. Snick snack
and there rolled another. Each time, they took six heads; the round

onte cutting, the square one gathering. Then they vanished, like

wraiths in the night, to be gone for another year.”

For ten, twenty heartbeats there was a pause in the old man’s
story. Then someone asked, “Did you really see them?” -

“Oh no,” the old man said. “The headhunters came here long
before my time. I tell the story to you like it was told to me, like it
was told to my father and my grandfather’s father. But old as it is, |

believe it. Now it is said that sometime the headhunters will come -

again. Maybe, even yet, T shall loose my head, although I hope not.

You see, the people found out the headhunters could hear much bet-

ter than they could see. So when the leaves are falling like now and
the moon is bright like now, the best way to keep them away from

you is to be quiet, be very quiet. That way they will choose the noisy

ones. I have been quiet all my life and I believe that is the way of
winning.” .
It was quiet in the teepee, very quiet.

In later years as I looked back, I thought, how clever that old

man was. He told an interesting yam of terror and in the process qui-
eted all the noise kids will make as they rant and play at bedtime,

Then one day, as I followed the trail of a hidden way as it twist-
ed and turned through the desert, I came upon a petroglyph and I
took a picture of it. I call it “The Headhunter Panel.’

Later, I traveled a hidden trail and I saw a petroglyph—another
headhunter petroglyph. This one is more remarkable than the first
one. There are the two headhunters, one round and one square, See

the scythe-like weapon the round one holds in his hands. Look at the -

terrible faces of these two. Would you like to meet them some
moonlit night? Above all this, notice the lower left hand figure; it is

Indian Stories and Legends 3

a headless torso. Of course, there are the other interesting details
about the carving but I haven’t space to point them out to you or to
tell you what they mean. Perhaps you can read it as well as I can.
Roth these carvings are on hidden ways. They are very old and they

arc fifty miles apart.
Is there, do you suppose, a basis of fact for the old man’s tale?

i
i
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THE WOMAN WHO WAS A MAN

Aug-gu-saw, (meaning half and half), an Indian woman, lived
far up on Bitter creek, She lived alone. A passerby saw her, now and
then. Once in a while, she went to ouray to trade. She was a pleasant
person with a ready smile and a friendly manner. People thought she
was somewhat queer, though, because she never spoke. She always
used sign language;' it seemed she could converse with her hands
much more readily than she could with her tongue. In other ways
too, she was not quite right. She was a little touched, they say, but

- she had her charm and everybody liked her. .
Then, one day, when she was old and bent and gray, the death
wind blew for Auggusaw. She was hurriedly taken to the agency.

hospital at Ft. Duchesne in an attempt to save her life. At the hospi-
tal, they took off her shawl, her dress, and her undergarments. They

stood amazed, for they found that Auggusaw was a normal male

who had lived as a woman for many, many moons,

Auggusaw’s spirit walked away. His body was buried and the
strange story of his life came out. It was the last chapter in the tale of
the: famous old Mecker Massacre. ‘ _

Many years ago, an Indian boy dwelt close by the Whiteriver
Agency near Meeker, Colorado. He was an orphan and lived with
his grandmother, Mus-i-mutts, the desert flower. There was no man

in the teepee, so as the boy grew, he had little chance to leam the .
ways of an Indian brave. The Desert Flower, grown old and quiet, .

taught him mostly the ways of peace. The lad was lively and gay,

with a happy disposition, so he got along well with all those living ' :)_
around him—even the fierce war-chief, Captaii Jack. He had the
usual amount of boy’s curiosity and he passed his days observing the
activity near the agency. Especially, he was interested in the affairs -
~ at the agency headquérters. '
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One day, as he watched the White men at their work, he passed
the house where Meeker, the agent, lived. He stopped short in the
door yard. There, wafted to his nose, was the most delicious smell he
had ever known. Josephine Meeker, the agent’s daughter, saw the
boy standing there testing the air like a questing hound. She smiled
in response to his broad grin and beckoning, said, “Come here a
minute.” ,

The Indian came with alacrity. Jo gave him a handful of freshly
baked sugar cookies. Thus, a friendship began between the young
lady and the bright, young boy. As time went by, Jo and Mrs.
Meeker always gave the youngster some tidbit when he came to
visit: there was bread and honey, cake, pie, and sometimes stick
candy. The two women and the boy became fast friends.

Suddenly, trouble was brewing on the reservation. Meeker had
the river bottom plowed and planted where the Indian pony herd
grazed. To add insult to injury, the agent ordered the land fenced

 where the racetrack of the Red men stretched across the meadows.

This was too much for Johnson, a Ute sub-chief. He went to
Meeker’s house, forced him outdoors, and began to beat him. The
agent’s lifc was saved only by the timely intervention of the agency
employees.

Meeker was angry and frightened as a result of Johnson’s acts,
but he palavered with the Utes. During the course of the conversa-
tion, the agent said, “If there is anymore violence offered to my per-
son, or if you Indians threaten me or any White man here at the
agency, I shall send for the soldiers and you will be sorry.”

“If you send for the blue coats to come to Indian country, it is
you who will be sorry, because, before they get here you will die,”

_ replied Douglass, another Ute sub-chief. Josephine’s friend, the

Indian boy, was worried. He had heard the talk of the more hot-
headed tribesmen. He knew many of them wanted the war trail.
Some painted their faced yellow and black and left the settlement,
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riding to join those planning to fight. Time after time, the Indian
tried to tell Jo that she and all the Whites were in danger; but his
English was poor and she understood no Indian. The Meekers went
blissfully on, never dreaming of the terror to come. 7

Meeker, never understanding Red men, and in spite of the warn-
ing given to him by Douglas, sent a message to the Army asking for
aid. In résponsc to Mecker’s summons, Major Thornbur_g,_ with one
hundred and forty men and a wagon train was ordered out of Ft.
Steele, Wyoming to the Whiteriver Agency in Colorado. They were
to do whatever was necessary to quell the hostile Utes.

Twice, Captain Jack, the war chief, held a pow-wow with
Thomburg. Each time, the chief wamed the soldiers not to march
into Indian Country. But the Major had his orders. He kept coming
on. War drums throbbed in the mountain valleys. Finally, the Utes, at
least three hundred strong, attacked the blue coats at the narrows of
Milk Creek Canyon and hemmed them in. The engagement went on
for days, lasting until reinforcements arrived from Ft. Steele.

At the agency, the morning of September 29, 1879 was calm and
peaceful. The Whites didn’t know a battle was raging over on Milk
Creek. It is possible the Indians at the agency didn’t know of the
encounter either, thinking the soldiers would halt before they crossed
the reservation line, |

The sun climbed the sky. Noon came and went. And then, the
storm broke. Perhaps a courier arrived from Captain Jack, telling
Douglas and Johnson about the fight with Thornburg’s command.
The two sub-chiefs, true to their promise, sent twenty-five or thirty
warriors in war paint to strike the agency. Caught unaware and out-
numbered, the White men had little chance to defend themselves, or

to escape. Allthe men present at the time, including Meeker, were £

killed. .
The women and children of the employees, Mrs. Mecker and
Josephine with the rest, hid in the milk house first, then in the
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Meeker residence. Knowing that sooner or later, the dwelling would
be raided, the frightened women watched for a chance to leave the
house for a better hiding place. At last, they broke cover and ran for
some sagebrush on the far side of a plowed field.

The Ute boy, friend of Mrs, Meeker and Josephine, watched his
rampaging elders from close by. He sought an opportunity to help
the two women. He saw the party run from the house and cross the
plowed ground. Instantly, he ran to aid them, ﬁoping he could lead
them, unseen, to the teepee of Desert Flower. Unfortunately, his
were not the only eyes to see the fleeing party; other warriors came
pursuing and caught the women and children. The Ute boy stood
there among the captives, weeping. He thought that now, they too
must die.

He was only twelve or thirteen years old at the time of these stir-
ring events at Meeker, but despite his young and tender years, the
boy was put on trial before the Council for cowardice in battle. The
verdict came and he was found guilty; only Captain Jack voted in his
favor. The final judgment was spoken by the Awat-ta-pah-gi (Big
Talker) Colorow, who said: “We cannot change the way you are
made, but we can make a half man of you. From this time on, you
shail dress like a woman, live like a woman, and you shall do a
woman’s work. Never, in this world, will you ride as a Ute warrior.
Since you stood among the women and children crying, a thing no
Ute boy may ever do, you are half woman already. So your name,
from now until you die, will be “Auggusaw.”

Most warriors, given this sentence, would have slipped away,
riding to a far country to live with white men or some renegade
band. Perhaps this is what the lad was expected to do. But
Auggusaw showed great courage. He bowed to the edict the Council
had issued; he lived his whole life through as a woman of the Ute
Nation,

You see, there was a religious overtone in all of this. Because
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such a judgment, when given—especially if the Healer, the Sky
Reader, the Vision Dreamer, the Spirit Talker, in other words, the
medicine men—concurred in it, it was a Decree of Heaven. It said in
effect, “Live your sentence during the short time you are here on
carth and be free of it when you die. If you fail, you shall live it
throughout eternity in your after-life, for we shall know you in the
Land of the Sky. You cannot avoid us or our judgment.”

At first, his people poked fun at Auggusaw. But as the years
went by, and he never failed or faltered in paying his debt; the
Indians came to respect him. They ceased even to tell about him.
After he was dead and buried, those who knew his story told it. But
there were no derisive grins on their faces as they did it.

They say, somewhere great warriors ride wearing cagle feathers

and mounted on fine war-horses. In that Land of Somewhere,
Auggusaw rides, not as a woman, but among the warriors of his
race. He displayed great steadfastness and courage unto death. He
proved himself, The days of his retribution are over. Where he is, he
is known as an Awat Towatch (Big Man or Chi¢f); and they call him
‘The Half Chief.” Auggusaw Awat Towatch.

Indian Stories and Legends 9

THE FORGOTTEN CHIEFTAIN

RED MOON

He had the right to eagle feathers.. Around his neck and down his
breast, he wore the band of death. For he was a chief, you see. The
last living war chief of the Whiteriver band of Indians, the fiercest
band of the whole Ute Indian Nation. He was as wild and free and
tempestuous as the desert wind in springtime. Where he walked, the
enemy, especially the hated paleface, best beware.

The band of death is the tanned and cured skin of a rattlesnake.
It must be caught and killed by the warrior using only his bare
hands; he must use no weapon such as gun, knife, club or rock. In
the old days, only a chief could wear it. In the photograph of Red
Moon, you can see his snake skin. It is large. He must have searched
for it many days to get one this big in the arca where he lived. Note
too, that on the left side of his hat he has one lone eagle feather.

* % ok

No scribe has ever touched him. No legend, no story has ever
been written about him. He disdained the white man’s language.
Although he understood it, he never spoke a word of English if he
could possibly avoid it. If you talked to this Indian, you spoke to him
in Ute or he ignored you. Perhaps this is why the White men passed
him by.

It was in the days of Indian Summer, when the dreamy haze falls
on the land. The woman lay in great travail. As the first yell of her
warrior baby echoed in the nearby forest, she turned her head and
saw through the teepee door the red moon climbing slowly above the
mountain peaks to the east. Her great ordeal was ending. She spoke
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softly to her husband, “Our son will be known as Com-matt-too-its
(Red Moon).” In reply, the young father quietly nodded his assent.
And so it was, from that time onward, this boy was known as Red
Moon.

The peacemakers among the Indians, like Ouray and Tabby,
have been blown by historians into heroic proportions. But the fight-
ers, who wanted to assert the rights of the Indians, even if it meant
bloodshed, received hardly a mentio'n and now are all but forgotten.

Red Moon, is almost forgotten now. Hardly a word has been
~ written about him. He was the last War Chicf of the Whiterivers and
he was no peacemaker. It was he who led all or at least a portion of
the Ute warriors facing Cook across the Uintah River.

In later years he said, “I remember when the walking soldiers
first came to Ft. Duchesne. It was I who led the Indians who stood
across the river from them. I also saw the riding soldiers when ‘they
came and we were not afraid of all of them. If we had wanted to
attack, we would have attacked. ' '

“There were not seven hundred of us. There were only two hun-
dred wartriors maybe, the rest were women and children.

“Do you think I don’t know the white man? I knew then and [
know now, they are like the flies in summer—you can kill them all
the day, but tomorrow they will be back in even larger numbers than
before,

“When we lined up on the Uintah River, we wanted to say: ‘See, _

we are on the bank of our river. All the land you see from here, even
to the tops of the mountains is ours. Do not cross the river. Stop
where you are and come no farther, or we will fight vou.™

Now, Red Moon, brave warrior chief, rides free and wild in the
Happy Hunting Grounds.

“I knew Red Moon, the fast War Chief of the Whiterivers, many
years ago, when I was a boy living near Quray. I also knew
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Wahpanah, an old, old Indian when he lived at Myton. Wahpanah
dressed, when I last saw him, in the fashion of the Utes before the
white man; leggings, breech coat, moccasins, feather, long hair,
painted face, etc. He used to sit by the hour staring afar with his
faded eyes. I used to wonder what his thoughts were. When I studied
speech in college, 1 learned to give from memory the orations of
great Indian orators. This poem is a composite of them as well as
Red Moon. 1 hope I have caught enough of the feeling, to affect oth-
ers as they have affected me,

RED MOON

I am Red Moon, War Chief of all the bands.
Once my people ruled, at my commands,
These hills, these valleys, all the lands

Where now the lodges of the white man stands.

The warrior bird once screamed and ruled the sky.
The singing water near my lodge flowed sweetly by.
I saw the buffalo, in hundreds, thunder nigh,

At night, 1 heard the coyote’s wailing cry.

The Bighom climbed the rocky steep,

The deer from out his hiding place, would leap.
The beaver swam the mighty rivers deep,

The bear, in his mountain cave, could sleep.

The wild horse roamed the grassy hills,
Lions stalked and made their feeding kills,
The fishes swam in all the mountain rills,
The woodtand echoed to the bird song trills.

I loved an Indian maiden fair

With flashing eyes and long black hair.
When I am dreaming, unaware,

I seem to see her in the campfire’s glare.
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The morning sunlight brightly bathes

My feathered headdress, as it dips and waves.
I hear the war cry of the braves

I led to victories or their graves.

That was many, many moons ago.

Now I'sit in firelight and afterglow,

L hear the paling death wind softly blow
For me and all the friends I used to know.

~ The Warrior’s time has come and passed away;

His flowing blood could never stem nor stay
The relentless coming of this day,
When he and all the wild things stand at bay,

The white man’s works close all the old domains:
The hills, the valleys and the grassy plains,

No place now in all the land remains

Where wild, free life can be sustained.

The autumn time is showing on my face.
Soon I shall join the spirits of my race.

The red leaves falling o’er my place

Will hide where [ have been without a trace.

This is the sunsct evening hour

For all the ancient Indian lore. :
Gladly shall I walk beyond death’s door
And to this place, I shall come no more.

In the Happy Hunting Ground beyond the hill,

I shall know again the things I love so well.

My grateful chant the moming breeze will swell
In that great land, forever, I shall dwell.

Note: Author used to have a photograph of Red Moon but it has
disappeared, along with many others.
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CHIPETA, “QUEEN OF THE UTES”

This picture of Chipeta was probably taken afier the death of Chief Quray,
since she is pictured alone, During his life, she was always seen by his side.
—Used by permission, Uintah Regional Library, all vights reserved.

I'suppose you have heard of Chipeta, who as a young girl, mar-
ried Ouray. Ouray’s mother was a Ute and his father was Apache. In
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spite of this, became the head of the whole Ute Nation. He was the
chief of chiefs. Chipeta was all Ute, a member of the Uncompahgré
band. '

When the Meeker trouble flared with the Sun Blanket Indians,
now the Whiterivers, Ouray was already ill with the sickness that
would kill him. He sent word through Chipeta for the Indians to stop
fighting. Or, was it as some people say, Chipeta, acting on her own
initiative? Ouray respected his wife and like many a man before and
after him said, “That wife of mine, she is usually right. When she
speaks to me, I always listen.”

It was Chipeta who got Mrs. Meeker, her daughter Josephine,
and the other white women released from captivity. She cared for
them until their friends arrived.

After Ouray died, Chipeta, to all intents and purposes took his *
placé. She was the second woman known in Ute history who
achieved the right to sit at the Council of Fires to decide all ques-
tions which might arise. She was the one who decided war or peace
between the white man and the Indian. She always, always kept the
peace. '

When the Whiterivers wanted war because the army, violating
agreem.eﬁts, was building Fort Thornburg at Ouray; Chipeta, waﬁting

peace, was overruled by the Council. Next day, on her great white -

horse, she rode alone to see the commander of the bluecoats. So &
great was her influence that the Army listened to her and moved the §

fort off the reservation to the west end of Ashley Valley.

‘When I was a small boy, I met Chipeta in Matt Curry’s old trad- :“5
ing post at Ouray, Utah. T can remember the awe I felt as I stood, hat ]
in hand, before this Indian woman, who even then had become

known as the ‘Queen of the Utes.” Her kind, smiling eyes took my |
fear away. She spoke to me, in Ute, saying something about a “nee- 7§ __

poots ap-ats yavo-~gai” (a little boy afraid).
After that, T met Chipeta several times because 1 went out of my
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way to see her. She never forgot me. Though she knew English fair-
ly well, she always spoke to me in Ute. I deemed this a special favor,
whether I understood or not.

The years went by, Chipeta died. Ouray, the Indian village on
the banks of the Green, never seemed the same again. Chipeta’s
fame spread in all directions. Today, many campfire stories tell of
her, Though many know about her, there are fow who can say, as I
do, that they knew Chipeta when she was alive and rode the trails of
her deseri country.
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SONG TO CHIPETA, QUEEN OF THE UTES

It is difficult to write of Chipeta for too much time has come and
gone since she lived and died, The records of her deeds are few and
far between in the books of white men. Since her people had no
written language, what she did is. remembered only in the minds of
the Old Ones, who long since have ridden away across the Misty
River to the land of Shades and Shadows,

But what we have is precious for it tells us of a beautiful
woman, a leader of her people, whose finger always pointed down
the trail to peace in the days of turbulence and anger between the
white men and the Indian.

She was one of the two Ute Indian women, in the history of her

tribe, who had the right to sit in the circle of the chieftains to decide
what to do for the welfare of the whole Ute Indian Nation, Even
before her husband, Ouray, the great Chief of Chiefs, died—her

voice was heard around the council fire. It is probable that Quray
insisted on it. He loved this woman deeply and trusted her honesty -

and judgment beyond all his other aides.

- From the night she swam the swollen Gunnison River to warn
and save the white settlers on the other side; through the bloody days
of the Milk Creek Battle and the Meeker Massacre in Colorado; to
the days of ‘the opening’ of the great Ute Indian Reservation in east-
em Utah; Chipeta was known as a woman of intelligence, reason,
and peace. '

Her medicine was powerful. Not only did the common people
need her, but so did the mighty and the strong. She had access to the
chiefs, the Indian agents, the commander of Ft. Duchesne. Even the
men along the Potomac heard her when she spoke.

Through the turbulent years, she stepped, time after time, into ;
the breach—to cool the hatred and prevent bloodshed. By many she §
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was called “The Peacemaker.” In the end, her fame had spread. It
was of a sort that made her seem almost saintly. She was a person
loved by all men, both red and white.

By the time Chipeta died, August 9, 1924, she had become a
legend of the west. Because of her character, intelligence, and won-
derful disposition—not because she ruled—she was given the acco-
lade of ‘The Queen of the Utes.’

She was old and bent and gray when I knew her. I first met her
at Matt Curry’s old trading post at Ouray, Utah. My uncle, Buckskin
Shirt, introduced me to her white man fashion. That was many,
many moons ago when I was just a boy. I knew a part of her story
and T remember that I stood before her, head uncovered, abashed and
a little frightened to be so closely noticed by this famous Indian
woman. But, she smiled at me, touched my face with her hand and
spoke to me in Ute. She said something about a littie boy afraid. The
kindness in her eyes and her smile made me comfortable standing
quietly in her presence.

From time to time after that, I saw her. [ went out of my way to
meet and speak to her. She always answered me in Ute. I was flat-
tered, for she spoke English; to talk to me in Ute indicated that I was
special to her, I imagined.

One year, when the time of the Ripe Moon came, I went outside
to boarding school. While I was gone, I heard that.Chipeta had
walked over the misty river in the twilight to join the spirits of her
race. 1 felt badly because I knew I would never see again a friend I
had cherished.

Years later, during the Moon of the Bear, an old Ute and I rode
together across the desert which was in full bloom. That night we
camped under the cottonwood trees of Chipeta Grove.

The evening chorecs were done. As the night was falling, we
talked together in the flitting shadows of the embers’ glow. Far
away, the night birds called, a coyote howled, and on the wings of
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the breeze that comes at dusk was the delicate perfume of the
blooming desert lilics. There was peace around us in this sylvan set-
ting where the leaves whispered softly in the trees above our heads.

It was a fitting time to speak of Chipeta, whom we both had
known. Where we sat was near the place where she had spent her
final days. '

I, thinking as a white man thinks, proposed a monument of stone
to be erected in this grove to the memory of Chipeta. My Ute friend
spoke quietly to me, telling me his philosophy of such things. “Do
not disturb her that way,” he said.

Then he told me of the trees, the birds, the animals, the flowers,
the sky, the clounds—all natural things in this land of hers were pay-
ing tribute to Chipeta. It was strange but it was beautiful.

The main thing he said was, “We all remember Chipeta in our -

own way, the cactus roses, the lilies, the birds, the leaves on the

trees, even the clouds, the earth and the sky and all animals tame and

wild. You, with your pen, can sing about her on your talking paper.
That will be better than a monument of stone. Write it for us and put
it where everyone can see it.”

While he chanted softly, slowly in the shadows, beating time
with a stick on a stone, I penned our song to Chipeta. ' _

I have kept my promise, though my friend, too, has walked away
to the Happy Hunting Ground. Here and there in the chanting, I
seemed to catch a word or two in Ute. I put them down as they were
suﬁg. The result is a poem in mixed languages. I am sorry, but [
can’t change them now because this would change the beat time of
the chant. The English translation of the Indian words are given

below. Sing it in your mind as you read it and you will pick up the

song that will please Chipeta.
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SONG To CHIPETA

Ne-ka-ki', Ne-ats?
Chipeta® Ta-goo-¢u',
Softly blows the petals
From the cactus roses blooming
Over the lonely land
Where you walked

Your final days. ;
And your Greening Grove
Is chanting
Soft and low
In Indian language.
As the soughing wind
Stirs the leaves
To whisper your name.

A-woo-its® sings at sundown
From yonder butte
In moumning,
Remembering the comely
Mamuts®, the queen of
Uncompabgres’, whose
Cabin stands deserted
By the Smoky River® Streams

Too-wits® serenades you
In the sunlight of the morming
From the tree
That shades your dwelling,

So that men will always know you
Where you ride
In golden glory,

In the land of Too-woop-paw-eu®.
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Though the paths you trod
Seemed humble
Still, vour fame is ever-growing,
Among the wild things
Of the wasteland
In the legends of your people;
In the talking books
Of Whitemen.

THE LEGEND OF SPIRIT ROCK

Oh, Chipeta,
Who, mated with the Arrow'!,
Spread kindness and wise council
To the people, White and Indian.
Your name will be engraven
In Western Skies forever
- As the greatest of Ute women;
o A Spirit of sweet beauty,
L Beloved by all Mortals
Who live on Mother Earth
Here below.
Ha-eyah e ooo"*

Notes: '

1. Ne-ka-ki means Listen

2. Ne-wats means Listen to me

3. Chipeta means spring of clear water

4. Ta-goo-eu means friend

5. A-woo-its means coyote

6. Mamuts means woman

7. Uncompahgre means Red Water People—one of the bands of
Utes among whom Chipeta lived,

8. White River—Indians called it the Smoky river

9. Too-wits means small birds

10, Too-woop-paw-eu means Land across the misty river

1. Ouray means the Arrow in Ute

12. Ha-eyah e ooo means the song is ended

An early Ute Indian Brave.
—Used by permission, Utah State Historical Society, all rights reserved.

In the mountains of Eastern Utah, along a stream of surpassing
beauty, is the spirit land of the Ute Indians. In the summer, it is a
land of cool air and greenness. In the autumn, it is a land of colored




22 Tales from Indian Country

splendor. In the winter, it is a land of silent whiteness. Gver its
mountains, the clouds linger always; in its canyons and valleys, the
mists gather, giving to it great enchantment and an air of mystery.

This land is beloved by the Ute Indian people. It is here they sce
and feel most keenly the hand and presence of the Great Spirit.
Around this tand are woven many legends of the Indians, legends
which go back to the beginning of their race. These stories are kept
alive now, as they have always been, by the elders telling them to
their children, in the evening, at story telling time, as they sit around
their fires.

It was on a night in June, at story telling time, that I first heard
the legend of ‘Spirit Rock.’ 1 sat by a campfire with an Indian friend.
It was the night of the young moon, when she cast her pale, soft light

over all the land. High above us were the peaks of the mountains.

covered with caps of eternal snow; on these the moonlight shone,
turning them to things of great ethereal beauty. The summer breeze

~whispered in the tree tops with a silver tongue as it flowed by. It was
a bewitching hour, a time of perfect peace that comes only in the

great outdoors.

~ For a long time, my friend and Isat snlenL drinking in the magic.
Neither of us wished to break the spell cast upon us by the time,
place, sights, and sounds, As we sat, the fire bumed to embers, In its
soft red glow, I watched my partner’s face. He was deep in reverie.
An educated and leamed Indian, he had reverted this night. He was

remembering the lore of his people. Finally, he glanced up and found i

me staring at him. He began to speak quietly, tellmg me the Legend
of Spirit Rock. This is what he told me:

“Many, many moons ago, before my father’s father was borm,
my people came to this river. They made their camp at this spot
where you and I are sitting. It was in the time of red leaves and the 5 ]
snows of winter would not be long in coming. Each year, when
leaves are falling, my people came here to hunt, so they would bave 1
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meat to last them through the long days of cold and white silences.

Among those who came to hunt that year, was Young Bear, who,
one day, would be chief of all the bands. But at the time of which
1’m speaking, he was only a young warrior just lately proven. Young
Bear, though young, was a mighty hunter. Many times, while yet a
boy, he had proven his skill by bringing in more game than any other
hunter. On the night of which I'm telling, he prepared his hors¢ and
his weapons to go on the hunt the next mornjng. Then he went to
sleep.

As the eastern sky first began to lighten into dawn, Desert
Flower, Young Bear’s wife, cooked breakfast. When it was ready,
she awakened her warrior. After he had eaten, Desert Flower sent
her husband forth, with her blessings, to hunt.

In the sunrise, Young Bear, mounted his horse and rode up that
long, high ridge you sce across the river. He knew that where the
bareness of the ridge meets the timber is the place where the big
bucks linger into daylight. So that is where he went. It was a year of
dryness. The horse made many noises as it climbed up the trail
toward the darkness of the pine trees. Thus it was that the deer, hear-
ing the noises, fled before the hunter to the cover of the thickets in
the forest. All this Young Bear read in the signs the deer had left on
the ground.

Young Bear tied his horse to a tree on the eastward side of the
ridge, so the morning breezes would not waft his scent to the hiding
place of his quarry. Then he began to hunt more quietly on foot. He
went into the forest, moving as silently as a ghost, looking for the
big game he knew was hiding here.

Moving quietly on his hunt, Young Bear came, unheralded, upon
a band of renegades, who had come to raid his people. They were
camped in a clearing where a mountain spring was flowing. The
warrior lay hidden long enough to count the outlaws. Then he tried

to move away, without alarming the camp, so he could go warn his
people,
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In the camp of the renegades was a dog—a huge, black beast.
This dog’s nose was keen and his ears were sharp. He heard and
smelled Young Bear, who was a stranger to him. The dog howled the
alarm and charged Young Bear. The warrior, to save himself, stood
in full view and sent an arrow flying down the throat of the vicious
beast, Then he turned and ran,

The outlaws, on the instant, ran to their horses, mounted, and
began the pursuit of the hunter, It was their intent to run Young Bear
down and kill him before he could wam his people of their presence
in these mountains. But the raiders did not know this warrior with
whom they had to deal. This Indian was strong and fleet of foot.
Besides, he was a master woodsman. He did not run down the trails
or in the open, he chose to go where the trees and underbrush grew
thickest. It was hard for men on horses to go where Young Bear led.

This hunter ran for his horse where he had left him tied. But the
outlaws blocked his path in that direction. So he was forced to get :

away, if he could, on his own two feet.

As the chase grew long, the outlaws strung out, the fastest and -
more skillful leading the rest. The fleeing warrior seeing this when
he glanced behind him, paused to pick off the leaders. He killed four ©
before the renegades became wary and stayed together. In this way,

for awhile, the hunter gained a little time and distance.

As he ran, Young Bear always ran in the general direction of his
teepee, but finally he came to the edge of the timber. He had to make
a choice. He could run in cover in the hopes of eluding his pursuers,

which would lead him away from his people; or he could break 1

cover and run down the bare ridge in full view of his enemies.

Quickly he made his decision, he broke cover, but he ran parallel
with the crest of the ridge, down along the steep hillside where the
rocks were loose and rolling. Here. again, it was hard for mounted
men to overtake him, ‘ ; ]

The outlaws were smart and wily men. When Young Bear ran -
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along the hillside, the renegades split into three parties. One party
rode to the canyvon’s bottom and raced along the trail at the foet of
the ridge. A second party rode down the crest of the ridge where the
running was easy for their horses. A third party stayed behind, on
Young Bear’s trail. The parties above and below the hunter passed
him. Then the renegades on the hilltop circled down; the band on the
canyon floor circled up; the outlaws behind came on. Young Bear
was in the circle; he could not get away. No man alive can outrun a
horse on equal footing. Besides, the warrior was tiring fast now. His
jungs were near to bursting. His feet and legs were growing numb.
His eyes were blurring from his terrible exertion. He could hear the
death wind blowing; he knew his time had come. He looked for a
place to make his stand.

There, halfway up the ridge yonder, where the shadows are the
deepest, is a small meadow. It is flat and strewed with boulders. It
was to that place Young Bear ran to make his stand. He mounted to
the top of a great boulder. He stood straight as an arrow, with the
sunlight glistening on his wet, sweating body. He raised his face and
arms to heaven and gave one last, long cry to the Great Spirit.

The renegades launched their arrows. But before they reached
their mark, Young Bear toppled from the rock upon which he was
standing. Down he fell and disappeared.

The outlaws, crying their yells of victory, raced for the rock,
expecting to find the body of Young Bear lying there dead and
bristling with arrows. Instead, they found nothing.

The raiders searched for the warrior. They beat through all the
thickets. They walked up and down the hillside. They prodded in
every crack and crevice. They followed the tracks of the running
brave, They did not lead beyond the rock. They could not find their
victim, he was gone.

In the deepening shadows of twilight, the outlaws grew afraid.
This man they hunted could only be a phantom warrior. Their arrows
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had not killed him; when surrounded he had disappeared before their
eves. He was a spirit. They must leave before this spirit chieftain
called his spirit warriors to take his revenge upon them. In the gath-
ering darkness, the renegades fled from the scene. ' _
When all had grown quiet, Young Bear, came from his hiding
place. He came out of the rock upon which he had stood when he
had made his last plea to the Great Spirit. The rock is hollow, like
the hogan of a Navajo. It has one small entrance to the hollowed out
shelter within, Over the entrance is a small, flat stonc which is casy

to move. It is blended and fitted, until it completely conceals the -

entrance to the space inside the rock. The Great Spirit had hidden
Young Bear away from his enemies by placing him in the center of a
rock.

Young Bear reached home that night, he told the chief about the
outlaws. In the night, he led all the warriors of the band to the camp -
of the renegades. In the pale light of dawn, they surrounded and took

the enemy, ending their lives forever,

In the years that followed, Young Bear’s name was changed to

Great Bear. In time, he became the chief of all the bands. During his
mortal life, Great Bear guarded this land against all evil. It is said,

by my people, that Great Bear and his warriors, even now, guard this

country. And I believe it. On bright nights, vou can hear the guards.

They call to each other in the language of the night birds. Their hors-
es gallop in the sky; they sound like distant thunder. But you need
not be afraid of them. They will keep all evil from you while you are 8

here. That is why it is so peaceful along this mountain stream.

The rock in which Young Bear hid is still there. We call it ‘Spirit ‘-'?_'5
Rock,” because it belongs to Young Bear and the Great Spirit who '
made it for him. If you wish, I shall take you to the small meadow,
~ where Spirit Rock stands. But, after that you will have to find the

Rock yourself, I cannot show it to you, it is forbidden.”
So my friend’s story ended. The next day I was taken to the

P R R T T
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meadow. 1 found Spirit Rock, It is as the legend deseribes it—hol-
low, with an entrance to the interior, small and concealed. It 1s, in
truth, like a hogan of the Navajo.

But, strangely, the rock was not hollowed out by man. There is
not a man-made mark upon it. There is no mark of tool or delving.
The rock was made and hollowed out by the forces of nature, by the
processes of erosion. Or ... some other way unknown?

{
!
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WILD MAN OF THE WASTELAND

~ Nipout (‘The Crazy One ) lived as a wild animal in the
vicinity around Whiterocks, Uintah Basin.
—Uised by permission, Uintah Regional Library, all rights reserved.

*The Crazy Indian,” the White men called him. ‘Nipicut’ (mean-
ing The Crazy One in Ute) was the name given him by the Indians. -
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Regardless of his sobriquet, he was the strangest human being the
Annals of the West has ever known. Around the turn of the century
he lived and died near Whiterocks, in Utah’s Uintah Basin.

Nipicut ran in the wilderness like a lobo wolf. Like a wolf, he
hunted. He followed the trails of his prey like a questing hound, nos-
ing out the spoor until he ran his quarry to earth and caught it. He
had no weapons like gun, knife or spear. With his own hands, he
bagged his game, drank the blood, and ate the/meat, growling as he
devoured raw what he had killed.

Though the sun blazed down in summer and the temperature
dropped far below zero in the winter, he ran barcfoot and naked in
the wilds. His skin became rough and wrinkled like the hide of an
elephant. The soles of his feet were so callused and tough, he could
walk through the coals of a fire without wincing. He had no house,
no home, no shelter. At times, he built himself a crude teepee out of
rags to fend the biting wind. Or he dug a small, round pit in the
ground, kindled a smoldering fire of cow dung and around it he
curled, canine fashion, to keep himself warm.

He spoke no word to any man. When they talked to him, he did
not answer, nor did he by sign or sound, indicate that he had heard
them. The only sound he was ever known to utter was on nights
when the moon was full and bright. At such times, he crouched on
the crest of his favorite hill and howled. The children, hearing him,
crept deeper under the covers and shivered. The adults slept uneasi-
ly, their hearts filled with a nameless dread.

Twice they carried him away, to make him live far from human

habitation. But though the men who moved him were on horses

leaving him afoot, he beat them back to his old familiar haunts.

Finally, they allowed him to remain near the base of the hill where

he chose to be. Time and time again, he was given tents, nice blan-

kets, warm clothing and food. But he took nothing, preferring to use

only what he got by his own devising.
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As Nipicut’s fame spread, the legends grew and have persisted
to this day. Stories are still told around the fires of Uintah of the
prowess of the Crazy Indian. They tell of how he could outrun a
horse in the mountains; how he could chase a deer down in the aisles
of the forest; how he could catch a jack rabbit on the open range

“land; how he led a lost child to home and safety.

As the stories grew, so did the superstitions. It was agreed by
most that a person who could live like Nipicut, must have supernat-
ural poWers. To the Utes, he was a special creature of the Great
Spirit, therefore, none would harm him. To some white men, he was
a werewolf or some monster of the nether regions. But since he had
never been known to harm a singlé child, or man, or woman, he was
left unmolested. '

For thitty five years, he lived like a wild thing, Then, on October -
8, 1912, he died. They found him lying cold, still and dead. Nipicut’s
1ohg, hard life was over. He was buried on the hill, from the crest of :
which he had bayed at the moon and near the base of which he had
slept. That hill bears the name of ‘Crazy Hill,” named after the

‘Crazy Indian’

The mystery. of this remarkable man has lasted all these years. g

Few have known the facts about him. But he had a past; it has been

kept hidden by the silence of his people. Now, it is time to tell his &

story: .
_ Once, Nipicut was known as Neu-wafe (meaning winter snow).
His home was near Spanish Fork, Utah. In those early days, he was a

promising young brave of the Ute Indian Nation. He was proud, free §
and warlike. One day, the order came that his band must leave this {
land where Utes had camped for centuries. Neuwafe would rather &
have fought than go, but his young voice was not heard around the :

council fire. His band, the Paw-gwan-nuance (meaning Lake Shore

People) must leave for Himpaw (the River of Pines) in Uintah Basin. 2 '

Neuwafe was not pleased.
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As the long calvacade of Indians rode into Heber Valley, they
saw farms along the side of the road. Neuwafe, was fond of the light
bread white women made, so he stopped at a farmhouse to get some.
He walked into the dwelling without knocking as was the custom of
the Indian. He frightened the lady of the house, who screamed to her
husband. The farmer, a big burly man, came running. The white
man, assuming the boy was molesting his wife, beat and kicked the
Indian unmercifully, continuing the chastisement out in the yard in
front of the boy’s people.

The Utes continued their journey, but Neuwafe was angry,
ashamed, and despondent. In order to get the boy out of his depres-
sion, his mother rode up beside him, teasing him gently as they rode.
Neuwafe was playing with his rifle. He had it across the saddle in
front of him, cocking and uncocking the hammer. Suddenly, the
horse jumped. The boy’s thumb slipped from the hammer and the
gun went off. The bullet struck his mother. There, by the side of the
road, the son watched his mother die.

The Indians had an unwritten code of crime and punishment.
The capital offenses drew one of the four major sentences, First, the
most severe judgment in Indian eyes, was the “No Person Edict.” No
one spoke to him, no one ate with him, no one slept with him and no
one lived near him. He was disgraced and alonc for the rest of his
life. The second in severity of punishments was the “Woman
Judgment.” When a warrior convicted of cowardice in battle,
received this sentence, he became a woman for the rest of his life.
He dressed like a woman, did a woman’s work and in all his associa-
tions, he was treated as a woman, Third in line was ‘Banishment.”
The man, receiving this sentence was stripped to the buff and sent
barefoot, alone, naked, and without weapons from tribal territory. He

must never return during his lifetime. Last of all and least feared was
‘Death.” The convicted person suffered death in the manner pre-

- Scribed by the chief or council, but he retained the position of a
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respected warrior. He was dressed in full regalia including war-paint,
He died proudly, was buried respectfully, and his favorite horse was
shot at his grave so he could ride in the ‘Great Beyond.”

Women, except in some rare individual cases, were not subject
to trial or punishment by chief or tribal council. If a woman commit-
ted an offense, her husband punished her as he saw fit. But the man
was held responsible if he failed in his duty to see that his wife paid
for her crime.

In rare cases, without the action of tribal council or chief, a per-
son punished himself for a crime he deemed he had committed. He
did this because he thought he must clear his name so he could nde
proudly in the ‘Happy Hunting Ground.’

If Neuwafe willfully killed his mother, then he had committed ,
the cardinal crime in the Indian law; he would have been subject to-
the cardinal punishment. He would have been sentenced to become a |

*No Person.”

The facts were that Neuwafe, after the death of his mother,
became Nipicut, the No Person. But, there is no record now and no
one alive today who can say, whether or not, he was sentenced by
the tribal council or the chief, or whether he imposed the judgment
on himself. Whatever the facts were, no human being since the dawn
of time, lived such a primitive existence, so lacking in human com- .
fort as did Nipicut. It was a miracle that he was able to survive so g

long under such bitter conditions.

game runs in teeming plenty: wherever warriors ride in the sky. it -

must be that there rides Neuwafe, The Winter Snow. Wherever he is.
he is a respected warrior of the Great Ute Nation. For if any man
who ever lived, eamned his right to be in the Great Beyond of the
Indian, it was this penitent warrior, the Wild Man of the Wasteland.

kS

It is true, that whatever the penitent Indian set out to do, he
accomplished it. Wherever the sun shines brightest; wherever the §
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ARAPEEL

I noticed him sitting quietly against the south wall of the trading
post, where the sun of springtime shone bright and warm. He was
dressed in a costume from out of the past, fringed leggings, beaded
moccasins, calico shirt, and a blanket of many colors. His hair had
long since been turned to silver; he wore it parted in the middle,
hanging down in braids on either side to his shoulders. His face was
painted in red and vellow, in accordance with the old custom of his
people. When he walked, there was the faint tinkling of the tiny, sil-
ver bells he wore fastened to his leggings. Once in a while, he took
tobacco from a small buckskin pouch, and, fining it bétween his
hands, rolled a slim cigarette, which he smoked in long, deliberate
puffs. As he smoked, his faded, old eyes scemed to look far out over
‘the horizon. In his fancy, 1 suppose, he was going over the snghts and
sounds of many days ago.

1 saw him quite often after that. Never did he fail to rouse my
interest, Yes, he was an old warrior. | knew he had seen many
moons in the sky and had many true tales to tell, if he would talk and
I would listen. But, at the time, I thought he spoke no English and 1
could speak no Ute. So I could only imagine what he had seen and
what he had done in a long and active life. It was later, after he had
died, that I learned he spoke English well and had already told his
story. '

This was Arapeel. When he died in 1927, he had lived long over
a hundred snows. His life story reads like fiction, only it is true. It
began a long time ago when white men, horses, and guns were new
in Ute country.

Some Arapahos were camped one night in a secluded spot near a
small stream. They were returning to their homes from a foray into
th_e country of their hereditary foe, the Utes. Five horses, they had
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stolen. Now, where the great buffalo plains began, they deemed
themselves safe from any reprisal from their victims. They slept qui-
etly, relaxed and unguarded. They were sure they could not be
tracked down before they were well within the Arapaho lands,
among their tribesmen and safe.

But the Arapahos, had not calculated on Tomahawk, the tracker,
Tomahawk could see, hear, and smell better than any man alive. He
could follow a trail as swiftly as the wolves of the prairie. He moved
faster in pursuit than his quarry could flee. And he was coming to
find the raiders of the horse herd. Long ago, he had detected the
slight scent of smoke on the evening breeze and now he knew where
the enemy of his people rested. He hurried to the chief, Greyhawk,
and pointed out the campground of the horse thieves.

As the first streaks of dawn lightened the eastern sky, Greyhawk |
and his warriors struck. Vengeance came by surprise and swiftly to
the Arapahos. They were dead, some without weapons in their ;

hands,

After the looting and scalping was over, the Utes started back
for the Shining Mountains. As they passed a clump of bushes, they
heard the lusty cry of a man child. The baby boy was seated under a
bush, where he had either crawled or his Arapaho mother had placed .

him.

Red Hand, the Terrible, leaned from his horse and snatched the
boy up by his long, black hair. Death was but a whisper away, for
Red Hand’s knife was streaking swiftly to disembowel the child. But .

in the instant before the strike, a strong hand grasped Red Hands

wrist with a grip like iron.

“Give the boy to me. One day he will be a great Ute warrior,” -

Greyhawk said. So saying, he took the baby in his arms to still the
silent terror in the big, black eyes.
The baby was called Arapeel. Greyhawk and his wife, Meadow 3

Lark, reared him to the day he became a warrior. He was an ArapahO.;

by blood, but in heart, he was a Ute.
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The years passed swiftly. When Arapeel had seen sixteen sum-
mers, he danced the dance of the sun and became a warrior. He had
learned all the skills of an Indian brave. He was an expert bowman.
There were times when he had won horses for himseif and for others
in his village by outshooting all the braves from other bands.

He had heard of guns, the white man’s fire stick made of iron.
But he had not seen one until some Mexicans stopped to trade one
day. He and some other braves went hunting with the Mexicans and
he saw the fire stick used. It had a voice of thunder and more smoke
came from it than from a campfire made from punkwood. It killed
the deer but he was sure such a weapon, used once or twice, would
drive the game far away. He did not want one. Greyhawk, though,
traded many beaver furs for a gun and Arapeel learned to use it. At
first, he thought it would never equal the bow and arrow. But after
awhile, he found the gun was an excellent weapon. He wanted one
badly. His father’s fire stick was a good one, but many the other
Indians acquired, were worthless. He said, “When you buy a gun, try
it before you pay for it. That way you will always get a good one.
All my guns are good ones.”

The year Arapeel became a warrior, in the time of red leaves, the
band was camped beside the great trail along which the Spaniards
came to trade. The braves were hunting and the women and children
were gathering berries from the mountain berry bushes. It was the
time when food must be gathered and stored for the cold, snowy
days of winter. Along the trail, came a party of white hunters and
trappers. These men did not speak Spanish as did the Mexicans, nor
did they speak French like the men from St. Louis. They talked in a
tongue few of the band had ever heard before. These men were
Americans; they spoke English, The white men camped a little way
upstream from the Indians. When the campfires bumed brightly in
the evening’s first dark, the white men came to visit with Greyhawk.
The leade_r was of medium height and had dark brown hair and blue

_eyes.
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With the visitors was a Shoshone Indian. The Shoshone could
speak both Ute and English; it was he who acted as interpreter. The
American leader said, “I am Kit Carson. I am searching for other
white men in these mountains. Do vou know where I can find
them?”’

Greyhawk answered, “I know where the men you mention are.
They are on Awatpaw (Big Water, Green River). They are trapping
and trading there.”

“Is there a brave among you who can lead me to the camp of my
comrades?” Carson asked.

Arapeel spoke up quickly, not waiting for Greyhawk to answer.
“Yes,  will take you there, but you must give me one of your nfles,”

Carson looked the youth over carefully by the light of the fire, :
Then he said, “Well, I guess it would be worth a rifle to have some-
one to guide me. But son, I had in mind an older brave. You ain’t '
much more than dry behind the ears.” '

Greyhawk looked at his son. On his face, he read the strong
desire of youth written plainly. Then he spoke, “This is my son. He
is a warrior and will one day be a chieftain. This is a truth all Utes
know. White man, your party is small and many will want your hors-
es. Maybe you are strong enough to keep them, you can wait and -

see. But with my son to go with you, you will make your passage |
safely, for no Indian of my tribe will dare attack you. You had better §
take Arapeel with you,” '

Kit Carson smiled when he heard what Greyvhawk had to say. ".':
“Chief,” he replied, “I will take your boy. I know that years do not
tell the story. We thank vou.” ;

Tuming to Arapeel, Carson spoke, “All right, you are hired. I

will give you your gun in the morning.”

“No,” the young Indian said. “I want my gun tonight. At first

light in the morning, I must test it.”
Carson complied; no further word said.

Indian Stories and Legends

BEAR TALK

The five fingers of light had not even begun to show over the
tops of the Shining Mountains to the east, heralding the rising of
Tana (the sun), when old Many Tails, the great medicine man, began
his by yi" and chant accompanied by his eldest son, his first under-
study, on the largest tom-tom he had. i

In his teepce, Mountain Sheep, the chief of chiefs of the
Whiterocks Band of Ute Indian Nation, sat straight up in his bed.

“What goes on here,” he said to himself. “Are we being raided this

time of night by an enemy or what?”

He reached for his rifle and prepared to order all his warriors to
repel an attack. But being fully awake now;, it dawned on him that
Many Tails was at it again. He’d had a dream, he supposed, an
important dream; or the Sachems of Manitou had visited him again
and he had a great prophecy to foretell. Everyone must hear; must
hear it as quickly as possible for there was no time to waste; it must
be told while his mind was still sharp so that no detail would be
missed. _

Mountain Sheep’s wife turned over in her bed and to her hus-.
band said, “Get up and go out and make that old man be quiet. This
is our busy time. The meat must be smoked and dried. The Yampas
must be dug. The ripened berries must be picked and dried.
Everyone needs their sleep and how can they slecp with all that
commotion? Go! Go!” she said. '

“Oh, no. I won’t,” the chief said. “The last time 1 did that, old
Many Tails stopped all right, but before he did, his chant changed.
He pointed four fingers at me, two on each hand; it was a curse,
Much sick came to me; my eyes tumed red, many, many tears ran,
My head ached like it had a tom-tom inside it; my nose ran like two

- Tivers were running out of it; my throat was red and it was so sore I



38 Tales from Indian Country

couldn’t eat. You ought to know woman -because it was you who
took care of me. You were frightened, remember that?”

“Yes, I remember,” she said. “Even Old Crone’s doctoring did
no good. I was frightened and so were you. In four days, as the day
was fading, he came to you with his eagle’s wing and with his magic
powder. He went over you good, front and back and down each side,
All the while, he sang a weird song. When he was through, you were
all well. It was just like that,” she said, snapping her thumb and fin-
gers together, “Let him go, T don’t care. I'll sleep anyway,” she said.

Mountain Sheep wrapped his bear robe around him and went
outside. “If Teele, my little granddaughter, has left my tender, as she
always does, I'll make me a little smoking fire, light my pipe and
maybe Bent Legs will come and we can talk all this over.” He

reached down and moved the square of brick laid to keep the dew'é—

away.

would sit and watch,

Now the five fingers of light were stretching up into the eastem |
sky. In the dim, light he could see Bent Legs coming from his teepee

across the parade ground to talk with him.

Teele came from her bed and sat in his lap. “Grandpa, I think the g
stars are going out over that way,” she said pointing to the sky inthe g

east.

“Yes,” he said. “That’s the butterfly’s work. Every moming, they
have to go up and blow the stars out with their wings. Then at night-é
they have to go up and light them again. It's a lot of work, don’t you §

think.”
“Yes! Grandpa, what do butterflies eat?”

“Well.” he said, “at the bottom of every flower, there is a little i

cup. The flowers fill the cup with water, like sugar water. The butte!

Teele had not forgotten, she never did. There was the fired up
cedar bark, a bundle of small sticks and his flint and steel. Ina |
minute, he had a small fire burning, his pipe filled and lit. Now he
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flies have long tongues and with their tongues they drink the water
from the cup of the flowers. The butterflies like it and so do the
flowers.”

“Grandpa, here comes Bent Legs.”

“Yes,” he said. “But you mustn’t call him Bent Legs to his face.
His real name is Running Antelope. You see, many moons ago, he
and 1 went hunting. In those days, his legs were as straight or maybe
straighter than mine. But on that day, when we went hunting togeth-
or, we came down a ridge of the mountain. His horse slipped and
fell. 1t rolled over him two times. It broke both of his legs so bad the
pones poked through his skin. His horse wasn’t hurt much, just

skinned here and there. So I built a travois and brought him home.

0Old Crone fixed him up as best she could but it left his legs bent as
you sec them now. So call him Running Antelope because that is
who he'is.” :

“I"ll remember,” she said. “I think I'll go now.” She jumped up.
and ran to her friends so they could watch Many Tails,

Around his waist Many Tails had a belt with a turquoise buckle.
Fastened to it were six wolf tails, each dyed in a different color. The
tails swirled and swirled, first one way then the other. He was doing
a fancy dance like no one had ever seen before, all in double step
time, perfectly in time with the beat of the giant tom-tom. His cos-
tume and his painted body and face were the most beautiful and
claborate any of the villagers had ever seen.

Now, the five fingers of light rose into the eastern sky; it was the
twilight of the morning. How the distant Shining Mountains, with
their snow caps, seemed ethereal and transparent in the eastern sky.

At all the teepee doors, people were up and watching as the
great medicine man, dreamer of dreams, scer and revelator, carried
on his ceremony. Not one among them knew that soon he would

make a great prophecy for the benefit of the chief of chiefs and the
people,
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Round and round the fire burning in the center of the big parade
grounds, Many Tails danced. Then just as the sun’s first beam of
light shone on the Shining Mountains, tuming them red with its
light, Many Tails lay down. The tom-tom was still beating, but
muted—so much the people could barely hear it.

Now, after he had regained a litﬂe of his breath, Many Tails
spoke his prophecy. “I have been visited by the Sachems of Manitou.
The one dressed in red said that in the next two sleeps, there will be
born to the tribe, four great chieftains. One will be Bear, one Lion,
one Eagle, and one Light Eyes. Light eyes will be chief of chiefs and
the others will be chiefs of different kinds. They will win four great
battles. Prepare and beware,” he said. Then he fell into a deep slum-
ber, almost the same as the sleep of death,

“Humph!” Old Crone said. “Why didn’t he tell me something L

didn’t know already. Desert Blossom’s papoose is due but she is so

i
i

small in body and her baby is so large, I doubt that she can have it |

and live.” Holding a certain leaf in her hand, she continued, “ Send

Bear Talker to me. If anyone knows where more of this is, he will.”

Bear Talker, the smiling warrior, arose from where he was seat- |

ed and walked over to Old Crone. He said to her, “T know the leaf
you hold in your hand. But the last time you harvested it, you took it
all. Mother Earth knows you were greedy and now she won’t grow

anymore at that place. I know where there is more but it is a long,
long way from here. It will take me four sleeps to go, there and back, &

to getit,”

“Too late, much too late,” Old Crone said. “You would have to

kiil at least two of your best horses to get it here in time.”

“Wait,” Bear Talker said. “T’ll find Big Bear and ask him; maybe

he knows where some grows closer.”

“You make me much angry, pretendmg you can talk to a great ]

bear. You go near him, he will kill you.”

Bear Talker reached and took the leaf from Old Crone’s ﬁngers :

i
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“Be still healing woman. Your tongue is too loose. You talk too
much.”

Bear Talker spoke to a pony herder. “Bring me my mountain
horse, not any of the mules, and hurry.”

“Here he is. I've already brought him to you. Something told me
you would need him, Look, he is ready to go.”

Bear Talker mounted and left, saying to his big black horse,
“Saye your strength. You've got much climbing to do. We must find
Big Bear with white spot on legs. You must smell him out for me.”

As he left, Bear Talker heard Litlle Crone run to her grandmoth-
er and say, “Grandma, come. Come quickly. Desert Blossom is

‘beginning already.”

Black climbed fast and ever faster, stopping now and then in
good places to catch his breath, then he climbed on. Finally, they
came to a little gushing stream that flowed into falls and rippled
down the mountainside. There stood Big Bear. He stood on his hind
fegs in fighting stance. But when he saw who it was, he came down
on all fours and lumbered over to meet his friends. Bear Talker took
the leaf out of his medicine bag, showed it to Big Bear, and let him
smell it, Then he asked, “Do you know where some of this grows?
Desert Blossom will die if she doesn’t get some quickly.”

Big Bear grunted and groaned in bear language, then took off on
a lumbering run which was much faster than it looked. He came to a
place where a ridge flattened a little. There, thickly growing, was a
whole acre or more of the buming plant. '

Bear Talker pulled the plants up by the roots and stuffed them in
his buckskin bag. In no time at all, the bag was brimming full. He
mounted his big horse, bid good-bye, thanked Big Bear and was on
his way home.

When Tabby had reached the noon mark on the time stick, Bear
Talker was home again. Both he and his horse were tired and weary
but when he heard Desert Blossom moaning and vyelling in travail,
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he washed his plant roots and using a pot, put them on the outside
fire to simmer and stew for one full mark on the Tabby stick.

Old Crone hurried out, “Are you back? Did you get the plants 1
sent you for? What are you doing using roots and all. Pick the leaves
off and use only the leaves.”

Bear Talker said, “In many things vou are right, but Big Bear
said the roots are four times stronger than the leaves. Get me the
honey, the pine gum, and the bugs. I'll do the rest. Hurry back to
Desert Blossom.” :

“Hurry! Hurry!” Old Crone replied. “Already I can feel the
head. It is the biggest papoose ever bom to a little woman. If the
woman lives, medicine man must call the Shaman to ask them for
help.”

Bear Talker picked the clay jar up and one bug at a time he gen- |
tly squeezed one clear drop of liquid from each bug, then gently |
turned it loose. “Go play,” he said, “and [ thank you.” He had kitled E
not a single one. :

He measured and poured in the wild honey, the pitch pine gum,

and the finest of moss from the north side of the pine tree, The medi-
cine grew thicker and thicker. He touched a spoonful to his elbow; it
was done but must be cooled. -

He saw Pink Butterfly standing ncar. “Butterfly, take this to th
spring of many cold waters and cool it until you can put your finger §
in it. Then bring it back to me. Don’t spill a single drop. Hurry!
Hurry!” .

Butterfly was back. The liquid had turned to a thick paste; it was "
just right. “It will burn like fire but leave no scar,” he said to him-
self.

seen. Desert Blossom is sleeping from the sleeping medicine I gave 1§

her, but is bleeding so fast I doubt I can save her. I hope your bear 1

medicine can save her. If not, she will die,” said Old Crone.

“The baby is born. He is big, the biggest baby boy I have ever -
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“Bear says it will do it like a red hot iron but it will leave no
scar, Here is a new, slim paddle I have made for you. Hurry! Hurry!
Use it!”

0ld Crone used it and now the bleeding slowed until there was
none. Now Old Crone thought to herself, “I must keep her sleeping.
This stuff is as hot fire, It will weaken, though, as time goes by. And
when 1 let Desert Blossom waken, she won’t feel it. But she must
rest: she must have a long, long rest.” /

Into the teepee came Little Crone. She was weeping; the tears
were pouring out of her eyes copiously. “Oh! Grandma,” she said, “I
am so afraid and I feel so bad I don’t know what to do. Pansy’s baby
‘has a cat’s mouth. They say that such a one is either a demon or an
imp.”

0ld Crone grabbed her to her and said, “Be still. Be still and
wipe your tears away. I know they say and believe such things. But I
don’t and neither did my mother, the oldest Crone of all. Find me the
smallest needle in our basket and also the smallest cat gut thread. T’l1
hurry over there with my sleeping potion. Maybe I can fix it before
anyone else can see it, especially old Goat Homs, the medicine
man,”

Then off she went in a flurry. She went into Pansy’s teepee and
said, “Let me see your baby.”

“No, no, no,” Pansy said. “This is my baby. You just leave him.
You will kill him. Someday he’ll grow up to be a big chief, if you
leave him be.”

Old Crone petted her face. “I haven’t come to kill your baby:
such a thing is foolish. I don’t believe these old tales and neither
must you. I have come only to help you. Let me see him, Maybe 1
can fix him. He won’t be the first like this you know.”

Pansy handed him over. She knew she could trust Old Crone.

“It is bad, very bad, all I can do is try. If I don’t win, then there
is another way to fight for his life.”
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Old Crone with her smallest needle and small, tough cat gut BELIEFS AND WAYS OF THE INDI AN
thread, sewed up the lips of the deformed baby after she had put him '

to sleep with her herbal brew. And we can only guess that the baby

grew to fulfill his destiny. SKY READER

All my people can read the sky a little bit, but there is always
one who can read it well. By a Sky Reader, I mean a man who, upon
arising in the moming as the sun rises, can look at the sky and tell
you what will happen that day. For example, the sky reader arose in
the moming and he said, “Before the sun goes down, we shall take
the war trail.” That was the day the Japanese Bombed Pearl Harbor.

. Another time the sky reader said, “Today the great chief dies.” That
was the day they assassinated John F. Kennedy. These are the men
we call the Sky Readers. There are not many, usually only one, and

g e e

he foretells only for a single day.

AT R

VISION DREAMER

Among my people is the man we call the Vision Dreamer. He
sleeps and dreams. In his dreams, the future is foretold, for months,
maybe years, in advance. So we know that it is well to listen to the
vision dreamer. It is believed by. our people that if they use peyote,
each man will have his dreams and in so dreaming can foretell his
own future and perhaps the future of his tribe.

PRAYER MAKER

The prayer maker is he who chants to heaven. He asks the great
spirit for the help that his people need. We find that ordinarily there
.is on¢ man who has more influence with the great spirit than anoth-
- er, and it is he upon whom we call to aid us. Sometimes he will not
~ always help. He tests the wind with dust. He views the sky. He

: -"%!:e_eps. And if he sees fit, then he will make his prayer. Thus it is, we
all him the prayer maker.
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HEALER mother. The mother is the earth. She produces all that there is of life,
In the making of Indian magic, there is always the healer. plants, all other things by the action of the great spirit through the
Sometimes this might be a woman. They are the ones who take care sun upon her. And so the Indian religion is the father and the mother

of the wounded and the sick. They know the creatures of the ficlds,  ;nd we are the children.

They know the plants. They know all things that should be used to We do not mean that only the humans are the children, so too-are
cure. In the use of herbs and other medicines much has been forgot- the beasts, so too are the plants, because they are born of the earth,
ten. We have tumed to the white man’s medicine. Once in awhile, Everything has its rights. The lion, the' coyote, the bear, the horse,
we find that only the Indian medicine will work, and to get this, we the dog, all things have their rights on earth and we cannot take
must inquire of the healer. | these rights from them. We may kill, but we caunot kill just for

killing sake. We can only kill if we need the creatures. When the
CHARMER creatures die, us included, the things they are made up of now retumn

The charmer is he who makes believe. He can also make you - o the mother earth and become a part of her again. Only our spirits
believe. He can make you happy; he can make you sad. He can make .. trave! on.

the wind blow; he can make the rain come. He can make the trees [ The white man’s heaven is not like ours. The same requirements

2

F
sway and the dogs bark. He can make plants grow. Sometimes, hg E to get to your heaven are different from the requirements to get to
can even move mountains. Because he can do this, everybody is

afraid of the charmer and they treat him well. Many times the |
charmer has white eyes, whiter even than the white man. When he .
looks at you, it gives you an uncanny feeling. One day, I shall intro-
duce you to a charmer, and you know what I mean, . :
The Sky Reader, the Vision Dreamer, the Prayer Maker, the
Healer, and the Charmer are those known by the white man as |
Medicine Men. But few white men know that each of the Medicine
Men have their specialty. These I have told you are the specialtics
belonging to the medicine men and only they know how to work it.

ours. We call ours the Happy Hunting Ground. Each person, and

everything, when he dies will go there. We have no hell. Every liv-
ing creature goes to the Happy Hunting Ground. If he docs wrong in
his life here on earth, he is punished here and is punished enough;
when he dies he goes to the Happy Hunting Ground with all the rest.,

There are times when one man, through his actions, may punish
the whole tribe. The whole tribe must suffer for him. There are times
when the whole tribe does wrong, in which case the whole tribe
must suffer, This is the reason there are periods of famine, drought,
floods. This is why the coldness of the winters. This is why we must
go through all of our sufferings which may arise here on earth,
becau_se we must suffer for what we have done wrong. But when we
- die, the Happy Hunting Ground will be ours.

INDIAN RELIGION
You white men say there are three Gods: The Father, the Son
and the Holy Ghost. We Indians do not believe this. We worship th
great spirit as you do. His symbol is the sun. He is too holy for ust
approach him directly, too holy for us to mention his name. So W
use the sun as his symbol, but he is the father. Then there is the

- TWINS

'=.:‘i=7‘_ There can only be one spirit born at each bisth. There can never
: bé-'two If there are two spirits bom at one birth, the one child is a
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witch’s child... a thing of evil. It is difficult sometimes to tell which
one is which. So the time must run on until you are able to determine
which one is your child and which one is the witch’s child. When
you find out, then the witch’s child must die because if you keep it
and raise it, there will be evil and you and your tribe will suffer. For

this reason, you will not find living twins of any great age among the
Indians.

ANGEL BEINGS

There are people who are not Gods and yet they are spirits. They
usually control a section of land. These we call angel beings. If they -
are in control then vou have nothing to fear and everything will be
good for you in the land where the angel beings are. ;

Then there are the Devil Beings. They control sections of land,
too—sometimes the same sections as the angel beings. And control
of the land swings back and forth between the angel beings and the
devil beings. It is not well to go into strange country when the devil
beings are in control, for then accidents will happen to you, some-

i

times even death will occur. When you go into strange country, look
at the land about you. If it is frowning stay away because it will be
rough upon you. But if the land is smiling, then you may go for the _-
angel beings are in control and they will see that you are happy. .

TRICKSTER : |
Almost anywhere you might find this fellow. There are lots of -5_
them. There is no danger in him because he is a joker. He will make__ ;
you forget things that you should do. He will pull little tricks upo i
you. When you are thinking that you have done things right, you§

will find you have done them wrong. He will keep you awake at_’
night with funny noises. He will make funny winds come and blow g -

away. He will cause the showers to fall when you least expect it. He]
does this all for fun. The only way you can get along with th
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trickster is to laugh at him. Then he will never do anything very seri-
ous to you because he loves laughter and fun.

WITCH’S CHILD

Sometimes, if you aren’t careful upon the birth of your children,
the witch will trade children with yoﬁ. If she does, you have a thing
of evil, Then you must allow it to starve and slowly die, and if you
keep it you will bring disaster upon yourself and maybe upon your
tribe. Therefore, destroy the witch’s child. Most of the time only the
mother can tell if she has her own child or if it is the witch’s child.

You must listen to her.

WATER PEOPLE

I saw one of the water people. It sat on the bank and watched us
swimming. Of course, if we drew close it dove into the water and we
saw it again no more. Once for a long time, day after day, we
watched one of these creatures. It looked like a human but it was
much smaller. It loved to watch humans play and swim in the water.
When I told my mother of it, she would not let me go swimming
again for many days, because she was afraid. But I have never
known of one of them to harm anybody.

SAWATCH

In the high mountains, when the snow is deep, there is a giant
man, We do not know where he comes from. We do not know where
he goes, but he is a giant. He ineed not wear clothes for his skin is
covered with fur like a bear; but he is not a bear. He is like a man
and he walks on his hind legs. Sometimes, when you have seen one
You can go where he was and see his steps in the snow. You will
know that he is gigantic. There are those who have met him face to
face and have suffered no evil. But we do not trust him because he is
too big and too savage. He can kill a horse, or any other animal we
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know of, with one blow of his hand. I have never seen a Sawatch, I
have only been told about him. I have looked many times, but then
those who say they have seen him I believe, for they have no reason
to lie about it. Maybe before I die I shall see one, No white man that
I know has ever seen one, but I read in the papers that there are those
who say that white man has seen them in far away Tibet. But among
my people there has been none for many generations.

GOVERNMENT OF THE UTE INDIANS:
It is difficult for whites to comprehend the loose organization of

early Indian government, if it could really be called that, but it went
as follows:

A chief was a leader of his people. He was selected not by vote

but by prowess as a warrior. as a general and sometimes as a medi- |

cine man, Many times he ruled by force.

Chiefs were ranked as sub-chiefs, chiefs, and chiefs of chlefs ]
Whether he was one or the other depended upon the number of war-
riors willing to foliow him. This, you see, could change from time to ]
time and sometimes did,

or San-Pits. The name of Utes usually came from the characteristics
of the land in which they lived.

The Bureau of Indian Affairs made a census of Indians in 1875. §
The San-Piche were listed as numbering 336,

The Utes of Spanish Fork and Utah Valley were divided into
several bands controlled by several sub-chiefs and chiefs. Their
name as a whole was Paw-gwau-nuance (Lake Shore People) ot
Paw-gooz-caw (Fish Eaters). B

The name Sanpete came from a band of Utes called San-Piche %

Looking back, I find there were several chiefs at the time of the ‘{
migration eastward to Uintah: 1. Santaquin (Sagebrush); 2. Tabby e j
(Sun); 3. Sowiette (Slim Belly). |

It is possible that one of the above chiefs could have made up
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his mind and led his following castward without concurrence of the
others. However, in affairs like this, they held a grand counctl. There
would be the chiefs, big and little, and the old men of the tribe rich
in age and wisdom. The council would decide the movement.

Tabby was a Shoshone. He was a chief of chiefs. He spoke the
Ute and Shoshone languages with equal facility. He led his people
east to Uintah, His band were both Utes and Shoshone.

Sowiette was a chief of chiefs, a Ute. He led his people cast to
Uintah. When he died his wife, Ta-Tach (The Preacher) took his seat
at the council. This was unusual because, so far as I know, she was
the first Ute woman allowed to do this. Chipeta (Spring of Clear
Water) was the second.

Santaquin was a chief of chiefs. He led his people east to Uintah.
Hand died a short time later on the west shoulder of Tabby
Mountain.

Who was superior between the above three? I don’t know. From
all accounts, Tabby was.

Who controlled the San-Piche or San-pits? It was either
Sowiette or Santaquin, T don’t know which.

In the very near future, at Bottle Hollow near Ft. Duchesne in
connection with the museum, there will be an archive set up contain-
ing all the written documents about the Ute people. Research should

disclose the Awat-towatch (Big Man) among the above three chiefs
of chiefs.

SOME INDIAN RULES:

When the sweat dries quickly from a man’s body, it is a time for
much water to drink, but it is a time when there is little sickness.
This is a good time for babies to be born.

The white man says, “Where there is a circle around the moon
there will be a storm.” This might be true but the day will be hot and

the sweat will not dry quickly,
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You will not get sick from drinking water made from melted
snow or ice.

In the winter, camp where the rising sun will shine on your
teepee, but not where the shadows strike before the sun goes down.

When it is hot, camp where the breeze blows off the water to
you and it will be cooler.

When the red star is in the sky, watch your temper.

When the great blue star is brightest, it will be colder.

When the smaller blue star overhead is brightest, it will be hotter
in the daytime.

When the heat bothers you most, sit in the sun while you slowly -
throw 15 stones to the distance. Then go rest in the shade againsta -

tree trunk. This will cool you.

When you want to save water in the heat on the desert, drink ‘7-f
plenty, even if it is all the water you have and then move slowly., If
you drink your water little by little, you will always be thirsty and }

you will drink more.

When you have only a little water, sit quietly in the shade till :

evening comes. Drink plenty of water before you start for the next :f

water hole. Do this even though the one drink takes all your water.

When you are hungry and thirsty never cat anything but some-

thing green. :

Rest in the shade during the hottest part of the ddy, travel only in

the morning and evening.

Two meals are best for a long journey: a big breakfast and a big

supper. Do not eat in the heat of the day.
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JOHNNY HARPER NICK

Johnny Harper Nick, a Ute Indian, died here today.
With his passing comes the end of a living legend for he was an
American hero. He was near the top of the roll of honor in that long

list of men who fought in World War L

In his younger years, he attended Riverside, Haskell, and
Carlisle. He was offered a.scholarship to Harvard or Dartmouth, but
he turned them both down. He was tired of book leaming, he sald.
He wanted to come home to live with the people of his tribe.

Johnny played shortstop on the Myton Baseball Team. When the
United States entered the World War I against Germany, all the sin-
gle men on the ball team enlisted to a man. Among these was
Johnny Harper Nick.

He was with the first contingents of doughboys to land in
France. They marched down the streets of Paris while the band
played Yankee Doodle.

General Pershing was determinded to have an independent
Armerican army so he refused to throw his men into battle sand-
wiched in with the English and the French. The speed of the
American arrivals, division after division, caused Hindenberg,
Leudendorf, and the Crown Prince to decide on a great offensive.
They tried to capture Paris and win the war before the full strength
of America could be felt.

~ 'The Germans started a drive at Chateau Thierry. This was origi-

nally planned as a front but it worked so well, it turned into the real
thing. And the French Sixth Army came reeling back almost in a
rout,

The ‘Old Contemptibles’ of the British Army stood pat, fighting
with quiet ferocity on the left and on the right. The veterans of the
Battle of the Marne stood their ground. In the center, however, the
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Stxth Army couldn’t withstand the onslaught of the Kaiser’s Shock
Troops on the way to Paris.

Foch and Petain planned to bring in veteran outfits to fill the
gap, but they needed time. Time was extremely critical. They pre-
vailed upon Pershing to let them have Americans to stop the Huns
until they could set their trap.

Johnny Harper Nick, with his outfit, a machine gun battalion,
went forward with all haste. As they watched the Americans going
by, a British colonel said to Petain, “Those untrained men don’t hays
a chance against those Prussian shock troops, General. This is mur-
der.” :

Petain replied, “I know it but it's all I can do. Send them in and |
pray that they will give us time,” ‘

The Americans went to the crossroads this side of the Mamng :
where the road ran west to Paris. Here they formed a perimeter in |

the form of a horseshoe. It just so happened that Johnny Harper Nick
occupied the position right on the point of the horseshoe. It was hez

he dug in and waited.

He didn’t wait long. The Germans, after re-grouping, sent over
big artillery barrage followed by their infantry. These advanced |
swiftly, thinking all they had at this point, was a mop-up operation
What they struck was a hornet’s nest, :

Of course, the Krauts tried to drive in the point of the horseshee
first. They couldn’t leave machine gun nests behind them. Nick kept"_
firing, knocking men down in windrows like wheat before the;';
scythe. They tried snipers next. But who in the world could dreamg ]
that a man could aim a machine gun like a rifle and knock out thosef;
snipers? Well, Johnny Harper Nick did. £

%
5L

Then the enemy tried to creep up and use grenades. But theyé

came against a baseball player who outmatched his opponents with i
counter grenade throwing. His accuracy was uncanny,

They abandoned the assault on the point of the horseshot.}
The tactics were unorthodox anyway. They tried to the left and theng
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to the right but this didn’t work either because the farther they came,

the more guns they faced. The crossfire was terrific.

Then, here came the ‘Fokkers™ led by the Red Baron Manfred
Von Richthofen. They tried to strafe the machine guns out, but after
a few passes the Flying Circus was met by the Lafayette Escadrille,
led by Eddie Rickenbacker. The air was soon filled with dogfights.

In the end, the Germans were rocked back into the cold and gray

" twilight. They never came on again. /

When everything was over, Johnny Harper Nick and Clyde
Wing won citations for bravery above and beyond the call of duty. It
was debated whether they should receive the Congressional Medal
of Honor or the Croix de Guerre. They could have one but not both,
Chief Nick and his helper'were under French Command at the time
of their exploits. French President Walstem decreed that these two
men, in accordance with the French request, be allowed 1o receive
the Croix de Guerre, the highest medal for valor of the French Army.

Petain decorated the men in Paris, kissing them on one cheek,
then the other, Here was the citation:

“In the course of violent action disputed foot by foot on the
northern outskirts of Chateau Thierry, these men covered themselves
in incomparable glory. Their valor and skill caused the encmy san-
guinary losses. They barred the Boche [German soldiers] on the road
to Paris,”

So, now, at Johnny Harper Nick’s passing let us pause while the
bugle blows the strains of Taps. Let us give a last salute to a valiant
soldier while we stand and whisper a last farewell to a great
American hero. May his name be engraved forever on the highest
honor roll of American fighting men.

Johnny Harper Nick, the scion of a long line of Ute chiefs, died

here today. With his passing, we lost one of the last great heroes of
‘World War 1.
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THE Pi1T OF HADES

Muse Harris, the Indian chief, known to the Indians as Chief
Red Moose, told me of a spot in the desert country of Uintah Basin
so incredible, a man can hardly believe it even when he sees it with
his own eyes.

As spring was breaking, Red Moose guided me to this place,
“We climb to the top of that low ridge yonder,” the old man told me.
We climbed and, at the crest of the ridge, without warning, “The Pit -
of Hades,” fell away beneath our feet.

The view was utterly fantastic. Down in the pit, carved in stone, |
are unbelievable creatures: imps, demons, gargoyles, goblins, witch- |

es, monsters, devils and all kinds of creepy, squirmy, crawly, slimy

things. They stand there forever frozen in the midst of the desert,
There is no pen on earth that can describe the place, for it is like the
nightmare of an opium eater. [ took some pictures and from them ;\
you can se¢ what [ mean, although the pictures too are inadequate. ,__

Aside from the nightmare figures, and sometimes as a part of
them, are flutes, pipes, spirals and carvings—a wondrous filigree as :
delicate as the lace on Molly’s hem. Such erosion is strange and far
beyvond belief. ‘

There is an Indian Legend about this place in the desert. One g
day, the story goes, the evil creatures of the nether regions, tired of
' living in the dark and dank, decided to dig up to the surface and tak
ovér everything above and below the earth. They dug and the groun
trembled and rumbled in their work.

Two coyotes heard the rumble. Curious, as all coyotes are, they
couldn’t resist the urge to investigate. The pair discovered the plot of

the creatures from down under and in a trice howled the alarm to al ‘ ;-

their fellow mortals round-about.

A great council was held to decide what to do. It would take :

more than mortal power to stop the invasion of these supernatural.
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beings, this they understood. Finally, they determined to send for the
greatest medicine man they knew.

Two eagles flew with the summons, and on the very first day,
they found the great one in his mountain fastness.

The wild horses set up a relay of the fleetest stallions on earth;
they bore the mighty one with the speed of the wind over mountains,
rivers, valleys and plains. And it was none too soon, for as he came
up Whiteriver the Sachem could see the red ligl}t in the sky where
the under-world denizens had broken through.

Without sleep or rest or food, the Medicine Chief went to work.
First, he called on the Wind of the West and a great hurricane blew,
cé,rrying dust, dirt, rocks, and trees 10 fill in the awful hole. But all
this went for naught. It fell through to be burned in fires down
below.

Then, the Rain God was asked for help. He sent water in clouds
and torrents, but it vanished away in steam and mist, while the Devil
Chief laughed loud and long and his minions screamed with glee.

The Sachem called to the God of the North, “Help us, help us,”
he chanted and drummed, “Oh, Great Lord of Ice and Snow.”

Help came as swift as an arrow—intense, deep, bitter cold. The
North God caught the denizens of the deep as they gathered to
spread over the world. In a wink of an eye, he turned them all to ice.
The Devil Chief, the Great Mother Witch, the magician, and all the
rest, siand there just as they stood at the instant the cold struck leng
ago.

When the warmth came back, again the West Wind blew and as
the ice melted, the dust took its place. Now the monsters stand in the
pit they dug, all of them tumed to stone. It is 2 waming to the evil
ones down in hell to leave the good green earth alone.
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THE FIRES OF SPRING

On my little pony, I rode toward home. It was a very cold win-
ter’s day. I was freezing, in spite of the warm clothes | wore, My
horse’s breath, as it blew back from his nostrils, was turning his
chest white with frost.

As I rode farther on, I came upon an Indian’s camp pitched in a
sheltered cove. Out in front, seated cross-legged on a Navajo blan-
ket, was a gray-haired old Indian woman with a fire burning briskly

in front of her. She had a big pot boiling on the fire, full of clothes ?

which she was preparing to wash, 1 guess.

Irode up to the old woman and asked, “May | come to your fire |

and warm me and my horse before I go on home?” ,
“Oh, yes. It is a very cold day and you are welcome to come
close and warm yourself by my fire,” she said.
- Without further ado, she poured me a scalding hot cup of coffee.
She handed it to me said, “Drink this. It wiil help to get you warm.”

As I sat on a log by her fire, sipping slowly on that wonderful Eﬂ
cup of coffee, she began to tell me a story. To my mind, as the years g

have gone by, it has become a legend. This is how she told it:

“Many moons ago when [ was a small girl, as you are still a boy, £
my people lived in tall teepees both winter and summer. In the sum-
mer, we raised the edges so the breeze would blow through and keep
us cool. In the winter, we put the edges down and banked them with
dirt or snow so we could keep warm, We always had a small fire in -.3
the center of our teepee to keep it warm and to cook on. The smoke

rose straight up and out the smoke hole in the top.
In the daytime, the men hunted to find us meat. The women sat -
in the teepee by the fire making clothes, mending and cooking.

In the evening, when the men werc home, we all sat in a circle '@

T T T B I T
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around our fire, And this was storytelling time. It was fun and from
the stories the old ones told us, we young ones learned many things.
Before my father went to bed at night, he notched the stick to
keep track of the days, the weeks, the moons. This is the way he kept
time.
White men have a saying we Indians knew also as, “When the
days begin to lengthen, the cold begins to strengthen,” and ‘It is

. always darkest just before the dawn.” ' /

We lived on in the winter, but in spitc of the stories we heard
and the games we played, the days of winter became tiresome and
tedious after awhile. We became restive and sometimes quarrelsome
and sometimes mean. We were waiting for the time when winter
would lose his grip on the land—and on us.

Then one day, my father would count the notches on his stick
and say, ‘These are the coldest days of the winter. Soon it will be
spring. We must light our spring fires now. It is coldest just before
the warming days of springtime.’

We all began to search for the oriole’s trees. It must be the oriole
trees because no other trees will do. You see, the oricle trees are
those which have deserted nests hanging down from the limbs like
baskets. When we found oriole trees, we shouted. These were cut
down and dragged home, We built a big fire up wind from our camp
and bumt the trees we had found.

We children would be so happy and so gay. We would look far
away over the country. And we could see the smoke from other fires
where other bands were burning oriole trees. Then we would dance
round and round and sing and sing, ‘Oh! Look, Oh! See, the fires of
spring are bumning: soon we will be playing in the warm sunshine,”

When I was a little girl, the fires of spring would be burning
today because spring is not too far away.

My young friend, you must be riding for home now before dark-
ness closes in on you and the cold gets colder. But remember as you
tide, my fire is a little oriole fire. And spring is not too far away.”




60 Tates from Indian Country

INDIAN ANECDOTE

I live on the Uintah-Ouray Indian Reservation in eastern Utah. |
have a Ute Indian friend whom I have known for many moons. Time
was, when in accordance with Indian custom, my friend, wore his
hair long and painted his face. This was the mark of a brave; Indian
women did not do these things.

After several years, during which time we had not met, I saw my
Indian friend again. His hair was cut and he had no paint on his face.
I jokingly asked him. “How come you’ve cut your hair and have no {
paint on your face?” ;

Jesting back, he replied, “Last week I went to Salt Lake City to |

visit my granddaughter. All the girls out there, including my grand:
daughter, wore pants, wore long hair, and painted their faces. I'm
afraid to go around anymore like a man should, because if 1 do,
everyone will think I'm a squaw.”
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UtaH Bic GaME HUNT: CircA 700 A.D.

{/tah Big Game Hunt
“One member of an Indian hunting party more than a thousand years ago
took the time to preserve his peoples’ hunt in carvings in rock.” This is not
the photo of the one in the article but from same area, Nine Mile Canyon.
—Used by permission, Utah State Historical Society, all rights reserved.

In Nine Mile Canyon, south of Myton, hidden away on a fedge
is scratched the picture story of a hunt that took place over a thou-
sand years ago. One member of the party, elated over its good for-
tune, carved on a panel of rocky wall an account of the kill in picture
form, capturing a moment in time from a day long, long past.

Who these hunters were, where they came from, and where they
went is a mystery. Scholars say they were Moguis or Anasazis who
vanished from this region centuries ago.

But, back to the petroglyph. Studying its design, one can see the
hunting party, their hair, the fashion of their dress, their weapons and
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‘. even the strategy of the hunt. Crude bows used by the hunters. as In the upper left of th
1 shown in the petroglyph, were not very long, consequently effective Behind the bowman anome p;lnel, a goat lies sprawled out dead.
range was short. In hunting big game, their strategy was simple-—get the neck. In front of’the amf;lr east has fallen, struck in the base of
close to the quarry; gither by ambush, or by stalking the unwary ani- shaft protrudes from its sid cr, a goat has been hit by an arrow; the
mal, or by running it into a cul-de-sac. Then, having trapped the right on the panel, anoth ¢ and blood flows. It will soon fall, Far
‘ : er animal lies dead '
' Now, the arti : _
¢ artist catches the most dramatic moment of the hunt. A

prey, slay it} _
The primitive artist used the natural features of his stone canvas rize trophy is ali .
; p ophy is alive; the magnificent ram at the top of the panel h
" ancl has

to depict the character of the terrain, He is saying quite plainty that turned at bay on the edge of th ipi
wild goats have been driven into a dead-end, the odge of a high 1 blow and snort with angef hi: fpmmpmel e amp o o,
ledge. The rest is obvious. While the goats stirred in confusion, | will fight; in another inStaJ;t he m';llt e 8 5 ot ot o
backs to the sheer drop, the hunters bropght them down. : ger. Can a bowman stop the ’iant‘;w srese fis s moment f e
When 1 first saw the panel, I sat studying it for an hour or more. There are four hunters SiOW - T i .
As 1 slowly unraveled its meaning, 1 wondered if 1 could find the 3 a single feather in his hair. The gat;e:h:ll:ﬁfls ot over s o
hair. ] i
He has put an arrow to his bow while intently zvl;:l:c:n(;vfl:eh;?gb::r: |

gpot where the kill occurred. Surprisingly, the scene wasn’t hard to
n location. To the east wa> His position is not favorable for a shot so he wai
chance. On ; . e waits for a bett
e of the figures is a brave who appears to be walki -
alking

find, as the drawings almost Were made o
a saddle in the hills marked by a deep, worm trail which must have
been started by wild animals ages ago0. Qn one side of the pas.s, a from left to right. His right hand is A
arter O.f a mile or more and ends m. a sling—like the sling David used 2 e.mpty, b}]t in hlS‘ left, he holds a
the ridge about three quarters of its headdress with one feather. curl i!c,;mntst Goliath. This brave wears a
wh except back the f;rhaps the headdress and tt;e. curl o-gft}(:: f?el:ﬂ::rei:; ok o b Teed
fe;sthllijzeishtil; ;;:ie; of the hunt; his headdress anécjl:: Zali‘l;'OI; tst:z
rom the other men. )

ridge runs westward for a qu

high, ledgy point. Following

length, you become trapped; there is no way do
base of this ridge are the drawing

g. Over the .

way you came. At the
oday, mule !

hills beyond the saddle is good grazing ground. Even &

deer frequent the area. 3
More hunters than those depicted may have been in the party.

Nevertheless, the hunt must have bee well-planned. After the goat §
herd was spotted, hunters evidently were hiding at strategic points
along the trail route. One or two men must have circled east beyon
the grazing ground, then acting as beaters, came noisily back. Th
wild goats, frightened by the approach of humnans followed the tral
through the notch. Herders hazed the goats down the ridge and soot
the herd reached the point of no returm. The pursuers closed in and}

the action began.

| One of the hunters is a woman. H is indi
s . Her sex is indica :
o pe; ;);' : z::};]er, I?er fe‘male shape, and her dress. Shet' f: \::vfﬁz
o an;mgl 1ln her right hand. It is probably a tanned
B ay be using to haze the ram toward the other
© - Allth
ot e : ii':i iarrte clothed. The men are bare from the waist up
e thigh. o Womamor breech cloth, reaching about midway down
wears a Mother-Hubbard-type dress, reaching

ust below the kne
¢s and belted with :
fthe ankle, moccasin type. anarrow belt. All bave footgear
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i ds of
There they stand caught and held, unmoving for hundre o
P ’ T Ut spun-
cars. Did they kill the giant ram? Unfortunately, the;1 ‘zaanmpget o
. m lbut left it dangling for all time. Perhaps thz;; 1‘t r; mak.away
ya i 1 oised for i1ts
d it to live forever, p ,
ram, so the author allowe
- which fishermen and hunters

on
This is the age old story upo | .
dwell. This is the yam of the big one they almost had; but s

it got away.
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Dip YETI ONCE ROAM

THE VALLEYS OF UTAH?

Last spring, after the coils of winter’s civilization had grown irk-
some on us, some friends of mine ‘almd I decided to escape into the
real wildemess, We planned a backpack trip ifito a region rough and
remote, to see places seldom scanned close up by the eyes of man.
We drove up the winding, dusty road to the Land of the Sun in east-
ern Utah. (Tavaputs, means Land of the Sun, in Ute). |

Here, by chance T met Ouray McCook, an Indian, who knows
Tavaputé country foot by foot. When I told Ouray where we intend-

ed to go, he walked with me to the edge of the great chasm and we

gazed down from the heights. We looked on the backs of eagles,
sodring below us on the tides of the shifting wind. ‘

My Indian friend stretched out his arm, spread his fingers wide
and motioned from left to right. He smilingly said, “Down there is
the home of See-atch. If you walk those trails ta-goo-an (friend),
take strong medicine with you, so I won’t have to bring you out
across my saddle, and so your wife won’t have to cut her hair and
sing her song of mourning.”

“Sec-atch, what is that?” I asked.

Ouray explained, “The See-atch are giants. They are half man,
half creatures. They run as fast as deer and are as strong as que-au-
gut (bear), they wear no clothes but grow fur to take the place of
garments. -

“They talk, but their tongue is strange; you cannot understand

' them. When you first come to where they live and hunt, they will try
L _to scare you away. They will stand where you can see them, raise
: - their arms above their heads, beat upon their chests, and bellow like
] bulls, 1f they know you are frightened and will not stay in their

o i1 VT S
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you go. But, if you camp and they think you
| try to kill you. They roll big
you from

country, they will let
awhile, they wil
the hillsides. They drop rocks on
lookbut above you always.

ry, keep your campfire burning.
close and watch you from the dark- '

they will raid your camp and pull

you limb from limb: or they will take you to some high ledge and
toss you over. They know you bave guns and can kill them, but they
won’t give you @ chance to do it. You must be watchful, do not let
them steal up on you. Do not take children into Seefatch country
with you; they will try to steal them from you. You will have 0 fight

o keep them.” _ ,
~ Quray McCook is the nephew of Chipeta, gamed Queen of the
dian, a wonderful coﬁversationalist, a

nter of the westemn scene.
mest, or when he repeats

have come to stay
rocks down on you from
the ledges, so keep 2 sharp
“If you camp in their count

are like lions; silently they creep

ness. If they catch you unaware,

They

Utes. He is an educated In
okilled story teller, and a gifted pal
" 1 do not always know when he is in €2
an interesting tale from the hundreds of Indian legends handed down
to him from his fathers. But then, this was not the first time 1 had
heard of the See-atch from the Indians. 1 had heard about them first

years ago, when I was living at Quray, Utah.
That was long pefore the mountain climbers told about
or Abominable Snowmen of the Himalayas, so on® story was not

borrowed from another. Nevertheles

stch as an Indian myth on a par with our oW stories of un
dragons. The ged my opinion about

story Ouray told me hadn’t chan
the giant, beast-like beings of the
remained mythical to me.
~ With packs'on our ba
trail. We were searching for the
who inhabited these canyons centures ago.
In the distant past, 1 am 10

icorns and

the Yeti

s, 1 have always classed the See- |

Bookdliff Mountains. They still "

cks, we hiked dowﬁ the zigzag mountain £
deserted houses of ‘CLiff Dwellers,

1d, when a 1é1rge grdu_p of people
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moved from one place to another on long j
el blind! ong joumeys, they di
carved Oiz tﬁ’:ioiint scl:outs. out ahead. These scouts }l/e?’;dn:l:sts:av-
Usually, you éan’t rsn’i::;c“"g the main body coming behind 1:hegr‘131S
at prominent places 1 € mtessages; they are still there and will bé
ons. information cdose be.Slde the main trail. There will be dir
As our party c:ﬁ warnings as to what lics ahead, -
aid was Sec.atch cc:m tcth a ledge on the border of what McCook had
rock by an Anasazi a thl’y, we came upon a message carved in th
hoto of it : Ou_sa“d years ago. It was startlin ’
P LOD kl \ al:s here is my interpretation of it g. I took a
ok at ; )
upward mmsﬁzgﬁﬂi of the man on the left, his head-dress is the
to one. his nams :was R:urllng homs of a wild mountain sheep. Ten
the photo, is the seco dm or M9untain sheep. Farther to the right in
flying bird; his na;ne nd man, his head and head-dress resembles a
fght in the panel, b was PI'Obabl-‘y Flying Eagle. The last man to the
his name likely v:, a;.the short inward curving homs of a buffalo;
them, look oy at: hlg Buffalo, To get the names as | have read,
Now., look at th: g?:itmi:zjﬁ foss above e shoulders
ubrai ’ igure with his
citr:: il(? ;i:l;(i:;ar's ;E be half human, half beast?;‘ze;ilrznzs
This is how I rZaj thrred' Is he a See-atch? \ ?
Sheep, Flying Eagle de message: “We are the Scouts-—Mountain
country, W saw om; a:{ Big Buffalo. Beware! You are in See-atch
ing like an angry buﬁ"al: S;;’;’jethel;akbeating his breast and bellow-
keef;gz]l;r ;mnpﬁres burning, andq;;;y;hl;a:sisﬁ,:; :Veapons handy,
it is, pre-daizsfﬁé ll(iew the tale of See-atch, then the myth, if myth
fure, the question natueSlnIf b(-)th peoples know about the giant crea-
Do some of them Stil;al' Y aﬁses:. Did beings like this actually exist?
both questions i ive in this remote region? If the answe t.
s no, then how come an Anasazi dréw this Pictureroz

~the rock?
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HIDDEN PETROGLYPHS

Taken May 14, 1966
Down Canyon past the old gelsonite mine. The left half of ‘picture rock’

¢ mouth of a waterless cany
lyphs. T like it because it i8

ysteries unsolveable

Hidden away near th
Basin is my favorite panel of petrog
n different ways. It contains m
hy, the what and the wherefore may appear
ike the discovery of the “Scrolls.”
£ mankind on the North American

unique in a doze
pow, but someday the w
pages of an old history. |

as new
1es 0

Mainly, it says there are stor

Continent, ancient, guessed af,
The horse figure shows that the Petroglyphs ove

old. You can tell this by the brown-0
ed to each other. This is one 1

but completely unknown.

imposed are very
drawing as compar
pose, where a vandal deserves our

pictures.

¢ which it is

Bl 3
=]
§
i

are instance, 1 sup
thanks; he has helped to date oWl

on in the Uintah |

ff of cach &

oo i n

b |
E
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Before Ve
dravn Som:i:ﬁf;\; that horse though, let’s study it a bit. It w
e after the Spaniard re-i . as
continent an : re-introduced the hors
e d Jllfe- Indian had a chance to acquire them, it ise E -
ﬁgu;e ) OWII' in a few decades or so. To most casual a;bsen;e etI: —
ory Thp orly executed, but to those who have dug deeper, it trS]] )
. e m ’ s 1nte :
i hbstil an was probably a scout for a following main part IS-Ia
} € Country b'ecause he bi , Y. 5]
. leading hi
Duchesn . s g his people fi
- the River valley up a hidden way; a dry; deep drzw rom the
€ ’ > W or ¢a
their passy :anTILOt be seen from very far away. He secks to c:;lyoali
age. The figures are out of proportion. The mount i ce !
' L 15 muc

clear. This says pre .
pare for a long tri
' p to the next ¢ .
is prass, w _ amp where
s u }i:)d a‘ndt w;ter. Below the front feet of the animal izhflze
scout. His name could be “Tai e
“Turkev.” Noti ¢ “Tatlfeathers” o
e ﬁr:bs otlc.:e the feathers are spread like the tail of a birzl “:‘[?]ybe
coming down. bending to i . 0se
’ g to right and left, wi
end, are the Ie : eft, with fork
16, ar ? legs and feet of the bird. We are looking at hi > on the
rear with his tail feathers spread g at him from the
Now let’s look at the r | :
he rock where the fi
natural sha \ gures are drawn, It has
door madeP:fOfkfln Anasazi lodge. One of the comers has outlin ctihe
tenings, ma bS s, | |gu?ss, In the upper right hand comer areef ;
o ,k ybe these indicate that this was sort of a curtai -has-
. )
g Ilj!::cilhthes same way your drapes do in this modern ;‘aw 1011
many cases .th-ee ioux, all the hunter tribes lived in teepees :t.ld in
y are decorated by painted drawings on the outsid
e

walls were to rou
: gh to decorat,
of their lodges, ¢ so they decorated only the skin door

L]

Sage rocks like thi
is at the mouths of -
travel, I ha : s of all canyons that were
ve often wished I could understand all the mess - lfc;:t-
‘ ages lef
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cks by the ancients, but I can’t. Still over a period of fifty

t some of them.
study to see wh
o head of face under it. There is
ad bangles hanging down. It is almost an
¢ head dress from Burma. There is a line
and there falling down
ething to do with water

on these 10
rs, | have learned to interpre
It takes no special training Of
a headdress, there is n

yea
at is obvious here.
To the right 1s
the crown; the €ar, the be
exact duplicate of a femal
reaching from the head dress out in a square
to the wavy lines. This is a name and has som
because the wavy lines in Indian sign writing means water.
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THE DEMON OF HORSESHOE BEND

As elsewhere in the *
Old West,” the hi
| : . story of the Ui i
is replete with colorful tale e
s. They tell of outl
e utlaws, close calls wi
gun p a;vz, battles won and lost. Interlaced among the rest .
;::S stories characteristic of the “American Frontier.” A ki
- " Among all th
o Sythe ! ajc:nt's I have heard the old-timers relate, the onegI th'nli
e e is the story I call “The Demon of Horseshoe Bend :
; end.”
o zgmlj with Newt Stewart, a young cowboy, who was camped
e 2
on e ands of the Green. In the night, Newt’s horse herd o
ooke : "

h;i)s favorie:n took off for parts unknown. But Stewart had old Dgot
' edmount, tied fast to a cottonwood tree. When he ch kand!
im out and fo ' it ont
R und Dan was safe and sound, he decided to wait until
ey ]:ound up the rest of the horses. As the sun peaked ]
gastern hi .

o bm ills, Newt got on the trail of his runaways. He follo ec:

ly cl:cause the country was full of horses and thi ' o
e is was a difficult
Dow i
LD Yn below on a river bend was the camp of a very d
. ‘ . 00
S p, an Inclhan, and his band always stayed there untigl th
b e mosquitoes drove them to the mountain peaks. A thEJ
eclined toward evening, S g, E
' , Stewart ’
b 1o | o g neared Yamp’s cam
b to stop awhile, visit, have supper and maybe stay th p.' Il_:e
oo - ¢ night.
b s‘ .he thought, “maybe Yamp will have my h .
ed and waiting for me.” T
Newt to i 1
- agp;)eih a ridge. Looking down the river, he could see the
. The tents were there and everything looked natural
ra

) s

child, not a

. \:nont]]?;k@t a dog could be seen about the camp. Stewart

. t;]e N ’l:lg there must be some explanation. But when

. ystery deepened. The empty tents flapped idly in
e campfires were cold; on the bushes newly wasied
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clothes were hung out 1o dry; a buffaio robe was draped over a pole,
a meal was cooked and set out to eat, but the flies and dirt had
ruined it. Everything was deserted, as if in an instant some catastro-
phe had struck and wiped everyone from the face of the carth leav- k
ing their belongings behind. By the time his inspection was OVer, it
was growing dark. So Stewart camped in the place that night,
although he wished he hadn’t.
“] never got much sleep that night,” he said. “The place was 100
damn spooky. It was ecric there in that deserted camp and there Were
‘alotof whispery noises. Besides, I was worried about Yamp and his
people. 1 wondered what had become of them. Surely they must be
dead, or they would have come back by now from wherever they
had been.” _ |
Next morning Stewart was on the trail again, but this time he
followed the Indians. About noon, he came upon Yamp and his band
camped in the bushes along the fver. Yamp told his story. Moctoose,
a boy about fourteen years old, had gove rabbit hunting. He shot a
fow rabbits and was on his way home. riding under the trees for
¢hade, when he saw a strange creature perched on a limb in a trec.
The thing had the body of a dog and the face of a Navajo, he said.
Surely, no one had ever seen a creature like it. Moctoose had shot at
the thing, but his horse was jumpy so he missed. The creature had
chattered and screamed at him, The boy became frightened and rode
home down the trail as fast as his horse could run. Yamp said that
the Indian boy was as pale as a Whitc man when he dismounted 10
tell his story. Of course, before he was through, the Indian boy drew |
a crowd, They all stood there around Moctoose, poking fun at him.
And then all hell broke loose at the other end of the camp! A velp-
ing, howling dog came like the wind from somewhere and sped right |
through the tents, leaping campfires, scaring horses, drawing othe
pbarking dogs. In an mstant, there was bedlam, all noise and dust an
dirt. But that wasn't all. Astride the running dog, riding him like 8 f '
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jockey, was a demon kind of a thi :
a thing. And ove I
P non | r all the other n
mdye' cI(t)uld hear his high pitched, maniacal laughter he vented :f’
Nav;. wasd as Moctoose said-—a beast with hands, with the face of i
ATS 0, . ’ 0
N ;n a'::n the body of a dog. It was a demon, We all know that Z
v Whatgry demolz:i,_ too. Who could tell what he’d do? So we gath
hat we could in an instant and to ‘ -
5 I - v 0 Ok Oﬁ‘t
demon’s jurisdiction before the coming of n-ight' fo et bovend fhe
“Well, here we are and i :l
, her I guess if you slept/i
. ) e ar eptin our camp last nigh
’ e nt;lonster ] ar:ger must be cooled. We’ll go get our stug‘ and Illlleg:;
or the mountains without waiting any longer. By fall i
should be all right.” | Byl evervie
After heari ' '
_ Yamea;z;g. ’the" yam, Stewart was mighty puzzled because he
e » p idn’t lie. So what could an antmal be that fit what
p described except for a demon—the demon of horseshoe. bend

Note: Newt Stewart
was the Uncle of G
" ! _ eorge E. Stewart
a(_:l :th(jeorge this story. The ‘demon’ was a pet monkey Ther:n' ;
._ nkey. i
r story which George wrote about who this monkey belon csi
_ e

to and how it got awa
y. However, the st -
us—misplaced. ory somehow got away from
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HorsE THIEVES FROM BROWN’S HOLE

“The following tale is true, Tt has been gleaned from the pages of
Some of the names used

an almost forgotten journal of the long ago.

been elaborated as 1o detail, The author
e happcned from the brief general
¢ but actually

 are fictitious. The tale has.

guesses as 10 what must hav

accounts. The places mentioned are not imaginativ

oxist. The tale is laid where the events took place. o
The main characters—Carson. Thompsen, Megek, Craig and
Clair (Sinclair)—are the men who actually took part in the iricident.

There were [ndian chiefs mentioned, but the author was forced to
s were not given in the jour-

invent names for them, sinco their name
aals. This is all the fiction the story contains: _
In the United States, the westward trend was rapid. Always in

the forefroni were a few hardy souls who, by a few years, preceded

their fellows into the distant, wi
the Rocky Mountains, along the streams and fivers, camé the leg-

cndary mountain men. They trapped and traded with the Indian for

‘plew’ the fur of the beaver.
¢ and explorers of the fi

They were adventuret rst order. The
mes, more thrilling

events of their lives were stranger, and many ti

than anything the pen of fiction can write.
Grazing in the mountain meadow were most of the ho

men of Ft. Davy Crockett. Brown’s Hole was a secluded spot along
the Green River in what is now the Uintah Basin of castern Utah.
Never had marauding bands of horse stealing Indians raided this val-
ley. So the trappers were lax in their guard, feecling secure
assumption that their horse herd would be unmolested.

" That morning in the late summer of 1840, a small band of. Sioux

s had ridden quietly to the edge of
ed. Well they knew the lethal powe

rses of the

_ warrior
meadow where the horses graz

1d places of the old, old west: Into |

in their §

the timber surrounding the- 3
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of these whi i i
e Wh\ztlte men sleeping quietly inside the palisade of the tradi
: ever move they made, mu ' e
, t be k ike
o . ) quick. They must strik
s ‘?i bef?re the men in the post had time to collect tll;leii
. Otherwise, some Sioux would be lyi
. + . » . e l
spilling their lives upon the ground for nothin);ng prone on fo g
uietl i .
o :;zd " y the warriors spread out. As the first rays of the da
‘ W
o Werz ;astts;n sky, they charged, fan shaped, into the meadovffl
ast. In a minute or two, the ot .
: ' , they had the trapper’s h
the r;;: going up the trail leading east to the distant pil):ins e
e . . -
o tr;lountam men heard their horses go. This was not a
‘ ﬁerd ! ; he.,m. Horse stealing was a custom of the Indian. An hnew
° white men or of other Indian tribes was fair gam;a le/ Itm’Se
ers [ . . ,
id nf;w tLhelr horses were fast vanishing away over the moe EI:
- ' un
ngS tsvaxix ;s land, the -horse meant life or death; it was by £ thn
uable possession a man had. They must retri e 'e
mounts or get others in their stead remeve fher
. .
iéad ot allltl;;c horses were stolen. Those in the corral by th ]
e were left. These, the ik
, they knew, would be their i
o ' X eir salvation, Qui
o aﬁursmt formed. Carson, Meek, Thompson, Sinclair V(a) .
Acleseau, and Reynard took the trail of the Sioux R
A ong the trail, beside the Green on the way to the east, there i
oW s
o :lassl. The ledges here are vertical and high on either sid: lIi
o cov;rn ace for an ambush. Here men on the ledges abov;f
o f, can stop a whole army.of men. So it was that Red T: i!
_ . e
b horszr of the horse thieves, smiled a knowing smile as the la.stm;c
s eatered the narrow defil .
. ¢. Here he i
any pursuing white men and stop them " ol fay st for
“Bi B .
sou u ﬁ ; :ar, Shawnee, Yellow Feather, Big Nose, Barking Dog—
ep the horses moving on the trail for home. You mg t
. us

. drive them w

come for USaS fast as yOou can, I know these white men. They Il]

. . The rest of you braves will stay with me. Half of yo
ne. you

will get i
get on the ledge on this side, the other half will come with
ith me.
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took a small sip of whiskey, mounted her white horse and rode

toward her home at Whiterocks. This was the last autumn for her
because, durmg the winter, she passed on to join Sownette in the’
Happy Huntmg Ground. ‘

o ‘Both Tabby and John Duncan came, stgned got their whiskey
and went out. , : S ‘

By evenmg, the 51gn1ng was almost done. Harry Clark counted

the signatures and said to the Commander and Seaboldt, “Accordmg.

to our reckoning, we already have more than enough signers to make
the treaty good. Do you want to fold your tents like the Arabs and
silently steal away?”

Seaboldt responded quickly, “No, Stewart says some of the peo-
ple won’t get here until tomorrow. I'd hate to disappoint them. we'll
stay open one more day, as we promised. Oh, by the way, don’t be
too stingy with that whiskey, we’ve got plenty.”

All through the night, both cavalry and mfantry guarded the -

whiskey tents and the camp area. The report. shows that after ten
o’clock, the camp was as quiet as a tomb, Only the dogs moved
about or made any noise. The promise by John Duncan, that tribal
retribution would catch up to wrongdoers, ev1dently had the desired
effect.

By noon of the second Treaty Day, the signing was done. But

" Bert Seaboldt never withdrew his whiskey. He said, “Stay open until

dark. Let them finish it; there isn’t too much Jeft anyway.”

- And finish it they did. The night of the last Treaty Day was guite _-

‘a party. Even so, there were no adverse incidents requiring either

~ tribal or ofﬁctal discipline, Hank Stewart said, “With all those peo-
ple and all that whiskey, I’ d have bet there was hell to pay. You can’t '

get as big a bunch as that together elther white, black, or red,. give
them that much whiskey and get away with it, There had to be some
trouble somewhere. But there wasn’t. We _got away with it; I can’t
figure it out.” -
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The big encampment came to an end as the last of the Utes took
the road home. It was all over, but it has lived on as a legend of the
Big U Country’s history.

And gilsonite, the cause of all the commotlon'? No sooner had
the treaty been ratified than Gilson and Seaboldt put location notices
on the carbon veéin and opened the first gilsonite mine in the world.
The mine ran until 1904 and closed; itsr.ri-ch, black ore ‘held in
reserve,” by the company that owns it for some future operation.

The mine, too, has become a legend of Uintah. There is nothing

left of the old diggings but a deep black cut in the ground and
le;lges, the blowing sand, and the memories.
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‘THE STRIP

* This is a picture of The Strip, later known as Moffatt.
—Used by permz'ssion, Uintah Regional Library, all rights reserved.

. Now, asituation arose, so bizarre and incredible, it seems to be a
figment of the 1magmanon Title to the triangular piece of fand had
becn conveyed by the Utes to the U.S. Government. It could not be-a
part of the public domain as it was within the confines of an Indian

reservation, yet the Indian Service had no jurisdiction over it. The -

military had no power of enforcement because it was not a part of
the military reserve nor was it on an Indian reservation. Since it was
federal land in fee, the territory of Utah and Uintah County had no
police power there. The U.S. Marshall had jurisdiction if a federal

law was broken, but there were no federal laws covermg the com-

mon varieties of crime. The triangle, off the mme property was liter-
ally lawless. It was a place umque in history. Nothmg llke it has ever

' been known before or since.

Astute men, understanding the legal 1mphcat10ns started a set-

tlement on the excluded land but off the mine property. It was built
along both sides of the main wagon road that wound the crooked,
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dusty miles between Price and Vernal, Utah. The town was never
plotted nor was it formally named. By common usage, it came to be
known as-“The Strip.” It was small, having only two saloons, a gen-
eral merchandise store, a telegraph office, a barber shop, a restau-
rant, a livery stable and stage station, a hotel, a dance hall, and a few
other establishments run by shady ladies. Liquor flowed freely and
gambling was the rule of the hour, day and night. The sky was the
limit. There were few permanent residents, but since the place was
where the action was, it never lacked patronage and visitors. The
result of all these things taken together, spawned a town as wild or
wilder than Tombstone or Deadwood. Certainly, considering its sizc,
no place in the west ever matched The Strip. As towns go, it was
simply and actually, an outlaw. The life-blood of the little settlement
came from the mine, travelers, stockmen and the soldiers of Ft.
Duchesne.

The Strip was a gathering place for people of every ilk. Outlaws,
Indians, gamblers, cowboys, sheepherders, freighters, miners, and
travelers stopped there for business or pleasure. Butch Cassidy, Elza
Lay, Harry Longabaugh Dave Lant, Matt Warner and many other
riders from the ‘Wild Bunch,’ sojourned at the Strip. Here, the out-
laws could visit, drink, and play with impunity because they were
immune from arrest, It was only coming and going that they had to
keep their eyes peeled.

The old-timers say, you got cnly what you wanted at the Strip.
You could have trouble, a drunk, a weman, a game of chance, or all
of them together. On the other hand, if all you wanted was a meal
and a bed, you could have that too, without hindrance or molesta-
tion. Nevertheless, the stories told about the place rival the histories
of many more famous places in the annals of the old west. There
were outlaws who came but bothered no one. Gun battles were
fought in the streets. Poker games were played for high stakes. This
town by the ledges was as wild as the old west was ever reputed to
have been.
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7 'Dakota Badger and S‘ergcant

The yarns about The Strip are not all about outlaws gunﬁghters
and mysteries. Some deal with' other characters fully as interesting;’
if not quite- 80 bloody. Such was the threesome Dakota the man,

' .Badger the dog, and Sergeant the ex-army mule.
Dakota, the man, had a down east, cultured accent and when in

his ups, which wasn’t often, fhe recnted Shakespeare like a Junius
Brutus Booth He was suspected of having been an acfor or a profes-
sor of the aits, but no one ever found out; for, at that tlme and place,:

it was impolite and downright dangerous to attempt to delve intoa

nian’s antecedents. He called himself “Dakota ” and that ] all any-

body knew about him.
Badger, the dog, was half wolf-hound and half bull-dog, a sort

of monstrosity in the canine world. Hen Lee, the saloonkeeper used

to feed Badger plenty of raw meat t0 keep him i in fighting trim, The

dog fought anything, tame or w11d for a living.

_ But Badger’s blggest act was to pull live badgers from a partly
sunken barrel in the back yard of the saloon, and kill them, At these

badger fights, the crowd gathered, whiskey flowed and money was
bet with a lavish hand on the outcome of the battle. :
One day; Badger had fought and killed a partlcularly fierce, big,

| male badger, but he had pald a price. He was bitten, slashed, clawed,

wounded and bleeding. He half crawled, half walked to the shade of

the aloon There he lay alone, to bleed, to llck his wounds, and to

recover if he could

Dakota had been there throughout the whole contest and had'

neither bet nor said a word dunng all the gory event. But now he
borrowed a wheelbarrow, loaded the dog into it-and trundled him

' home to his boarded up tent. Dakota doctored the dog with skill, In
due time Badger was around with Dakota, scarred but as chlpper and -

Spry as cver.

Hen Lee watched the dog and one day decided to reclaim his
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property. He went to Dakota’s tent, knocked on the door and
re.ce-ived the usual invitation to “come in.” Lee, a tough, hard man
h:ms‘elf, sad later, “When I opened that door and walked in, I was
looking straight down the barrel of a cocked thirty-thirty and into the
face of a snarling, mean-locking dog. I saw the situation quick. 1
turned right around, walked out the door and nary a word was spo-
ken. After I got out I hollered back, “Dakota, you just got yourself a
damn ugly dog.” ! |

. Sergeant was a condemned army mule, and as was the custom
with the army, condemned animals were sold at public auction to the
highest bidder. It was easy for prospective, civilian buyers to find
out from the soldiers what was wrong with the animals the army
offered for sale.

Such was the case with Sergeant. Civilians were told the mule
had become absolutely intractable, in fact, he was dangerous to
handle, |

If an animal was condemned, offered for sale, and there were no-
bidders, then the critter was led off behind a hill and shot. Now, the

shooting very seldom happened, but in the case of Sergeant, this was -

almost sure to be his fate, '
| On the day of the sale, Daketa and Badger showed up at the auc-
tion bright and early. Each sort of dozed the time away, until finally
Sergeant was led out, eyes glowing, nostrils flaring, breathing defi-
ance to the whole world. When bids were called for, Dakota cailed
out, “Fifty cents.” It was the first and only bid for Sergeant. Dakota
and 'Badger bought.Sergeant_for the price of ‘four bits,” and went
leadmg him home. The surprise was that, in the association of his
new partners, Sergeant became the best, most peaceful mule any-
body ever had. When asked how this had come about, Dakota
replled, “Why, he never was a bad mule. All he ever wanted was his
discharge. You see, his enlistment was up scveral years ago.”
Dakota, Badger, and Sergeant, made a living as “Predator
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Control Specialists.” It seemed they very seldom killed the predator,
they merely ran them off and they never came back. In those days
the state didn’t pay the cost of predator control, the stockmen paid
for this themselves. Each occasion depended upon a bargain agreed
upon between the parties. When Dakota came to terins, he 1nvar1ably

" said to the stockman, “T’ll tell yoir if we can tqke the job as soon as I

have talked the deal over wr_th my partners,” 'rneanrng of course,

Badger and Sergeant,
One morning, Dakota pulled his tent down. I—Ie Badger and

Sergeant disappeared into the mormning mists. T.hey vrere never seen
at the Strip again. '

Baco _

Baco, a Ute Indian boy, who frequented the Strip, went to the
Indian Umversrty at Carlisle, Pennsylvania. He graduated, excelling
in dramatics. Under the name of Baco White, he became a famous
actor on the legitimate stage before the days of the motion plctures

' His acting roles in "[he Squawman,” an old, famous play, skyrocket-

ed him to fame and fortune..

 Baco Whrte played in all the great cities of the cast and then his _

company went overseas to London, For six months Baco performed
on the English stage, which included a command performance

before the King of England

Strangely enough, ‘The Squawman was set in Ute Indlan coun-
ry, Baco's home. It is no wonder that Baco could add realism to his

role as one of the villains of the play. He had known: the country and

it people since childhood.

'But, in the end, Baco came back to the Ute Reservatron to die,
struck down by the Great White Plague, consumption: He lies buried

- near the Strip, under the ledges above his home; beside the bones of

his father, Little Joe. This was. the place he chose as his final restmg1
place. Buried with him is his small “medicine bag,” ne carried in al
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his wanderings. Around his neck is his beautiful bear claw necklace,
an emblem of a warrior of the Utes. Despite Baco’s education and
his success in the white man’s world, he never forgot or forsook the

ways of the Indian. He rides now in the Happy Hunting Ground of
his people.

Bob Ricker

Bob Ricker was from Kansas and while there he had learned the
holds and bars of the professional wrestler, He came west and
wound up in Southern Utah rustling cattle and stealing horses. He
never became as famous as the McCarty's, Cassidy, Logan and the
rest, but in his latest occupation, he rode with some the famous
‘Wild Bunch’ and was accepted by them,

The time came when he slipped and the law began looking for
him with a pair of handcuffs. He decided to change pastures so he
took the “Owl Hoot Trail” over the Bookeliffs heading for Brown’s
Hole. On his way he stopped at the Strip.

Tom Nichols, the saloonkeeper, gave him a job behind the bar as
a bouncer. Ricker wasn’t very big but he knew holds that subdued a
quarrelsome cowboy in short order. He was doing all right, but he
wanted to do better. He cooked up a scheme to sell whiskey to the
Indians.

As has been said before, selling liquor to Indians was taboo,
cven in the outlaw town, because it violated federal law. Therefore,
the Indian Service and the Army had the right to enforce the Anti
Indian Liquor Law, o

In spite of the wamings of older hands, Ricker went forward
with his scheme. At nighttime, he stashed whiskey in various hiding
places: in hollow logs, in cracks in ledges, under rocks and in grain
sacks. When an Indian wanted to buy he would contact Bob. Bob
would say, “Give me ten dollars and maybe I can tell vou where a
pint of whiskey is.” The Indian paid his money and was told where




. saloon.
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" 1o find his bottle. Never, at-anytime, did anyone ever see Ricker

make the delivery. He was getting plenty of trades and his business
boomed. ‘ . s :
~ The commander at the poét had a simple way of forcing infor-
mation from an Indian, He had him picked up and jailed in the
guardhouse while he was still drunk. When the Indian sobered up he
was told, “When you tel us from whom you gdt your bottle, we will
let you go free, but until you do, you will stay right here in your
cll” o o .

~ The Indians stuck it out for several days, always loné enough for
the seller to get out of the country, then he told all he knew.

One of Ricker’s Indian customers got caught in this kind of
bind. He held out for five or six days, but Ricker didn’t run. He
staved, thinking the deliv‘ery,couldn’t be proved. A squad picked
him up and there he was, in the guardhouse at Ft. Duchesne. As he
laid there he ﬂlought, “My trial will be in the Federal Court in Salt

" Lake. I am wanted down south for rustling, gverybody is bound to

know where I am, so I gotta get out of here.” _ _

‘The. guard brought Bob’s suppé_f every evening after dark. Bob
was lying on the bunk with his shoes off, apparently aslecp. He
looked small and harmless, so the guard opened the cell door and

7 stepped inside. What happened next was o fast the soldier never
knew what struck him. He was down and out on the guardhouse
~ floor almost instantly. Bob lost no time, he took for the open in his
bare feot. Somehow, with the soldiers beating the brush and riding

A1l the roads and trails, the escapee made it back to Tom Nichols’

~ Tom knew that his place was no haven for the boot-legger, 50 he

" gave him a pair of boots and sent him on to Tom Taylor, the foreman

at the St. Louis Mine.

Ricker was well liked by all the men on and off the Strip, and

Taylor decided to help him. He went to the bunkhouse and called for
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Gt?orge Stewart, a young shift boss at the mine. “George,” Taylor
said, get' a blanket and hide Bob in a good place down in the mine
The soldiers are looking for him and they’ll be around here in a
minute.”

| Stewart led Bob down the ladder and hid him somewhere in the
mine’s black maw., _ ) ‘

Sure enough, phe troops from the fort rousted the whole Strip
and camc? to the mine and rousted it too. But, Bob was safe wherever
he was hidden because no one found him.

One night, after the hue and cry had died down, Ricker’s horses
Mack and Cosby, were led to the mine shaft. Ricker came out
mounted and rode away. He made it to Brown’s Hole and then to
Baggs, Wyoming,

Ricker was “raising hell” around town and was killed by a shot
gun‘ blast as he trigd to break into a saloon after closing time, He lies
buried somewhere in the Baggs Boot Hill.

- The Dutchman

One blustery day in early spring a stranger rode into the Strip
He asked where he could find Butch Cassidy, but of course, the codé
of the west prevailed and he got no answer. He took a ro.:)m at the
local hotel and lingered day after day, talking little but listening
much. He spoke English well, they said, but he had an accent which
betrayed his Teutonic origin and so, as time went by, and since they
had no other name for the man, they coined one for him. He became
known as the ‘Dutchman.’

Every moming he groomed his horse to perfection and rode out
along the roads to exercise his mount and in the process to train him
He sat in his saddle in a manner strange to westemn horsemen, but i';
was plain he was no novice, for what he could do with a hor;e was
beyond believing. His back, as he rode, was ramrod straight But
there was grace in all his movements. Time after time, for the benefit




! 7-2 " Tales from Indian Country

of on.!odké'rs, he put on a show, putting his stallion th'rough 1ts pac':f:;.
It perfbnned all sorts of maneuvers for hir.l‘l. apparently Wlthouthgul -
ance from spur, rein, or hand. It was adm;tted.ﬂnat for showy orse-
manship, noné at the Strip had ever seen his equai.{T.h.e curloluls
would ask how he trained a horse so _W_el]. .He would vsill]mgly re]; VA

“l use no spur, no whip. You se¢ a horse moves awgly from ?e eg
| ‘but hé moves to the hand and this you must always remem?er.

The foreigner had a way of walking, a way of st@dmg, arll_dha
way of talking that betrayed him as a military_ man of.' §p1t .a.nq pl(: 1; :
Somehow, as he wore it, the plain western garb mak;ng "u.p hxls abit,
turned into a uniform of silver buttons and golden. braid. His .man-
nefs were impeccably courteous to those abéut him but unbtd;len_.

iliarity was extremely distasteful to him, ;
fﬂmllzzl:tfm:’: Siteonly oz hqrse"back' and in .the s.al_-qon-s‘ that the
stranget’s quality showed to. suchperfeﬁion. One mghlt he went to a
dance in the dance hall and his manners toward th_g wome:ll we_r;.a.

. gham-ing. His conversation Was_witty_ and in perfect taste. I-Il_s.b;)dw
was beyond description, but it certainly gave.plegsure. He m Z

~ even the dance hall ladies feel lik'e.lad_ie_s. Ihe reels, .qqadnlieg an _
polkas did.not entice him, but when the small orchestra broke mtq.
one of the famous Strauss _Waltzes_,. he _picked. the best 'femalel dancer
in the hall and went whirling away with 'the_ be?.utlful Viennese
waltz. In 2 minute most were on tli_e sidelines watching,

It bécame apparent though as time went by, that all was not a

bed of roses for the Dutchman; he was on guard against someone. .

Each day the stage pulled in, he scrutinized from a Wipdow each
passenger that alighted. He not1c_ed every rider coming into tow

along the road. He had come to this little lawless town to hide, bl.ltr

‘even here, he did not fecl safe. o -

. -The"re' was plenty of speculation about the forelgner.. Was het
afraid of the law? Was someone he feared on his back trail? Wh:;lS
was the story behind this man? It was Elza Lay whq, many yea

later. finally cleared up the mystery.
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One day, Elza Lay came to town and as he visitg:_d here and
there, he made no effort to conceal who he was. During the course of
Elza’s call, the Dutchman approached the outlaw and there was a
subdued conversation., When Lay rode out in the morning, the
Dutchman rode with him. Thus it was that the charming man from
over the sea became a rider of the Wild Bunch. In spite of the fact

- that the Dutchman rode with the outlaws, there is no record that he

ever took part in any robbery. If there was cver a charge against him,

. it could only have been for aiding and abetting,

After many years had gone by and Elza Lay’s outlaw days were
over, in the 1920’s when the early days of Butch were but a memory
and the Wild Bunch had become a legend, only then, did Lay break
his silence and clear up the mystery of the Dutchman. Like all the
stories of the Strip, the denouement s incredible, but the record
shows that it is trye. Lay said:

“I never knew who the Dutcliman really was, that is, I never
knew his real name. We Just called him Karl or Dutch and letit go at
that. He rode around with us for about two years and we liked him
because he was a very decent fellow. You know how it is when you
are off for months at a time in some forsaken hole hiding out. There
isn’t much to do but shoot, play cards, ride horses, and tell yams,
Well, at such times this Austrian nobleman, because that is what he
was, used to tell us of the life he had back home in Austria, He
described the gay parties and balls held in the Emperor’s Palace in
Vienna, He told us of the princes, the princesses, the Grand Dukes,
the Dukes, the Barons and the other noblemen of the empire. He said

he had spent a winter in Russia as an emissary’s aide to the court of
the Czar in St. Petersburg, He described the Winter Palace and ‘The
Seasons,” in St. Petersburg, how the balls and parties went on every
night throughout the whole winter and he described the gay glitter of
the dances, the opéras, and the ballets. He said, ‘In Russia, you slept
all day and played all night.” He described the yearly event, in
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Vienna, of the Prater Drive, how gverybody who was anybody
turned out for the two mile long drive down the Hauptallee. The car-
riages and harnesses were painted and polish_ed until they sparkled in
the sun li_k-e.diamonds. The horses, he said, were curried and
groomed to perfection and he believed they were the most-beautiful
horses in the whole world. I
“He told us about his majesty, the emperor Franz Joseph and his
empress Elizabeth. Franz Joseph, he said, worked's_o hard that he
never had time to spend time with his family and so they were errat-
ic. The Crown Prince was named Rudolph and be was just 3 little
‘wild and hard to handle. Rudolph bad many affaits with ladies in
* and out of court circles. But when he met and fell in love with the
Baroness Marie Vitsera, it was all over. He insisted he should marry
this young girl. Of course, Franz Joseph wouldn’t listen—marriages
of pririces and princesses were made for the benefit of the empire. A
“marriage of the prince to a commoner such as Marie could not be.
“The Dutchman, as you know, was aSsignéd as a companion. {o
Prince Rudolph. He was a companion in narh_ef’but in reality he and
several others were bodyguards to the Prince. Considering the
Prince’s behavior, this duty came to be more in the nature of a nurse-
maid than anything else. _ D
_ “Well, Rudolph never wanted to be emperor when it came his
turn and when bhe Found out he had to be and that he couldn’t marry

the Baroness Marie, he lost his head in a sea of despondency.

“‘One night,” the Dutchman said, “a servant pf one of the'

~ Prince’s companious came riding hard to my home. He delivered
into my hands a hastily written note; It said Prince Rudolph and the

Bar_onéss Vitsera had committed suicide. My life was now forfeit if

the Emperor’s police found me. 1 must flee to save my life. I lost no .
time. I ordered my best horse saddled and b'rought to my door. I got
all the money and easily carried valuables the house contained, then -
I mounted and rode away fast into the night. [ made it out of Austria |

and to comparative safety.”
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The Austrian told me,” Lay said, “that the Emperor had a lon
arm, l.ong enough to reach him even in America. “He will do t'h'g
ev'en if the true story of the Prince’s death is out, because no hIS
w1ll'wa,nt revenge against those he feels had fa,iled him an(‘iN the
empire. I'll never dare to go home until the old Emperor is dead.” )
| The‘ last time Elza saw the Dutchman, he had a small layolut in
Ence l(iilver Canyon below Castlegate. He supposéd that in time the
‘;:l iul]m :;y over Prince Rudolph’s death died down and the Austrian
But Lay said, this stranger who rode into the Strip that day lon
ago, was a rider of the world renowned stallions of Vienna, the ﬁnesgt
sh‘ow horses in the world. Horses were his big love, he sl;ent hours
with them, It was from the supervisor of these stall;ons that he had
learnz.ad the expert of expert ways to handle horses. It was this
Austrian who had taught the big, brown horse that Lay had ridden at
tl;:: C:lstlegate lpayroll robbery. The characteristics of Long Brown
:h:;te: Austrian was finished with him, will be covered in a later
At the Strip, a rider approached one time, who did not ride in the
Westem fashion. He posted as he came and when the Dutchman saw
him h.e recognized the European military style. Immediately the
Austrian was on his guard, amied and waiting. The stranger alighted
and went into one of the saloons, the Dutchman followed. Listening

- quietly, he recognized the clipped English accent and seemed to

n
tlLzlax. In the course of the day, the two men met. Each recognized
¢ other for what he was, a member of Europe’s aristocracy, two
m ' i >
en of the same ifk, one from Austria, the other from England. Fora

+ couple of days they were fast friends. The stranger who rode in that

d .
day was Lord Robert Scott Elliott, a member once of that famous
r
N E'leg(l){(l)n outfit, made famous by the charge of the Light Brigade at
aklava, although he was too young to have taken part in that

en i
Ofct:}c;unter. Lord_ Elliot apparently had a hidden past too. He was one
0s¢ men roaming the States as remittance men.
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The Bandit Horse of Uintah :

At the Strip, John Caldwell ran a livery stable and tended to the
line. His natural bent was horses, any kind of
John acquired a long lanky brown

of Price, Utah. As the lean colt

 relays for the stage
“horses, but preferably. race horses.
colt from the Whitmore Brothers
grew, Caldwell trained him patiently day by day, He found the horse
was not so fast for a short distance—a quarterf' or half mile—but if
the race went for amile and a half or better, the tall brown was prac-
tically unbeatable. Tune after time, in special matched races for long

~ distances, the Caldwell horse proved his mettlé: and not once was he
became famous in Uintah. He was called

ever beaten. The racef
the people from. the Strip and

“Lonig Brown,” and wherever he ran,
Ft. Duchesne backed him to their last nickel.

One morning in the fall of 1896, Caldwell, as u_rsu'al., went down
to the corral to care for the stock. The gatc was _closéd and fastened,
all thc‘ other animals were there, but L’ong_Bro’wn-was gone.
Someone had stolen him during the night. Caldwell was not an gven
tompered man and so his indignation flared into a mighty rage. He
armed himself to the teeth and went in search of his race horse and
the thief who had stolen him, But the hunt was to no avail. Long

Brown had vanished into the blue. Somehow the whole episode had

the stench of that master wide-looper, oc Walker, rider of the Wild

Bunch. . L :
_ “There atlways had been a tacit agree
on the Strip and the members of the Wild Bunch

Strip w
on the Strip would ever inform the law
of the outlaws. Only two or three times was

lated by either side and this happened only in an emergency. So, if ;
or of the Wild Bunch, it would

The facts would sooB.

come out, everybody thought, but the mystery of the disappearing?f

Long Brown was taken by any memb
have been only for a very special purpose.

ment b_etw,eén those :living: ;-{
that no one on the -§

ould ever be molested by the outlaws and in retum, no man
as to the comings and goings
this understanding vio-
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horse deepened as the months went by and no trace or 1
surfaced. It was much later that the probable answer camn:amor e
min:s: Evalstlegate, Utalh, the Pleasant Valley Coal Company, paid its
e ice a month in cash. The sum was large, danger of loss was
o o:er_ ooked so paydays came at irregular intervals announced by
paymaster after he had the money in his hands. On payday, th
prop|er slum was sent on the train from Salt Lake City arrivi)r’l y, he
:;::tlglatmz abo::d noon to be paid out that sarhe day ,Butch iaits:d:
‘ za Lay, known about the payroll for a lor; ti
discussed the possibilities of stealing it, but it was n tg n?e .
mer of 1896, that they decided to pull’ the job ‘Bezaul;zucl:fﬂli: li:m-
. . ir-
ziomuf;azf: s:;;;ixins;:fn:anagyd;y it leals;;egate, a successful holdup
. g . First, i to be done in broad day-
light. Second, the money had to be taken from the mi o crowd
And last, the escape must be made down the narer m]dsli o cmV'Vd‘
River Canyon. After they had decided o o, o ?f S
Lay ;).egan laying plans for the robbery dol\:f';h’:} ltf;cif;liz: ijM?nd
- th;n;z :‘::26}?:;61:3: s:tuatettlil in a deep canyon, the only rot;te '
: along the main road either up or down the
canyoit. Ti.xe bandits knew the best way to go was do
lt):::z Zhl; :odx?ted them towards Robber’s lfoost, theirVZ:f:: S:;ﬁ
e ! Walm;we to the first break in the mountain wall was
g Opponu};it :vas three or four miles from the holdup site to-
. | y to leave the narrow defile. Those three or four
miles were crucial. If there was pursuit from behind and if a posse

S . ved in
- Trom Price arrived in time from down below; the brigands would b
; ¢

b .

r;i;d};;[; be:::lv;eeltl 'the two forces and there was no escape up the

e qu?Ckl ul; ains. The first lap of the getaway route had to be

e vi succ§ss were to attend their efforts. Therefore, the
. to cover that distance should be the very best obtainable

- They n i |
_ y must be swift and they must have endurance. They scarched

carefi i
ully for horses to meet their requirements. Cassidy found a little
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catlike, sorrel mare for his mount and Lay p-icke'd a big, brown geld- -

ing to make the run down the. canyon to their first remounts.
Tom, Billy and Fred McCarthy had held up the bank at Delta,
Colorado. Billy and Fred went in while Tom held the horses outside,

The holdup was successful. The robbers came out of the bank loaded

with money. All went well until the outlaws mounted their horses
and tried to ride out of town. At this point, W. Ray Simpson, an
expert rifleman, shot Fred and Billy out of their saddles, only Tom

| got away. The trouble was, Billy and Fred had all the swag and even

though Tom was free, he had nothing to show for all his work and
grief. But suppose. the horses had been trained to, nm on’ *without
their riders? If the boodle had been tied to the saddles, Tom at least

_would have had the loot his gang had so dearly paid | for..

- With the McCarthy disaster in mind, Butch and Lay, wlth Karl,
the Austrian horse trainer to help them, converted the big, brown
charger into a bandit horse. When they were through ‘with him, he

would make off with the dough regardless of what happened to his

rider. As things turned out, the outlaws didn’t need the specnal quali-
ties they had spent all winter drllhng into the big horse, but they
were there if things had come off differently. :

When sprmg broke in 1897, the outlaws rode north to case the
job a.nd finally make their play. The Austrian, under the name of
Karl Heibauer, leased a small layout at the north of Spring Canyon

From this place as headquarters, Lay and Cassidy, rode to Castlegate
everyday. They checked and re-checked all pertinent aspects of their :

proposed operation and while doing it got everybody used to their

hanging around. .
The next payday came on April 21, 1897 and the money to meet

it was sent down from Salt Lake City, as usual on the express car.
The train carrying the payload was due to amve in Castlegate right

on the dot of 12:40 P.M.: : :
Cassidy and Lay knew the scheclule of every eXpress train on the
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line. And long before this train arrived that day, the two rode up to
the front of the store, over which the company maintained its offices.
.They were ready and waiting but, from their manner, it would have
been hard to guess that they were about to commit one of the most
daring stick-ups in the annals of the west.

The train began to whistle from up the canyon, signaling its
approach. But still there was no indication from the two holdup men
that they had anything unusual in mind. Butch sat on an empty box

- slowly puffing a cigarette and Lay stood leaning lazily against the

wall. Like everyone there, they were watching the train pull in slow-
ly and stop at the depot,

E. 5. Carpenter, the company paymaster and two other employ-
¢es, Phelps and Lewis, came down the outside stairs from the offices
above and walked rapidly to the depot some seventy yards away.
Knowing the difficulty of an escape from this fastness, Carpenter
ha@' dismissed the possibility of a robbery at Castlegate. If there was
ever to be a theft, he thought, it would be farther up the mountain
before the train dropped into the canyon, Anyway, there was nothing
this day to arouse his suspicions as he walked down to get the gold
and silver.

In a few minutes, Carpenter and his companions, got a brown
valise and two white canvas bags from the express office and started
back toward the store.

This was the outlaw’s_cue. Elza Lay, seemingly in no hurry,
untied the horses and casually mounted the big, brown horse, hold-
ing the reins of the little mare in his hands. Butch Cassidy still sat on
his box, twirling the rowel of one spur with his fingers. Nipper,
Elza’s little black dog, aroused at Elza’s movements, got up from
.Where he had been napping, stretched, sat down and looked inquir-
ingly up into Lay’s face. Everything looked peaceable.

Carpenter and Phelps came to the foot of the stairs and started to
climb, Cassidy, quick as light, stepped up behind them, shoving a




180 ‘Tales from Indian Country

gun_in Carpenter’s ribs -and said, “Hold on men, I’ll take those

bags.
Carpenter dropped the valise to the steps. Phelps started to tum

in protest, Butch struck him over the head wnth his gun barrel

”

knocking him cold.
Lewis, behind Carpenter, Phelps and Butch knew thls was a

holdup. He thought he had a chance to do somethmg about it, but as
he started .to step forward, he heard the sound of a pistol being
cocked behind him. He looked over his shoulder straight into the
" muzzle of Elza Lay’s gun. He dove for the door of the store.

" Butch handed the valise and one bag up to Lay, then e picked
up the bag Lewis had dropped, and stepped toward his horse. The
little mare, sensing a crisis, was frightened and began acting up. She
kept shying away so Butch couldn’t mount her. Finally, “The Big
~ Brown,’ calm and cool, crowded the mare into the wall'and Butch
' tal(mg the reins, mounted in one swift jump. '

Tt was all over in seconds. The desperadoes, w1th the money, |

were off in a swirl of dust before bystanders knew there had been a
‘tobbery. There was no awareness of anything wrong until Carpenter
shouted, “Robbers! Robbers! Stop those men—-»they have just robbed

3

me.

The outlaws were away, out of the crowd but the mare was hard

to handle. Butch, in his efforts to control her, dropped his bag of

coins, holding only s11ver All the gold was with Elza Lay on the Big -

Brown.

Back in Castlegate Carpenter, ran for the telegraph office, but,

when he got there the line was dead. Joe Walker, at exactly the right
moment, had cut the wires somewhere between Castlegate and Price.

Carpenter wasn’t beat yet, he had the locomotive uncoupled '

from the cars and with two rifiemen on the platform, the engme went
driving and whistling down the track toward Price.
The outlaws heard the whistle screaming behind them They
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knew pursuit was coming in the form of a fast passenger engine. The
celebrated luck of Butch Cassidy did not desert him. Before the
loeomotive came around the bend in sight, the horsemen reached a
line shack by the side of the road. They stopped behind it while
Carpenter and his cohorts went rolling by. At the shack, all the
money was put into a scamless sack and tied on to Old Brown.

Things had quieted now and so the two horses ran side by side
down the canyon. The little black dog, striving mightily, brought up
the rear, losing ground steadily. They reached the first re-mounts at
the north of Spring Creek, covering the ground in record time and
here the Austrian had fresh horses all saddled and bridied. The gold
was transferred from the brown hotse to a big gray, then they rode
up Spring Creek and on the road to Robber’s Roost. Butch shouted
back, “Take good care of those two horses, Dutch, we have to return
them to their owners,”

The Austrian waved his hand in assent.

The small, black dog, arrived in time to accompany his boss on
the long trail to safety.

Down below Price, Joe Walker, met Butch and Lay. The booty
was ‘taken by Walker who rode for his cabin up Green River at the
mouth of Chandler Canyon. Cassidy and Lay rode on to decoy the
pursuit toward Robber’s Roost. It was their belicf, that even if they
were apprehended by a posse now, it would still be hard to convict
them of the holdup if they were caught without-the loot. It was at
this time the diseussion occurred about the dog. Butch opined that
maybe they should kill Nipper and hide the carcass because he was a
dead giveaway.

Elza said, “Ah, come on Butch, the dog won’t make any differ-
ence, not with your ugly mug to identify.”

Butch replied, “Yeah, I guess you're right, but if that little feller

goes much farther, we better give him a drink, He must be nearly
choked to death.”
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Lay dismounted, dished in the top of his hat, poured it full of
water from a water bag. The dog lapped it up. When Lay re-mounted
he had the dog under his arm and remarked, ‘”Thls little guy can do
with a rest. I guess I'll et him ride for a ways.”

When Carpenter reached Price, the sheriff of Carbon County
was informed of the theft of the payroll and the news went out to
neighboring towns over the wires. But all the places were the same;
there was too much time-consuming organizing before posse-men
got on the way. The robbers were never intercepted, although every-
body knew they were heading for Robber’s Roost. .

Cassidy, Lay and the dog, after picking up more fréth horses at

| Peterson s Spring, rode onto the San Rafael about seven P.M, that :

night. They were safe from further pursuit.
Walker, without any difficultics, made it to his cabin at Chandler
Canyon. When the hue and cry died down, he lelsurely rode to the

Roost with the payroll money. Tt was d1v1ded there among those |

.-

entitled to a split. -
Until Castlegate, Butch Cassidy and his Wild Bunch were prac-

tically unknown. But this robbery was so bold so. spectacular, that

the men who performed it immediately sprang into national promi-

~ nence. Butch Cassidy, with Elza Lay beside him;, and those who rode

with them, became the most notorious outlaw band of their day.
They were famous almost overnight and were ranked with tlu:
James’, the Daltons and carlier desperadoes.

The Dutchman stayed at Sprmg Creek a week or so after the

holdup, then vanished from the scene. He was not known in Utah
agdin. It is probable that he deemed it safe to rgtum to his home

" across the sea with his share of the stickup money.

Johﬁ Caldweil at the Strip; was 'aWakened one mbming at day-
break by an old familiar whinny, He thought to himself, “That

sounds like. Long Brown, but it can’t be That horse has’ been gone
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for months.” About the time John had convineed himself that he had
been dreaming, the whinny came again. Caldwell jerked his trousers
on, pulled on his boots and hurried to the corral. There stood Long
Brown, fat and sleek; his coat shone from his careful grooming. On
his feet were brand new shoes, he had just been expertly shod. Long

.Brown had been returned by those who had borrowed him months
ago. Not only that, he had excellent ¢are during his absence. -

But, when Long Brown was ridden, it was found, he was not the
same horse he had been when he went away. Now, he was a bandit
horse. Trails and roads meant nothing to him. If his rider wasn’t
careful, at the slightest excuse, he took off cross country. He leaped
washes, ditches, brush, and fences like a trained steeple chaser. If he
lost his man on such a chase, he ran on like nothing had happened
and never stopped until he drew up at his home place. He would
walk or jog up the road, but if a horseman approached him from
behind, he was off like a.shot. When he was out of sight, in buck
deer fashion, he circled out for cover and stood without sound or
movement unti] the stranger passed by; then he went quickly in the
opposite direction. His racing days were over because he always
flew the track and went whirling away into the wild yonder in spite
of all his jockey could do. There were only one or two men at the
Strip who ever wanted to ride that crazy outlaw horse,

The mystery of the big mount didn’t remain a mystery long,
after the details of the Castlegate holdup came out. Putting two and
two together, all men knew that the distance runner had been bor-
rowed by the bandits, trained for their purpose. and had been ridden
by Elza Lay out of Castlegate, carrying the booty from the robbery.
After the job was done, the horse had been retumed to his rightful
owner. )

As the news spread, Long Brown became a celebrity. People
from everywhere, as they passed through the Strip, came to look at
the horse that had played such a stellar role in the famed payroll
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stickup. Caldwell had offer after offer from men who wanted to buy
his bandit horse. But he always refused, commenting, “I won’t seil
him to no stranger. When he goes, it will be to someone I know will
treat him right. He ain’t no good to me anymorc, but still, T like the
big, long cuss.” .

One day Matt Curry, the trader at Quray, made Caldwell an offer
and the horse was sold. Matt kept Long Brown at his trading post as
a curiosity. He used to say, “Why, he’s the best damn hoss ever was
bawn. He used to be an outlaw but he’s gone straight for yeahs now.
There just ain’t any equal to that old crittah.” -

Long Brown kicked the bucket one day at Oﬁray;ilin his old age,
jong after the Ute Reservation was opened for white settlement.
There were quite a few, including Indians, who paid their last
respects to the famous horse. Matt had him buried there on the river
bottom, to keep the coyotes away, he said. The mound marking his
grave is still discernible in the willows ahd gras""ses- of his favorite

grazing ground. . -\
The Millionaire :

St. Louis, the great city on the banks of the Mississippi, in times
past, had reached out its long wand of industry and. touched the
Uintah Basin time and time again. It set its mark on the country first,
when the fur trade swept actoss it and left the names of “Ashley”

and “Duchesne.” There is a strange affinity between the giant of the .
Mississippi and this mountain fastness. Always, St. Louis, when it

tries, breathes life into the great landlocked valley of .the Uintahs.

Where the Duchesne and the Uintah flow, “gt. Louis” is a name of

magic.

And now, once again, a St. Louisan strode into the picture. He
was Adolphus Busch, a man of gigantic proportions. A man so large,
in fact, he is classed as one of the greatest of the industrial American

tycoons. -
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- Busch, of Jewish origin, was a close friend of Murphy of the
Adtr;erald Isle.” Murphy was a St. Louis paint manufacturer.
olphus Busch, among other things, was a brewer, producing that

| famous brand of beer, “Budweiser,” of the Anheuser-Busch Brewing

Company.
'Murphy passed on to his great reward, leaving a surviving wife
behind and Busch worried about her finances. Seeking to help the

widow of his dead friend, Busch bought into the paint manufacturin
business. ' ’

'Gilsonite, the stuff of the best lacquers and paints, came to the
notice of Busch. And he wanted the Carbon Vein, owned by

* Seaboldt and associates. Of a sudden, a deal was made and the mine

became the property of the Gilson Asphaltum Company, organized
Py Busch and Mrs. Murphy. The ore was used in paint manufactur-
ing all over the world.

The mme was named after the hometown of the owners, “The St
Louis Mine.’ |

Money had come to gilsonite and to the outlaw town in no-
man’s-land, The Strip.

Tabby Weep
. Tabby Weep (meaning bom at Mid-day), the Ute Indian gun-
l‘awvlc:, frequ?nted the Strip. He was reputed to be the fastest, dead-
‘;T man with a pistol in the State of Utah. Even members of the
ild Bunch couldn’t match his s i
s speed and unerr i
NPT ing accuracy with
~One day, Tabby shot it out with three opponents in front bf the
general store. He was hit twice but walked away, alive, leaving the

dead behind him.

There are many versions of this shoot-out. But Tabby’s own

: ?tory, told many years later, goes like this: “I went into town know-
1n . ' . ’
g I was heading into an ambush, a friend had told me. I met one of
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the men who intended to kill me. He was in the store. H‘c: oYved me
sixty dollars, so I figured to collect. I made him go outside in front
of the store and lay the money on a big sand rock. I__We,fﬂ: to the rock
to pick up the money. As 1 reached for the mone'y, this other fella,
who had followed us out of the store, pulled his gun and begaf1
shooting at me. I whirled, pulling my gun and shot My bullet hxt.
this man, He watked round and round then fell over dclad.

| “When I had whirled to shoot, I-Stoqd facing thc store and some-
one, | don’t tmow who, started shooting at me fro‘}n the store win-
do;w. A bullet hit me in the neck, knocking meido_nwn. As I fell, I

*fired at the head in the window and I thought T got him, because the

head and the gun disappeared.'l thought to myself, “Two e.lown and
one o go.” 1 found out later I had missed the map_in the window by
an inch, my bullet was embgddcd in the win_dow_frame.

“[ hit the ground and lay there a tittle dizzy, bgt then I thoyg;h-t,
‘Tﬁis is'a hell of a place to be. Somebody’ll shoot me like a sitting

duck.” So I got up. o - ) o
 «The man | had taken the money from had run around the corner

of the store. I figured he was there about to shoot me from cover, so .

1 made for the corner. When 1 got there, the guy was running away.
He had a coat on, unbuttoned at the front and as he ran dodgmg,almd
jumping over bushes and rocks, he looked like a scarecrow n a high

" wind. I could have .brought him down. But he'loqked SO funny, I_
stood there laughing to myself until he got out of range. You know,;
never told that before on that damn coward, but he is dead now and

it won’t hurt him.

© “Well, it takes a long time to tell it, bqt it happgned awful fast. [

guess the whole thing was over in less than-a minute.

“[ spent eight years in the pen for thal.tr minute. The white qu'Yl :
didﬁ’t believe I shot in self-defense, so I haven’t camed a pistol -

from that day to this.”

BN
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Jones—The Cowhand

Jones, the cowhand, came to the Strip, to drink and play a little,
He tied his horse to the hitch rail in front of Henry (“Hen™) Lee’s
Saloon and went in, Time went by and finally Jones surmised it was
time to return to camp. He stepped outside and his bay horse was
gone. In the bay’s place was a poor, worn out, straddle legged
mount. Somebody had traded Jones” horse without his consent, The
cowboy figured this poor tired horse was bettér than no horse at all,
so he took it. But the animal was so fagged, Jones wouldn’t ride, he
walked and led it all the way home, cursing his high heeled boots
every step of the way.

Sometime after daylight, Jones and the tired horse got home.
When the cowhand took off the saddle, he heard a clink as some-
thing hit the ground. He looked down, then stooped to pick up a Bull
Durham sack with one hundred fifty dollars in gold tied in it. This
was payment for a fresh horse somebody needed to ride far and fast.

Jones used to comment, “The feller didn’t need to pay any loot
in trade, because after I rubbed that horse down, fed, watered and
rested him, that was the best danged horse I ever owned.”

The St. Louis Mine Disaster

It is quiet, the old St. Louis Mine where it happened. It is about
a mile cast of the little town called Gusher out in eastern Utah. The

- works were closed in 1905 and never opened again, s0 now it lies .

somnolently dozing in the sun,

Traffic on Highway 40 rumbles by but few who pass know the
tale of what probably was the first and most spectacular exploding

mine disaster in the history of the state of Utah.

On an October day in 1898, the air was as rich-as wine and the

~Sun shone down in all its autumn splendor; it had left behind its sum-
- Mers heat so it was one of those beautiful fall days where a man is

lad to be alive.
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There was laughter and gaiety that day when the “diggers” came
out of the “hole” to eat their noon day meal. They were totally
unsuspecting that before the sun went down all but one of them

" would be dead.

The shift was almost through, it was four o’clock in the after-
noon. Then, the gilsonite mine exploded. There arc no words in the
dictionary to describe those fateful moments; so suddenly did the
blast strike and so great its havoc, it is difficult to write and tell how
terrible it was. Ten, twenty, sixty seconds,l no one kmows just how
long it was, when the worst was over. But those brié,,iﬁ‘fnoments left
terror, death and destruction in their wake. To those nearby, as one
man said, “It was like Kingdom Come.” ‘ _

When I called it an explosion, my uncle who was there,
exclaimed, “You can call it an explosion if you like, but it really was
an eruption.” | T

It all started with a mighty deep-toned roar as if a thousand can-
nons had fired at once. The St. Louis was an “open cut” mine on a
vertical fissure vein, Over the heads of the miners were several hori-
zontal layers of timber. Only the shafts where the ore went out were
free and clear to the surface. There were six shafts in a row, all con-
nected underneath and they detonated, one by one. ‘One, two, three,
four, five, six, faster than you can count, the whole mine went.

Those shafts acted as giant tubes many times bigger than naval guns.
They vented the gilsonite charges down below-—shooting rocks, tim- .
ber, dirt, dust and smoke hundreds of feet into the air. It was thirty .

minutes, they say, before the debris stopped failing.

The earth rocked and shook and terrific gusts of wind like muz-
zle blasts swept across the land. “Put a tornado, an earthquake and a
volcano together for sixty seconds,” an old-timer said, “and yow'll
have what it was like when the St. Louis Gilsonite Mine exploded.”

The Boarding House, only two hundred yards away, was swept

from its foundation, everything came crashing down. The windows
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and doors were blown from their sockets, the chimney fell, the roof
was askew but unbelievably the house. still stood and did ;lot ?Oh
fire. All other mine buildings were flattened to the ground o
At The Strip, the little outlaw town a mile away, all th;:> windo
were blown out, the goods on the shelves of the st;res and sal s
were shaken down, poker chips rolling, glassware breaking clr:mtO e
streaming; a terrible waste some foiks said. ' o
| At Ft. Duchesne three miles away, the i)uildings rocked and
dishes fell from the cupboards. Every soldier was put on alert
tbhecause, for a few minutes, no one knew what had happened Then,
ai:i)s; ;;hcc; :I(Z:ld be spared, were rushed to the mine to render what
In Vemnal, twenty miles away, the carth heaved and loose things
rattlec.i. A few ran outside sensing something terrible had hap ene%l
Looking westward they could see a great, black cloud rolliliJ and
Fumbling high in the sky resembling what we know now as an itom
1c e.xplosion. They knew then that the St. Louis Mine had ex lodec;
again. (There had been a lighter, smaller explosion in 1896p) Th
waichers” hearts were filled with dread for most of the men w<:.>rk' .
at the mine were Vernal men, -
Gilsonite is a volatile stuff; when it goes, it burns like gasoline
And so the mine caught fire, feeding the flames on the vein of on |
The -shaﬁs lower down acted as opened dampers and the draft wi;
hurricane force, blew upward fanning the bursting blaze The, shaft
on top of the hill to the north was a giant bldwmroh ro-aring loud
¢nough to be heard for miles around. The plume of ﬂax;le shot a hun-
dred .feet into the air and great billows of black smoke cIirﬁbed
:‘}:eaﬁlly upward, spreading as it went, until it blinded the sun. Frém_
¢ head of Gate Canyon, fifty miles away, travelers could see the

fire by night and the smoke by day.

For days on end the fire burned. Then after hours and hours of

" labor . . -
abor, they put it out by building bulkheads to cut off the draft and
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smothering \&hat was left with dirt scraped in from the surface.
And what of the miners down in the hole? They all died except
my grandfather, Joshua Birchell, who survived by what seems to be

- a miracle.

Joshua Birchell and Andy Games, two close f;iepds, wc?re work-~
ing in the mine not far apart. As_ they 'p_aqscd _for-ﬁ_breathmg. spell,
cach man thought he heard a woman call his name. Joshua Birchell
said, “That’s Mil Jane (grandfather’s wife, my grandmother). I've

ot to see what’s the matter.” S
’ Andy Garnes replied, “That’s Winnie Britt, she calls like that to

fease me; it’s not long til quitting time, let’s stay and finish the |

Shlﬁ].?.ut Birchell knew what he knew, some folks 'cgll it superstition.
He dropped his 'pbbls and hurried away to reach the manway and the
lddders. Ashe left he called, “Come on, hurry Andy.”

But Andy stayed to die. Birchel! barely made i.t b@:fore the holo-
caust caught him. He was battered, bumed and bruised but somehow
managed to reach the manway where he fell dowg and lost-con-
SCIOEFT: S}il)istman up on top was a man by the name of Jenkinf*,.
When the worst was over, he ran to the shaft, looking down to ‘see if
there was anyone he could help. Jenkins saw Birchell move in the

murk and smoke down there. He called for help and on the end of a i
rope, they lowered him down and he saved IoShug Birchell. Both .
men were pulled to the top, Jenkins all but gone and -Birchell appar- -

ently dead: _ . -
They laid Grandfather there on the dump for dead. My grand

mother, Millie Jane, came running. She knelt there by Joshua’s side,

I i d crying. .
hpldﬁge:lzitn;h?nblanrl}c’etsg to put Birchell on an.d cover hilm w_lﬂ;;
But when they started to draw a blanket up over his h?ac\l as 1s usuzli]
ly done for deadmen, Grandmother prot-ested,_ “Don’t do that un
I've washed his face.” she said. :
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They left Grandmother alone with her man and her grief. Once
when she glanced down, she saw Joshua’s eyelids flutter and she
heard him speak, “Mil Jane, Oh, Mil Jane,

” he whispered soft and
low. :

Millie Jane, clasped her hands and raising her eyes to the smoke
filled heavens, she cried, “God, oh my God! He lives! He lives!”

Expressing her heartfolt thanks for saving her beloved.

My Grandfather lived to work again in the St. Louis Mine.
When I asked him how he withstood the awful. shock, the heat, the
flame and the gas, all he would ever say was, “There was someone
down there with me; although T didn’t see Him, He was there just
the same.”

The other miners perished. As time went by and the fire was out,
they searched for the men who died. They found them all, save two.
Andy Garnes and John Anderson still lic buried somewhere in the
old St. Louis Mine,

And old-timers say that on a night when the autumn moonlight
pours, if you walk the old mine vein, you can hear two miners dig-
ging down below. If you look down and shout, “Hey there, Andy,”
the noise will cease and two eerie lights, dimly seen, will fade away
and die. These are called the ghosts of the St. Louis Mine.

 After all these years, besides the ghosts, if you know what you
are looking for, you can still find a few of the marks left by the dis-
aster. The rock walls of the vein where the fire burned so long, are
blackened inches deep from the heat of the fire. Melted gilsonite
strews the ground buried a little by blowing sand. And there is still
some debris lying where it fell that day long ago. Aside from this, no
one would ever guess that seventy five years ago, this deserted old

mine, once rose in terrible anger to wreak ruin and death upon those
who dared plunder its riches from the ground.
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After “The Opening,” when white settlement was begun on the
Ute Reservation, conditions changed. A towﬁsite, Moffaf, was laid
out which overlapped the old original town called the Strip. Regular
law enforcement took over—the wild, free days were ended.
 The little desert settlement faded. Buildings wete moved away
and others burned. There is nothing left now but the blowing sand
and the whispering wind to mark the spot where one of the small,
colorful places of Utah’s last frontier once stood. ]

There arc so many tales about The Strip, they would fill a vol-
ume. The ones written here are only those the writer could gather in

‘the time available. Someday perhaps, the whole story will be writ-

ten, When it is, it will be a real, ring-tailed western—-unique, robust,
and wild—fit to take its place with the histories of Tombstone, Santa
Fe, and other such places of the old west. ‘

Bob Hughes

Bob Hughes, a fast, but careless gun-hawk, occasionally visited
the Strip. On one such call, a crooked card-shark, won all of Bob’s
money in a poker game. When he found out how it had been done,
Bob vowed he would rid the earth of one tinkiorn gambler. The news
traveled ahead of Hughes, and when he walked: in;o.thé‘ saloon, a
pretty dance hall girl, whom Bob liked, grabbed him for a party.
Sometime, somewhere, during the evening, someonc got Bob’s gun

and filed the firing pin down so short it would notﬁi‘é the cartridge.”

In the late hours, Hughes got around to thé, poker ta}b-le, the gambléf

“cheated as usual, Bob called him, beat him to the draw, but when

Bob pressed the trigger, his gun only snapped. The tinhorn gambler

" \illed him. Before the sun came up, that gambler, it is said, took off

for parts— uniknown on a fast horse. There was a fresh mound, behind
a':knoll though, that no one seemed to know about. There are some
‘who say that Bob had friends who didn’t like the deal dealt to Bob

by the gambler.
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FORT DUCHESNE

e Eort Duschesne in its earliest stages.
sed by permission, Utah State Historical .S'oer'eiy, all rights reserved

. The army post by the Uintah River, and the soldiers stationed
U'ere, pl.'ayed such a large part in the early days of the settlement of
intah; it would be difficult to describe the atmosphere of any of the

?Iaces in the Basin without including Ft, Duchesne in the scene. The
h(.)rt hgs a ?tOI}’ all its own and this is not intended to be a complete
_nustory of it.-Written here is merely a brief outline, to clarify the pic-

; ) e
ure of The Strip, as it existed in the days before the Reservation was
opened for white settlement. o

Th i ' i .
¢ Utc Tribe was a warrior nation, a match for the Sioux or any

Oth . . . .

o er better kn_own tribe, especially in their mountainous homeland.

. ¢y were blessed with unusually level-headed chiefs who had
served their brothers to the cast decimated by wars with the
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oncoming hundreds of whitemen. Peace, therefore, was broken only
when they considered it a last resort for the salvation of their tribe.
But at times, the Utes had danced the war dance, had painted their
faces with war paint and had sct out to stem the great white tidal

wave washing over the land they had owned for.\‘centuries, There had

been the Meeker -MasSacl'e', the Thomburg affalr and the fire fights
with stockmen. It was never safe to-push the Utes too far. '

Because the whites were cfossing Ute pre.sefveé to settle Ashley
Valley, just beyond the _Resérv_ation boundaries and because there
were other affairs in the making, conditions were ,uncgrtain in the

“Uintahs. The government decided that. to take care of all eveirtuali-

ties, it would e_stablish a military post on the Ute Reservation, The
‘idea was not so much to subjugate th¢ Indiahs as it was to keep the
peace betwcen the two races. It has often been said about those days
before ‘The Opening,” that you never knew in Uintah which side the
army was on, the whiteman’s or the Indian’s.
In the summer of 1886, General Crook, ‘the Pecacemaket,’
arrived in Ashl'éy Valley with his command. He had come in from
the Wyoming side of the mountains. His orders were to build a mili-

tary post at the first crossing of the Duchesne on the Ute .
" Reservation. There were two wagon routes from Crook’s camp in

Ashley Valley to the Duchesne. One, the shortest way, was known as
“The Deep Creek Road.” The longer one, was the main road and led
.thfough “The Twist,” a narrow, crooked defile doWn 2 mountain thcf:n‘
across the desert. o : " o
Crook intended to travel the Deep Creek Roaid but carly in the
'm-om"mg,_ before the march began, an Indian, Captain Billy of the
Indian Police, rode into-camp on a brown horse. Captain Billy told

" the gene-ral that a formidable pumber of Utes were waiting in

ambush in the hills along the Decp Creek route with the intent t0

massacre Crook’s whole command. Crook changed his orders and_
sent his column by way of the Twist. At this time, Crook had only
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infantry, but with mounted flankers out to right and left and the
- wagon train. sandwiched in between c.ompanies, the march proceed-

ed. Qne old soldier said about Crook’s Basin Expedition, “In my
5 day,'mfantry was infantry. When we came to build Ft. Duchesne, we
carried field packs, rifles, ammunition and canteens. We walked
every step of the way over the mountains from Ft. Bridger.”

| That morning, Crook was ill, So after everything was mo#ing
nicely, the general dismounted and clim.bed' into the back of an
) ambulance where he could lic down. He slept or rested for most of
the journey.

| In late afterncon, as the foot soldiers approached the Uintah
River, they could see on the opposite bank, lines of hostile Indians
deployed for battle. In the report it says, there were at least sevm;
hundred braves in those mounted lines. But, accordiﬁg to the Indians
who were there, the number given in the report was exagg'erated.'
They said, the number was nearer two hundred, fifty warriors, ready
to do battle at that time and place, although, they admitted they used
some young women and boys to run a bluff so that their number
would appear larger than it was. Besides, the Indians said, they did-
n’t intend to attack unless the bluecoats crossed thé river. All threy
wanted to say was, “You can come this far but no further.”

Captain Duncan, Crook’s second in command, rode back along
the line to report to the general. Crook waltked down the road to see
the Ute line of battle. Then he asked, “Is that the river between us '
and the Indians?” o '

“Yes, Sir, that's the river, General,” Duncan replied.

~General Crock took a flag, stuck the staff in the ground and said
“Dig in. This is the future Ft. Duchesne.” : |
| A paradox again, Crook didn’t know that he was on the banks of
: the Uintah and not the Duchesne. He, therefore, located the fort in
the wrong place. After the mistake was discovered, the construction
of the place was so far along, nobody wished to correct the crror.
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Happenstance.located the military installation in T:lose-' proximity to
the Triangle which two years later would, by act of‘Congress aind an
Indian treaty, become a no-man’s-land and the General’s mistake
contributed greatly to the building of the bandit town of the desert.
Ft. Duchesne was established August 16, 1886, and two years
later, in September, 1888, The Strip began its operations, Thus,
whiskey, gambling and other things were brought-to the soldiers at

their lonely frontier station,

Fort Duchesne in early stages, 1880's. It was riie home of the
famed Blackhorse Troop of the 9th U, 8. Calavry. d
—Used by permission, Utah State Hi istorical Society, all rights reserve
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THE SPANISH-AMERICAN WAR

There was no place in the whole United States, and its territo-
ries, that had such a special interest in the Spanish-American War as
the little lawless town catled the Strip. This was especially true after
the news came in about the Battle of San Juan Hill.

T. R. Roosevelt had resigned as Assistant fSecretary of the Navy
and set out to organize a regiment of his own. He picked his men
from the gun-men and cowboys of the west, hlus a few socialites
from the east. Among those volunteering for the First U.S. Volunteer
Cavalry Regiment, later to be nicknamed, ‘The Rough Riders,” were
men known to the people on the Strip.

When Fort Duchesne was established on the Ute Reservation in
eastern Utah, the white 21st Infantry had arrived on the banks of the
Uintah River. They were confronted by a battle line of hostile Ute
Indians. The infantry dug in, awaiting a possible attack. The day
aﬁer_the 21st Infantry arrived, the 9th U.S. Cavalry, an outfit made
up entirely of black men, except for officers, came to reinforce the
infantry. When the Sth arrived they brought “The Gun’ with them.

“The Gun,” as the people in the vicinity called it, was a
Revolving Hatchkiss Cahnbn. In that day, it was the deadliest
weapon in warfare. From time to time, the Hatchkiss was test fired

- on the firing range to assure its perfect operation; the test firings

always had a civilian audience and its fame spread. At the building

- of Ft. Duchesne, positions for defensc were established on the big

flat hill on the east bank of the river to the south of the post. The
Hatchkiss was dug in there. The old emplacement, though smooth
and worn by the weather, can still be discerned. After the stockade
was completed, however, eéerything was moved inside it.

~ Units of the 9th U.S. Cavalry remained at Ft. Duchesne for
twe[ve years, when it was ordered out for combat, Dunng that time,
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every man became known on the Strip. The famous so]dier,
Benjamin C. Davis, who, though a sergeant during his service at the
fort on the Uintah, later rose from the ranks to become the first black

general officer in the United States Army.

The quarrei with Spain had gone on for moqths and then the
U.S. Battleship Maine was sunk in Havana Harbor. Like the bomb-
ing of Pearl Harbor at a later period, this meant war. Quickly, the

pews in 1898 caused a flurry at Ft. Duchesne. The troops there were

classed as veterans of long army setvice, well Vtrai'ned and combat
ready. It was anticipated they would be ordered OUt‘T’;.

But the Gun went first. The telegraph order came, “Prepare the
Hatchkiss Revolving Cannon for shipment, with all its ammunition,
to Mobile, Alabama.” There was no secret abou/t it, the Hatchkiss
was on its way to Cuba. The weapon began its joutney and tl?e peo-
ple saw it go. They cheered as it topk the long road to Price. At
Price, when the cannon was put aboard the train, with its crew, there
was a grand celebration, with flags and posters flying.

Hard on the hecls of the orders to ship the gun, came orders for
the 9th Cavalry. It was to move to a point of cmbaljliation and pro-
ceed from there to an invasion of enemy soil.

As has always been the way of the army, the troops under orders
to move were restricted to the post. But as with solc‘iiers e\{'erywhe-ref,
the troopers of the 9th knew a way to avoid the sentries and make it
out for a last good-bye, a last drink, before they left for the fields of
combat. : . _

The celebration in the saloons on the Strip went far into the
night. It can be said, no man in uniform spent a dime for e.\ drink that
night. Everything was free to the soldiers. Sometime in the wee
hours of the night, the provost guard showed up and the troopers
were herded back to Ft. Duchesne. There were no desertions.

Next morning, despite some mighty hangovers, the 9th U.S.
Cavalry fell out on the drill ground. Proudly, sha,rply they went on
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parade. Up the field the troops rode. With the band playing, guer-
dons waving, and flags flying, they came back in line past the
receiving stand. There were cheers and shouts of enthusiasm as the
troopers rode by. Finally, they passed out the west gate and were last
viewed up Bottle Hollow on the stage road to the rails. This was the
last the people saw of the Sth, but not the last they heard of them.
Somehow, since those stirring days of ‘98, the Spanish-
American War has come to be looked upon aﬁla mere skirmish in the
history of the nation. The Battle of San Juan Hill, in many writings,
skits, and plays, has been depicted as a sort of comic opera charge
by green boys against an army of frightened foreigners who couldn’t
shoot and couldn’t fight, but knew only how to run. What a travesty
of justice for both sides this picture paints of the Battle of San Juan
Hill. It was a small battle, as battles go, it is true. But to those in the
lines, it was as wickedly deadly, fully as bloody considering the
numbers present, as any engagément in which-American forces have
ever been involved. The unmatchable courage and bravery of the

-ranks who fought at San Juan, has been equaled only once before in

history. That was at the Battle of Missionary Ridge in the War
Between the States, - :

“On or about June 21, 1898, the Americans had landed near a
place called Daiquiri. The objective of the army was the city and
harbor of Santiago. Speed was absolutely necessary because the har-
bor of Santiago was bottled up by a superior USS. Fleet. The Spanish
Army must be caught between the nutcracker of the fleet on one side-
and the U.S. Army on the other. The Spaniards must not be allowed
to escape into other sections of the island where reinforcements
could be delivered. He must be forced to surrender.

Santiago was protected by three elevations rising between it and
the Americans. To the north was El Caney with the village of El
Caney at its base, in the middle was Kettle Hill, and farther to the
south was San Juan Hill. All these elevations were well fortified
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with trenches, breastworks, and artillery emplacements. _

General Shafter, so obese he could not mount and ride a horse,
was the field officer in command. General Shafter’s excess flesh did
not impair his thinking bowever. He quickly recognized the necessi-
ty for speed. It was this necessity which caused the general to order
an advance without all the preparations called qu by the book. He
took a great calculated risk-to win all or lose all. He ordered the
advance on July 1, 1898—it was a courageous move. '

The American forces moved out up the Roixal Road. Although
many of them were cavalrymen, they were dismounted and were
going forward on foot. There had been no time to clothe the men in
the new light, kaike uniform. Most of the men were fighting in the
heavy, woven blue and on the fect of the cavalrymen were the regu-
lar cavalry boot. Sweating profusely in the humid, jungle terrain, the
men went forward. It was a time consuming, rugged march because
the Royal Road was only a cart track through the morass of the jun-
gle. . .

The general had set the pattern of the attack, El Caney must be
taken first; then the hills of Kettle and San Juan \;\io_l_-xld be charged

and won.

The men went forward, each unit assigned to its objective. The

forces, due to the assault on El Caney, turned off totthc right on their
way to the village. The others went on toward the-other two hilis.

Suddenly the Spanish artillery opened and it was good. The accurate -
fire struck the Americans. The casualties were terrific. To make it’

worse, the Spanish were using the new, more pbwerful, smokeless
powder, There were no telltale puffs of smoke to betray their places
10 American counter-battery fire. But there was no pause, 1o hesita-

tion—the Americans went on.

These horsemen who had spent half their lives mounted, riding -

-the wide expanses of the western deserts, now walked in heavy
woolen blue and cavalry boots through the humid quagmires of th
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Jungle. To the base of Kettle and San Juan Hills, they finally came
and paused there in full sight of the Spanish breastworks above
Then they waited for the order to charge. : |

The pattem of attack laid down by the general could not be bro-
ken. El Caney must be taken before the assault on Kettle and San
Juan could begin, In the meantime the artillery and the long range
mauser rifles of the Spaniards kept taking heavy toll. By ones, b
twos, by threes the Americans were falling dead or wounde(:l I}llz
should have been a rout, but it wasn’t: the attackers stood thleir
ground.

The general, so obese and heavy he could not sit in a saddle
stood on far off El Pozo Hill and could not discern through the mist;
and confusion of battle just what was going on, So he held back his
0rd.e$ while his men were falling at the bases of their objectives

' Once before, at the bottom of Missionary Ridge, men had s;cood
~ this way and finally, without orders had assaulted the heights above
thlem. So it was now, someone in the Rough Riders, always a poorl

disciplined outfit, wild and free, like the open ranges they cémZ
from, shouted, “Let’s go up the hill. We can’t stay here.”

And up they went. The Hatchkiss Revolving Cannon from Ft
Duc.hesne, had been man-handled and dragged by its crew through.

- the Jt%ngle and morass of the trails behind. Now it was in range of the
Splamard’s trenches and began to chatter its deadly song. Enemy fire
feinted a little. Teddy Roosevelt, the only man mbunted on the field
of battle, rode his horse, Little Texas, forward as his men began their
attack. Suddenly, to his surp—ris'e. found himself out in front of all his
men. Teddy kngw a good colonel would have stayed behind thé
.ra_nks of enlisted men as army tactics said he- should, b.ut. it was too
“late now. He tied a polka dot kerchief to his hat as a banner stream-
“1ng out behind and led his men forward. :

. On Teddy's way he ran into that old army outfit, the 9th U.S

‘Cavalry. Like good, well drilled soldiers that they were, they. sto'o&
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holding their ground waiting for orders to go forward while bullets
cut them down. Teddy passed his Rough Riders through them, When
he tumed in his saddle to look back, he saw the 9th with grins on
their black faces, charging up the hill behind him. Teddy grinned
back and led them on for the trenches on the top.

Now, there was a jumble. The Rough Riders, the 9th U. 8., and
the 10th U.S. Cavalries were all mixed up together, yelling like ban-
shees or Indians. The minions of Spain were in their prepared posi-
tions. It didn’t take long. Puffing and sweating, the Americans had
taken the crest of Kettle Hill. The enemy had either surrendered or
" run to the harbor of Santiago. .

Over at San Juan Hill, the same thing had happened. The men,
without command, had charged. But when Roosevelt occupied the
crest of Kettle Hill, there was still fighting on San Tuan. So T. R, led
his men southward to the sound of guns. He was too late; when he
got to the trenches of San Juan, they had already betn taken.

It is well not to discount the quality of the Spanish defense. The
enemy in this battle were brave, excellent soldiers. Their marksman-
ship was superb. They fought well to the very end. But they were
running low on ammunition, were outnumbered, and besides, by all
the rules of warfare, these Americans should not have been as reck-
less as they were. They should have retreated from the base of the
hills. No well-trained European continental -amly' in all the world
“could have withstood these screaming wild men, who came on with
the force and speed and fierceness of a band of Indian warriors.

The remnants of the opposing force, those not captured, with-

drew to Santiago. That was as far as they could go. With the U.S.
Fleet bottling up the harbor and the U.S. Army at their backs and all
around them, there could only be one answer—capitulation for the
Spanish. y

With the winning of the Battle of San Juan Hill, the war camé
practically to an end. In August, the peace was signed. The war had
lasted four months. The Americans had won.
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Back in Ft. Duchesne, the telegraph key chattéred. It told of a
fight at San Juan Hill in Cuba. The Rough Riders and the old 9¢h
U.S. Cavalry had distinguished themselves in battle there,

When the papers came, telling the details of the Cuban
encounter, it seemed to those on the Strip és if the fighting had been
done by home town boys. The Strip people threw out their chests
and gloried in what the troops they knew so well had done

Even the revolving Hatchkiss Cannon had been in th;i fray and
l;ad beclome the most storied weapon in the \;rorld. Since there had
ecn only one Hatchkiss i |
Y e ok in all of Cuba, the famous gun had to be the

ane again there was a celebration on the Strip. The papers were
rea.d and re-read. The stories were repeated to every newcomer who
arn'ved. The lamplight faded in the morning sun before the party wés
finished. The boys from the little settlement on no-man’s-land had

won the war, they said. There was as much truth as fiction in it, too
when all was said and done. S
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THE TROOPER’S VALENTINE

In a small cove, in a barren waste, is the Valentine of the
Trooper. It is not known for sure how it came to be there, but it is
easy to make an educated guess, According to the date, the Valentine
was made in 1890 by some ‘Boy in Blue.’ '

The Indian trouble called “The Meeker Massacre’, had occurred
just a few short years before. Twice since then, there had been skir-
mishes along the White River between the settlers and the Utes.
“There was fright and nervousness whenever the Indian bands went
cast to hunt in their ancestral hunting grounds near the upper reaches
of the river. _ ..f, | )

Finally, it was ordered, that the Utes must be kept on their reser-
vation in Uintah Basin and away from their old hunting grounds in
Colorado. This, it was concluded, was the only way further trouble
could be prevented between stockmen and Indians. -

Fort Duchesne, in eastern Utah, was only four years old when a
troop of cavalry rode out one day to keep watch on the Ute bands

leaving the reservation along the age old trails to the east, The

troop’s mission—to turn alf hunting parties back before they reached
the domain of white cattlemen. The cavalry crossad’ Green River at
Quray and proceeded up White River, following the: hunting trails,

The outfit arrived in the proper area and selected & place in the wild

countty, sheltered on all sides from prying eyes and seatching bul-

lets.

On the southern side of the campsite, a high clay butte rises -
from the plain. Stationed on the top of the butte, a man with field -

glasses can see for miles in every direction. No movement by horse-
men, up or down the river, can go undetected from watchful eyes on

the high hill. This was the place sclected by the soldiers for their |

guard duty that day, long ago.
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It is-supposed a constant watch was kept by the troopers from
the crest of the hill. Two men at a time kept the weary vigil by da
and by night. Two hours on and four hours off was the Arrhy sched}:
ule for each man. They probably were there for many days.

B Among the men who spent time on the hill, was one with a see-
1ng.eye and an artistic heart. As he looked down from his aerie, he
_nlotlced a peculiar, natural feature of the terrain. It was a small ele,va-
tion the water and wind had eroded into the "shape of a valentine
heart. Not only was the elevation heart-shaped, but also, around its
edge, was a white border, like paper lace. ’

When the off hours grew long and monotonous, the artistic sol-

dier gathered some small black stones and with these he made an
inscription on the valentine heart. It reads:

TROOP
U.S.C
1890

| Besides being in a secluded area, it is possible to walk by the
inscription without noticing the arrangement of the rocks, conse-
quently few have ever seen the valentine. You must look ﬁ*o;n above
to sec the message the soldier left and the best place to .{fiew it is
from the top of the butte.

Who the trooper was that carefully set these small stones in
place will never be known. He, most likely, has been dead for years
now. But what he made can still be seen. Whatever else he gave to

posterity, it is certain he left a valentine for us on the desert floor,
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HoNEY JOE LEE—SINGING SAM AND

Tue BuLL FROG

Stationed at Ft. Duchesne in the early days was Trdop D, %th
U.S. Cavalry. This was the famous “Blackhorse Troop,” ail black
a coal black horses. In addition to being some of the
rid, Troop D was also showmen who

men mounted 0

best fighting men in the wo
gould sing, step dance and were masters of the drill.on-parade.

Among the men of Troop D, was the Singing Trio. Honcy Joe
Lee, a broad chested, big man like a modern football player. Honey
Joe had, unexpectedly, one of those high, Irish tenor voices. Then
there was the baritone, a medium sized individual with a mouth as
wide as all outdoors, “Singing Sam,” his buddies called him. Last of
all was the “Bullfrog,” tall and thin like a beanpole, but a voice that
seemed to come out of the very bottom of the rain barrel.

When these three men sang together, they brought the house

down with their harmonizing. They knew all the-popular songs of I
the day plus those old favorites that live on from generation to gen-- )

eration. Their audiences would laugh or cry or_pat their feet in-jig
time, depending on the song they sang. Those who heard them used

to say that, asa trio, they were unbeatable, fit to s{ng on any stage, in

any show in the USA.

The fame of Troop D’s singers penetratedffar and wide, even as
far as the “Owl Hoot Trail.” Butch Cassidy, leader of the Wwild
Bunch, the famous outlaw band, sent word to Singing Sam 008 day,

that if his singers would sing the night of the 13th day of May &
Tom Nichols’ saloon on the Strip, he would pay them twenty fiv
dollars apiece in good gold coin of the realm.-Of course, for tha
time and place, the offer was very generous, better than an
ever received because all they ever were paid were the coins throw

The Strip and Fort Duchesne 207

at their feet while the show was playing. Singing Sam sent

back that the singing troopers of Troop D would be at th o
requested on the night designated. ' e

Now, the trouble was, that when the daily roster wés posted i

the barracks, the trio had drawn guard duty for May 13th, Hon y
Joe, $mn, and the Bullfrog had trouble, but somehow they zllrran ez
su‘bstltutes to take their place so they could keep their a ointmge ’
with the Wild Bunch, but they didn’t tell the sergeant orptlljle oi’ﬁent
of the day. This, they thought, might give Butcfl’s plans away so t;ei
someone would arrest him, When the time came, the three soldiejs

+ slipped out of the post and hired themselves to the'pleasure palace

up the road a ways. :
The corporal and the sergeant of the guard penctrated the why

- and the wherefore of the ruse long before the night was through and

to save the stripes upon their sleeves, they had no alternative b
report the whole affair to the C.O. e
The C.0. was an understanding man it seems, because for some
reason he couldn’t find a detail to go immediately to retrieve th
elrra.nt soldiers. Finally, sometime after midnight he sent one m )
ride to the Strip and arrest all AWOL troopers. | "
.SO the soldiers trio got to sing ‘for Butch—sometimes songs of
thfj‘lt' own selection but always the songs that were requested b thé
Wild Bunch. Out of all the pieces that were asked for that ni hi/ th
only one they didn’t know was ‘Come, Come Ye .Saints.’ Tiisawa:

thle only one that Butch himself had selected. It is a puzzle to answer
why Butch should want to hear that favorite old Mormon hymn, but

it must have been because as the boy, LeRoy Parker, he had heard

t in i
he hymn many times and it brought back sweet memories.

Out of the night came the man the C.0. had sent to take into cus-

tod raying soldi

Ak(:l y the straying soldiers. The whole thing was over before Butch
. . ‘
w what was going on, so he never had the chance to pay his debt.

I
n the next day or two, Butch ran into Jim Sprouse. Jim was on
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his way to deliver a load of grain for the army mounts at Ft.
Duchesne, so Butch explained the situation and said, “Here, Jim, is
seventy-five dollars. Find Singing Sam and giveitto him.”

When Jim got to the post, he found that Honey Joe, Singing
Sam, and the Bullfrog had drawn stable duty for the singing episode
at Tom Nichols’ the night the Wild Bunch were there. The grain was
" to be unloaded at a granary near the stables, so S_ihging Sam, along,
with his cohorts, were not hard to find. Jim dropped the proper
amount of gold coins into the hand of each siné,e‘r, then he asked,
““Do you know who sent you this money?” Singing Sam replied, “Oh
sure, suh. We surmise it come from that honest outlaw, Butch
Cassidy.”' _ ' , .

As he finished the story, Jim remarked, “In spite of the fort that
Butch held up, and the pank and railroads he robbed, still, he was an
honest man. Don’t you see?” :

Jim Sprouse, who in the early days was a freighter on the old
Nine Mile Road, spent the last days of his lifc in Roosevelt, Utah.
Although Jim was nev'e_r an outlaw and lived a long, law abiding life,

nevertheless, he met and became a personal friend of Butch Cassidy,

the famed leader of the Wild Bunch. ,

One time Jim remarked in-a group of younger friends around the
coffee table, that Butch was one of the most honest men he had ever
known. Naturally this statement was the cause of a gre-at deal of
laughter'because most of the men in hearing distance thought that

Jim was joking. But, Jim wasn’t joking, he was serious and to prove

his point he launched into this story which came from his first hand -

knowledge of the kind of man Butch Cassidy really was. The tale is -

not in Jim’s words but is the way he told it in substance.

.

The Strip and Fort Duchesne 209

WONG SING

Eastern Utah is a country filied with legends. There are stori
tolfl of trappers, traders, outlaw gangs, gunmen, lawmen, Indi .
Chiefs, cattle barons, troopers dressed in blue, I‘icf,l men po’or mez;n
beggar men and thieves. And not the least of the legend; is about a
man from China named Wong Sing,. 2

Just .this side of a lane bordering on a desert of the Ute Indian
Reservation was the establishment of ‘The Chinaman.” Wong Sin
was the main cog of the wheel. His affability, gencrosity fa.irr.le&ég
and absolute honesty, coupled with a strange business acunlen madej
Wong Sing’s store into one of the most lucrative bus.inesses’in the
?Jvhole of Uintah Basin. It’s a mystery still how a man with a place
isolated from the main highways, and all the citics and towns, [c):oulc;

develop an institution so successful. And therein lies the tale

When [ first walked into that store, I was just a small boy. The
two things I remember most were the smiling man b'eh.i:cll the
counter with a cigar in his mouth, and the smell; there was the scent
of new leather from the hamesses, saddles and bridles mingled with
th.e odor of spices, coffee, bolts of cloth, peanuts and candy. Fo
kid from the deserts, the whole was a very pleasant odor. e
| When I first knew the place, there were two Chinese men work-
ing there. Wong Wee, the elder, and Wong Sing, the younger. The
one a nephew of the other. Wong Wing, another Chinese camt; at
later date after the retirement and death of Wong Wee, ’ ’

From time to time, after my first visit, I was at the store at vari-

: o:ls intervals. Then, in the 1920’s, I was at the place of business
- almost every day and the Chinaman and I came to be good friends.

To r'nost, [ suppose Wong Wee, Wong Sing and Wong Wing
cre enigmatic Orientals, reticent about most subjects except when
hey talked business. There were few, as was the “Westem Way,’
ho questioned them about their background or théir past. "
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When I first was in college, I was young, brash and bold, I
guess. I had taken a ¢lass in Chinese philosophy from Dr. Thomas at
the Umvers1ty of Utah, so I began to ask questions of Wong Sing
about his life. Surprisingly, he talked, in fact he seemed pleased to
think [ was interested. So ‘he answered all my questions and volun-
teered other information. Adding what he told me to what the white
people and the Indians knew about h1m I came up with a rough pic-
ture of this Chinese man and his story.

Wong Sing began life in Canton, China. His- famxly were not
coolies (unskilled laborers), but were of the merchant class. He
ranked next to the Mandarins. Except for the big farmers who owned
their land, everyone else was below him. In Chinese, the surname
comes first then the given name. This meant that Wong Wee, Wong
Sing and Wong Wing were members of the numérous Wong family,
A pame to be reckoned with in China. : -

Being a Wong, and a merchant’s son, didn’t mean that he could
take it easy. He started school so early he couldn’t remember his age
when he began to study. Endlessly, he poured over his subjects,
Jearning to read and calculate. He said he still us‘e‘,\c_l‘the Chinese
method of bookkeeping because he believed it was a more accurate
method than bookkeeping in the West. :

Canton was the city doing the most business w1th the West
. There were English, German, French, Americans and other foreign-
ers in Canton. These people used the money of thelr own countries
when they went shopping. Therefore, Wong Smg had to figure
instantly the rate of exchange for all the currencies. “Pretty hard,” he |
said, “pretty hard!” |

Wong Wee came to America first. He was at the building of the

Central Pacific railroad. That company shipped in thousands of
Chinese direct from China to do the back breakmg ‘labor of laying
the railroad. Wong Wee, however, did not work as a coolie. He ran 2
shake-down restaurant at the various rail settlements.

When the Central Pacific and the Union Pacific railroads met &
- A Wene

P o,
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Wee ran a restaurant in Green River, Wyoming,

From Wyoming, Wong Wee sent home for Wong Sing and .
offered him a junior partnershlp in his business. Wong Sing, who

- was then in Hong Kong, came.

There was trouble in China, mostly duc to the beginnings of the

- Boxer Rebellion against the ‘Foreign Devils.” So Wong Sing’s folks

transferred their interests to Hong Kong, running a warchouse where
goods were stored going into and out of Chin'a. Hong Kong was a
British Crown Colony and things were more stable there.

News trickled back to China of the great land of America where
pure gold could be found in the streams or picked with hand tools
out of the ledges. So when Wong Wee sent for Wong Sing offering
him a junior partnership in his business, Wong Sing sailed as a cabin
boy on a freight boat from China. _

Arriving in Wyoming, Wong Sing found things had gotten rough
for the “Yeller Chinese.” In the coal mines of Rock Springs and
everywhere they went, the coolies worked too long for too little pay.
If they could feed and clothe themselves and save ten cents a day,
they belicved they were in clover. If they could save a dollar a day,

they believed they were getting rich. The white men, even the Irish,
couldn’t compete with the frugality of the Chinese, so they resented
them first and then began to harass them.

This was the situation Wong Sing faced when he arrived to help
Wong Wee. Although Wong Sing adapted fast, putting on American
clothes and cutting his que, still the white men continued their perse-

- cutions, You see, most authorities never helped a Chinese in trouble.

They just laughed and said, “Hell, he’s only a Chink.”

On the military posts, things were different. Some of the officers
and men had served in China. They respected the Chinese people,
On the posts, the Chinese could get along pretty well if they could
find something to do, Wong Sing and Wong Wee moved to a mili-
tary post and started a cafe, really.a small bar, in the post canteen.

There wasn't enough work for both in the eating place so Wong Sing
Worked at add imbie amed cmomBid od oo tol al o330
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Wong Sing was a good gamblef_, probably as good as most pro-
fessionals. He claimed lots of fuck, but lots of rapid calculations,
t00. You have to know the odds of making a hand like a full house, a
straight, a flush, etc., in a four, a five, or a six handed game. “Keep
your head down and think,” he said, “Sometimes I loose, most of the
time I win a little in a game.” -

When Captain Randlett was ordered to Ft. Duchesng in the
Uintah Basin, he brought Wong Sing with him as a houseboy. Sing
said they came to Ft. Duchesne from the Colorado side, through
Mecker and Craig and by teams with cavalry escort to Ft. Duchesne.
They arrived in the Uintah Basin in the summer of 1894,

In Ft. Duchesne, the cavalry was black men, the infantry was
white men, and there were Ute Indians. Race didn’t mean too much

e

so evervbody got along well together.
After Wong Sing arrived in the Uintah Basin, he looked the land
over. He wrote to Wong Wee who sold his restaurant in Green River
and moved to Ft. Duchesne. _ _
What was the mix that made the magic of Wong Sing’s success?
Never in his history did be hold a special sale. He never used any
gimmicks. A fair sale of goods at a fair price in accordance with its

quality was his motto. He didn’t sell you things just to make money. - -

He sold it to you for your satisfaction. Nor did 1t matter who you
werc— Black, Indian or White— it was all the same. The quality
was good and the price was right, Always you got, exactly what you

paid for. His reputation for honesty was so great among the residents
of the “Basin” that he became a lay-word. Many times you'd hear,”

“Why man, he is as honest as Wong Sing.”

Being Chinese, there were strangers who would try to con Wong
Sing. That was a great mistake because in the end those men wound

up looking very foolish. His mind was like a steel trap and when he

sprung it someone’s head would roll. It is no wonder that people.
came from near and far to trade with him. Wong Sing, the honest:

merchant from China.
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NU-PAH-GATH-TI-KET

(BOTTLE HoLLow)

The wagon road winds over the red hill, down the leaning slope |
across the small valley and enters a narrow defile known as ‘Bofil ,
Holiow.’ This natural causeway cuts through ésmall low mesa fi X
a valley in the west to the Uintah River bottoms to ﬂ;e east. It ii* (:rcljin
;bout.a quarter of a mile long. Where it spreads onto the' plainsg );‘
the Uintah, stands old Fort Duchesne. | i

The little pass got its name from the ‘Boys in Blue.” The enlisted
men at Fort Duchesne were not allowed to bring hard l‘iquor ont tfx

- post. These soldiers were hard-bitten men to whom whiskey w. i I:he
staff of life. They had to drink somewhere. The hollow nzxt :cf th:
post, was a good place to cache ‘red eye,’ and to dn’nk; it. As time
went by, the “dead soldiers,” accumulated at this drinking place until
there were hundreds. So the passageway came to be know
‘Bottle Hollow.” ' o
It is hard to realize now, driving the old road, that this was one
the track of empire. In days gone by, this was a segment of the m 'e
road carrying all the traffic between ‘The Qutside.” and the [?cz
Reservation, Fort Duchesne, and the entire Uintah -Ba;sin A mile o
) tlo the north rumbles modern Highway 40, and what W.ELS once th«:
zzl?l;str.eam lies almost forgotten; wrapped in its aura of bygone
- ;TZ: c;tlre ;nan}f stories about thi.s place. Most of them have been
o mbo of yesterdays. But if they could be found and writ-
,Tley would add many pages to the colorful history of the West.
- ];eoiz;rr::vlpass is a hzulmting place because of its tongueless
o ength the pamtefi warriors of the Utes once rode,
cathered head-dresses waving in the breeze, Along this way
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flew the maroon and white pennant p.roud,--With the big red “7” on its
centerpicce, and the regimental band played the war song, “Garry
Owen,” as the legendary “Seventh U.S. Cavalry” of “Littie Big Horn®
fame came riding here long ago. It was under the command of
Captain Benteen. He was a man whom Western history will never
forget, for he extricated himself and his command from the Massacre
of ‘Yellow Hair,” on the distant river of the ‘Greasy Grass’ in
Montana. | ' b

The heavy-laden freight outfits creaked and groaned in the deep,
rutted wheel tracks of this road. The stagecoach jingled and jostled,

-carrying its mail and passengers through this ﬁass, to places far
away.

After “The Opening,” the homesteaders came with their wives
and children and milk cows. All traveled down the hollow on their
way to the ‘Land Office’ in Vernal. N

Today, the old road can still be traveled. The rocks sfill lie on the

hillsides to throw back echoes, as they did in times gone by. But one

day soon, the wheels of progress will make one more turn. And what
was, will fade into oblivion. Then, a much needed Utg Indian Project

called Nu-pah-gath-ti-ket, meaning Indian Lake, will begin. Bottle -

Hollow will be dammed. The defile and the valley behind it will fill
with water, Never again will things be the same; the bulldozers and
heavy equipment will change the old things into new——uncovered

and moved and drowned. Once again, an old landmark will pass,

with its ghosts, into the past. Only the memories of it will live on,
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OUTLAW STORIES

THE OUTLAW CITY

It 1's hard to reach the old outlaw town in a canyon of the
Bookcliff Mountains. There never was a wagon road éo you can

only get to it by leaving your vehicle by a big, brown ledge and

| walking the rest of the distance along a deep-worn packhorse trail

When y01‘1 get to the village, you will find it one of the most
lonely places in the world, for it is forlorn and deserted now, and has
been for many a year. Isolation has saved most of the buildi;lgs from
the usual vandalism, but nevertheless, they are slowly falling down
frorrll t]he ravages of time. In addition, beavers have damned the
creek ite i
disimegc:::ilo :leow and tumed the site 1nfo a swamp which helps the

As you explore the houses one by one, you recall th.e stories the
old men tell about this place and about the people who lived here
Part of the tales deal with the famous outlaw band, “The Wilci
Bunch”, who as the years went by, rode into legend zu;d became a
part of our Western folklore. ' |

For this is Webster City, named by its owners when it was first

built, way back before the tun of the century. It was not meant to be

an outlaw town at all; it was built to be the headquarters of the

Webster Cattle Company, an English syndicate, bent on making

mon "
ey out of western land and cattle. As ranches go, it was a nice

place considering its time and setting.

Out in what used to be a beautiful, grassy, meadow stood the

~ by . 1
. bunkhouse. It was not the usual type of one, big room dormitory, it

ag it i
partitioned off into smaller rooms, each with an outside
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_entrance. Along the north side was the kitchen and dining room. It

was so elegant, the cowboys called it, “The Webster City Hotel.”

Scattered on the hillside to the east, in no particular order, were
cabins. These were used by the married cowpokes who brought their
families to live with them in town. '

The heart of Webster City stood under the western wall of the
canyon. It was a combination store, saloon, card room and entertain-
ment center called “The Commissary”. It was here that dances were
held and holidays were celebrated. One time; it even doubled as a
school: the kids, all with cowboy boots on, pegged across the mead-

-ow at the twinkle of the bell. But the teacher, to everyone’s constet-

nation, forbid the wearing of spurs in the classroom leaving the
boys and some of the girls feeling partly naked. There was too much
hooky so the school finally closed down. ~
Of late years, someone wanted the logs in"the old Commissary
walls so they jerked them out with lariat ropes letting everything
come tumbling down. There is nothing left but a nasty pile of rubble.
The outlaw stories began in the early 1890 s. Three strangers

rode into Webster City. Their horses were superb their clothes were

new. It took only a glance to tell that these were not the usual run of
cowboys. They hitched their horses to the rail and strode into the
Commissary. “Can we buy a drink in here?” they asked. “Where is

the boss of this outfit?”

A man in charge of the place passed out a bottle and glasses as

he replied, “Mr. Fullerton, the boss, has been gone since early this

moming. He’ll be showing up pretty soon and when he does, he’ Il _

stop here for a drink before supper. If you want to se¢ him, take a
chair. This is as good a place as any to wait.”

The three men sat down and waited, After awhlle “Mr, Fullerton .

came in, angry as a pestered nest of hornets.

“That damned Cassidy Gang is stealing ali our cattle. They don’t

drive them off by ones or twos. They drive them off in bunches,” he
hollered to no one-in particular and everyone in general,

Outlm_v Stories 217

Mr. Fullerton,” one of the strangers replied, “from what I hear

- the Cassidy Bunch don’t go in for cattle rustling; they like bigger

game. What you've got is a mess of two-bit cow thieves. Thev ¢
to be easy to get rid of.” - ey oue

“Well, I dunno,” Fullerton replied. “Maybe you’re right. But m
boys are just ordinary, ha.rdworkmg, cowhands. They’re no matci
for a bunch of gun-slinging outlaws. So we’ll have to wait for the
sheriff, if we don’t go broke in the meantime.”

Grinning, the stranger said, “Ah, those rustlers ain’t so mean
My partners and I would like a job with your outfit to tide us ovell'
i(;l;’the winter; maybe we can help you with your rustlers. How about
it?

Fullerton looked the speaker and his companions over and
sf.:emed to like what he saw because he answered, “all right, you're
hired. Feed your horses at the corral and come up to the h’otel for
supper,” |

| The three strangers worked for the: Webster Company all that
winter. And although there was no shooting, no killing or even a
confrontation with the rustlers, that anyone knew about, the. cow
stealing ceased immediately. ,

In the spring, the three men drew their time and rode éway. As
they were leaving, Fullerton told them, “If you know other men like
you, needing work, send them around. I’ll give them a job mﬁime= ”

‘ One of the men replied, “I'll do that. So if 2 man says to yo-u
Butch sent me’, hire him. He’ll be a damn good man.” ,

Later that summer Billy Preece, the sheriff of Uintah County
ai:ld_a Pinkerton man showed up at Webster City. After supper that
night, as they sat in the Commissary, the Pinkerton man asked

“Have any of you seen any of these men lately?” ’

The man produced several sketches and photographs “We’d like

to pick up their trail,” he added.

Sure, we all know these three,” a more talkative man replied.
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“They worked here all last winter but they 're gone now. Why? Who
arc they?” he asked as he picked out three of the pictures.

“Well, this one is Butch Cassidy. This is Elza Lay. And this one
is Harry Longabaugh. They are the most wanted men in the USA”
the Pinkerton man answered.

Struck dumb and half unbelieving,
the table sat silent. It was apparent that if any of them knew where
omrades were, they were not saying anything

the rest of the men around

their erstwhile ¢
about it.

And after that, in spite of the fac
. “Butch” was the outlaw Cassidy, whenever a man showed up asking
for a job at Webster City and said, “Butch sent me”, invariably he
was hired. They said it was good rustler insurance.

One by ong, you can

t that everyone knew that

ong ti
humorous, smiling leader; Elza Lay, the brainy, ¢
bower, Harry Longabaugh, th
hand bower; Harvey Logan, the hot tempere
during his time, probably the fastest gun in the
George Curry, the big, sly fox wi
good natured, expert rifleman; and Tom Dilly,
How many lesser lights there were, nobody will ev
they all used aliases like Brown and Smith and Jones.

Although Webster City was always law abidi_ng, most of its men
being hard working,
outlaw haven, This is why
the Bookeliffs”.

Knowing this much of the story, as you wander 1
do you wonder what was the fate of those notorious men who

gpurs once jingled, jangled across the
Hotel? Well, it is reported, though some deny it, that Butc
was shot to death in San Vincente, Bolivia, South America. Har

Longabaugh cashed in his checks with Butch

tick off the better known bandits, who, at

me or another, worked at Webster City: Butch Cassidy, the
ducated, right hand

¢ Sundance Kid, the cool, quiet, left
d, Cherokee gunslinger,
West; Flatnose

th the funny nose; Will Carver, the:
the tall, lean Texan. -
er know because

honest cowboys, still it came to be known as an.
most men call it, “The Outlaw Town of.

n Webster City;

floor of the old Webster City &
h Cassidy;

at the same time and
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place. Harvey Logan shot himself in preference to surrender wh
pos‘se had him cornered near Parachute, Colorado. Harve Tilea
buned'near another famous gunman, Doc Holliday, of Tombyston:
fz@e, in Glenwood Springs, Colorado. Flatnose George Cu
killed by a sheriff’s bullet down on Green River at the mzzmwai‘
Range Creek. Will Carver ended his carcer in Texas, .trying to beatoa
Ia?wman who had the drop on him. Tom Dilly, the tall, lean Texan
disappeared completely after the shoot-out in Jf\;vhich Sht;riff Tyler of
Moab was. killed at the head of Rattlesnake Canyon; what h#i/s er?d
wias, rer.nams a mystery to this day. Only Elza Lay is known to have
died with his boots off down in California, after he had turned
respectable and had gone straight for many years. ' -
As it is today, Webster City with all its colorful days behind it is
a ghostly place to walk by day and at night, positively hauntin
When the sun goes down behind the hill, a thin mist arises from thge
swampy floor of the canyon, causing the crumbling buildings to
appear dim, like wraiths in the pale moon’s shimmering glow. From
| far away, the night birds call and the coyotes howl in the di;;tance
Near at hand, the long grass whispers as the night breeze stirs and

there is mourning when the wi ;
nd blows thr he chi
cabins, F Ol_lgh the chinks of the

‘ In an atmosphere like this, one comes to the realization that this
Vfll‘ag.e belongs to yesterday and the men of the many legends. T
\ilS’lt it now, although interesting, is a visit with an apparition lth ?:
lived at a lively pace a long, long time ago and died with the m X
- who made it. It is the ghostliest ghost town in the West, "

]

MI:(::ZSI“REHIOW ,t-’hat as .Pearl Baker says, Elza Lay’s correct given
s becauszey ,but 1 plrefer to use the name he used himself,
k__new s ie,hl'm; on‘Iy did h.e prefer it, it is the name everyone

.cROy Park); nf 1sB1fet1me. Us'mg Elzey 1s the same as using Robert
o er t ;r .utch Cassidy. In either case, the correct name
! e glitter from the legend.




220 Tales from Indian Country

THE WILD BUNCH

There are few in the United States who_havern’t heard of that leg-

endary band of outlaws known a
ally known where the name came from. It is generally

: boys came to town, their rambune-

tious conduct gave rise to the wild bunch sobriquet. But, undoubted-

ly, while they probably had a good time at the places they visited,

aws were not exceedingly riotous,

Note the general reputation of the most famous members of the

band: Butch Cassidy, the leader, light drinke_r and always a gentle-
oducated, refined and cultured: Harry Longabaugh
but quiet and a little retiring; Harvey
Logan, tacitum and surly; Matt Warner, merrf and gay, but never too
£ar out of the way. Going one by one, through the whole group of the
of the band, it is doubtful if wild actions at a
re given by. coffimon USage.

many have re
accepted that one time, when the

_still, from all accounts, the outl

man; Elza Lay,
(The Sundance Kid) steady,

accepted members
party added up to the name they we

All my life, except while back €
Uintah Basin of eastern Utah. My grandfathér, my father, my moth-
ong the carly settlers of the Rasin,

er, and two of my uncles were am
‘The Opening’, when the Ute

They lived here long before
Reservation was thrown open to white
dad was the last foreman of the old St. Louis Gilso
Gusher, Utah, when they clc_)sed i
the Black Dragon Mine in Evacuation Canyon.
In the Uintah Basin aimost every member
was well known, and ever s
to the fire and listen, I have heard stories tol

when ‘The Wild Bunch’ were at the height of their

ome of the real and reputed mem
ay, and Hen

glory. In my ti

I knew personally s
famous old outlaw band. I knew Matt Warner, Eiza L

s “The Wild Bunch’. But not as

ast to school, I have lived in the

settlement in 1905-06, My
nite Mine east of

t in 1904 and moved operations to-

of the bandit outfit

ince I was big enough to toddle over next:
d of those wild old days:

bers of the;
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(Hen) L v
F(R)]ivgr ee{i I also knew Jim Sprouse, William Donaldson. Joe
CaSSid;[ :nnd llranyhoﬂlers who were on first name terms with ];utch
is cohorts. I have talked to all |
. . of these men at one ti
t:)r tz;:other. In this year of 1969, I am about as much of an Old t'lme
. | ' =t1mer
the 01; pla;rt c;f Utah as anyone is apt to find still alive, My version of
,b : ? of the name, “The Wild _Bunch",_ as applied to the storied
anI o .(;utlaws; does not agree with anything yet written
S . e . '
. thea‘; ‘l';obmy dad one day, “Dad, how did Butch Cassidy’s gang
et e i o l;nch name?” He answered, “They were so much like a
of wild horses the people j i
. ple just started calling them “The Wild

At the t1 1 didn’t gt the poi
e ttme, [ didn’t get the point, but, later on, not long before

“he di
¢ died, the famous, old, westerm character, Hen Lee dropped into

:r);i oiftic? G:f)dh’ave:- me do some legal business for him. He put me
) g L idn t know Hen when he first came in, but I wasn’t |

n getting acquainted with him, because he said, with a grin, “If o
are half as good a man as your father was - and 1 knO\f U a y’ou
you’re a good enough lawye'r for me.” o

[ asked, “Who the devil are you?”

couielgl:;r;nfl;lda;lc: I:cc:lplled, ‘fl’m Hen Lee, ever heard of me?” Of
N Ia; l.lsoci With that gr%zzled old man sitting across
ot b the,e la ; all the.appomtments off and went into a
ok o o o :eyhaa;ys of Uintah Basin. Old Hen held nothing
et ud to talk, and I still have the notes I made

One- thi
ne thing I asked Hen was, “How did Cassidy’s men get the

: name of “The Wild Bunch’? Do you know?”

:nof c » ' y
N wero;:se I know,” Hen replied. “You see, in the early days
ere thousands of wild horses roami
oaming all over the ¢
43 common for the tam jui e
e horses to quit civilizati
o . . ation and roam the
o l‘kgih with the wild horses. Sometimes a man would ask some
1 . 13 ] : i
¢ this, “Joe, where's that little bay mare, Delly, you used to
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have?” Joe would answer, “Oh, she ran off and is out on the desert

running with the wild bunch.” Wild horses generally were known as -

the wild bunch.

“Along about that same time,” Hen said, “there was a lot of
young fellahs who thought Cassidy and his outfit was tops. These
kids liked to copy the outlaws. Once in a while, a young kid, carry-
ing on like that, got the law on his tail. When this happened, the cul-
prit took off to join the wide-loopers and long- -riders. The people
used to say, ‘Billy Jones is running with the wild bunch.” Once all
the men riding outside the law were said to be runnmg with the wild
_bunch. In time, the newspapers and others, applled the name to the
Cassidy gang alone.”

After Hen told me this, I checked and re- checked the origin of
the name with other Old-timers who had the background to know.
Invariably, these people agreed with what Hen Lee had said.

Hank Stewart, my uncle, a ferryman on the Green River, below
Ouray for many years said, “Yes, that’s how Butch’s crew got their

name. Those outlaws were just like a bunch of wild horses. They ran
free, without a rope, a mark or a brand on “em. They were here today

and gone tomorrow. The outlaws resembled a bunch of wild horses -

5o much the wild horse name was hung on ‘em and it fit ‘em to a tee.
‘Both wild horses and wild men preferred the same way of life, even
if they had to run like sixty to keep from getting caught.”

The bandits themselves never knew what the people called them
until they read it in the papers after some of their escapades. It was a
label applied to all outlaws by common usage until the newspapers
stuck it onto Butch and his men specifically.

Thus it was, that the parallel between wild horses and their
human counterparts, gave rise to an appellatlon now- grown famous
in the annals of the west.
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THE BAFFLED AMBUSCADE

. For years, the outlaw band known as “The .Wild Bunch” héd
ridden rampant over the West. These bandit riders, under Butch

Cassidy’s leadership, had never failed to make their play, grab the

loot and successfully make their ‘getaway. Such exploits as the
Castlegate Payroll Robbery, had put Butch aﬂd his gang at the head
_of tl?e outlaw list and their successes raised them to the status of
Muiieta, the James Boys, and the Daltons, famous names of former
days.

But, while their successes were'widely known, their one big fail-
ure, never reached the public ear. The attempt that failed was sur-
rounded with peculiar circumstances which were almost wholly
within the ken of the perpetrators of the attempt None of them
divulged the facts until years had passed.

In the carly spring of 1898, Butch Cassidy, Elza Lay and Harry
Longabaugh (the Sundance Kid) were riding from Robber’s Roost in
southern Utah to the Hole-In-The-Wall in Wyoming. They camped
one night at an out-of-the-way spring in the Bookcliff mountains of
eastern Utah.? After supper, when the chores were done. they sat
flround the campfire talking before they spread their blanke;ts to tumn
in for the night.

Suddenly, from up the trail, they heard the sound of approaching

~ horses. Instantly, all three men pulled their guns and stepped into the

shadows. There was a friendly hail from out of the darkness and

5 three men rode into the light. They were Bill Carver’, Ben Kilpatrick

and a kid about nineteen years old who called himself Johnny

McVey !

. Bill and Ben were known to Cassidy; they had been with the
etch}lm gang in Arizona and New Mexico and had used the Roost.

as a hideout while the heat cooled on their back trail. Johnny McVey
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7 i i i ircle
was a stranger, but his companions gave him entry to the Inner ¢l |

st

f the outlaw band. : | _ )
’ After they had unsaddled and hobbled their horses, the newcom

ers came to the fire and a discussion'bega_n abc?ut the next robber;,;
the outlaws should pull. In the circle of the ﬁrehglll-t sat the cil;eamto.
the bandit riders: Butch Cassidy, himself, a keen Judge of ¢ ’ara;:llelt:
and a mind with the speed of a steel trap; Elza Lay, Butchhs c\;N 1‘;3d
lieutenant, highly intelligent, cool and calm, the planner for the Wi

Bunch; Bill Carver, pleasant, quiet-spoken, experienced and deadly; -

preferring a rifle to a pistol in almost any circulmstance, Wl’th Spi?d

-and accuracy almost beyond belief, Harry Longibau.gh, gulet, re 1;:
ing, sometimes moody and taciturn, but fast a:nd efficient 1;1 an e.:n];een
gency, the kind of man t0 have siding you 1n ng.y _show owna,d "
Kilpatrick, could shoot with the best, never egq;table, t-oo‘rc-; hy
draw blood sometimes, but Cassidy could coPt'rol hlm(i Co nr:ly
McVey, young, inexpetienced, but he had @e me_lklfngs, an .dassl: az
seemed to like him. Around the fire that night, -Butgh Casm y
the proper men for any difficult job anywhere.

It was eatly in the year and still w'mte;r in the mountains, Non‘e _.
of the men were anxious to quit the warmth of the blaze for their

scanty bedrolls. With blankets around their shoulders, they sat by th:l
fire and talked far into the night. All were getting low on cash an

they covered, one by one, the possibilities of a tiOb that would bring

plenty of loot to fill their empty pockets.

P . n" >
Out in Uintah Basin of castern Utah, was the Ute Im.ilail
2% ] ' . lve
Reservation. Once a month on “Issue Day”, the Indians were §

food and cash, They drew a stipulated amoﬁ.nt for every IIr)\an
| : i o
woman, child and dog in a family. The money was sent in from 1l

ilt “Nine Mile Road”.
over the army-built “Nine Mile .
On the Uintah River, within the borders of the Ute Reservatio:

' - sol
was Ft. Duchesne, a U.S. Military post. Once each month the sol
dicrs were paid in gold and silver.
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Usually, the Indian annuity and the army payroll came together,
both were sent by rail from Salt Lake City to Price, Utah. At Price,
the cavalry from Ft. Duchesne met the paymaster and escorted him
to the post. It was ninety some odd miles from the rails to the Fort.
The road ran most of the way through a wildemess of mountains and
desert, devoid of towns or human habitation. The Wild Bunch, for
years, had known of the payrolls, but, had never seriously thought of
a stickup. The bandits knew that stealing from private outfits was
one thing; hijacking government funds. especially army funds, at
gun point, was another. So the money had passed without harm or
hindrance, to its scheduled destination.®

Over the years, the commanders of Ft. Duchesne and the Indian
Agency officials, were well aware of the Wild Bunch activity and
had been lax in handling the large sums involved in the two paydays.
Always the cavalry escort was at the train to meet the paymaster and
in addition, various ruses were used from time to time to keep possi-
ble robbers guessing. Sometimes the paymaster rode the stage in
civilian clothes, posing ‘as a ‘drummer’; sometimes he traveled by
private rig. In either event, the ambulance and escort were on the
road as a decoy. But most of the time the paymaster, the money, and
the escort journcyed together, The escort detail usually consisted of
cight enlisted men, an ambulance, a driver, the pdymaster and one
line officer—eleven men in ali.

Elza Lay, having lived at the Strip, adjoining the post, before he

took the outlaw trail°, knew all the particulars concerning the transit
of the government money. Cassidy and Lay had discussed the situa-
tion many times before, but they had never planhed to pull a holdup,
At the camp in the Bookcliffs that night, however, when somcbody
“brought the subject up, they talked about it again, and the more they

lked, the more feasible a successful hijacking appeared.
There were problems to be solved, but these didn't seem to be
Surmountable. Every man at the camp knew that the troopers of
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the escort, had been tempered in the Indian wars of the American
Frontier: a surprise would not be sufficient to make an easy mark of
the soldiers. This must be an ambush and a massacre. Every man in
the escort detail would have to be killed so fast they wouldn’t know
what was happening to them. It was possible to get more outlaws to
help, but, if you cut a pie into too many picces, there isn’t a very big
hunk per man. Butch would send for Harvey Logan, but except for
him, the six men present would have to do the job.

Harvey Logan (Kid Curry) was the top pistoleer of the Wild
Bunch. It is probable that he was the fastest gun in the West during
the heyday of his outlaw years. Harvey had blinding speed and pin-
point accuracy with a handgun; an addiction, he loved a gunfight. In
most instances, Cassidy was reluctant to use Logan, because Harvey
had a wicked temper and a speedy trigger finger. But for a job like
this, the quarter-breed Cherokee gunman was tailor made for the
task. Therefore, Butch wanted Harvey in on the deal.

Tt seems strange that Butch Cassidy and Elza Lay, neither of
whom had killed a man up to this time; who had 'é\lways argued that

bloodshed was not necessary, should all of a sudden, plan a murder-

ous attack from ambush like this army payroll, caper. But, the news-

papers had begun to print bad stories about Butch and his cohorts,

calling them every printable bad name in the dictionary, including

“Homicidal maniacs”, and “blood-thirsty”, and Cassidy was angry.

If he was going to have the fame, Butch figured, he might as well
* have the game. '

At dawn the next morning, the camp was astir and ovef th
breakfast fire, the holdup decision was definitely made.

Cassidy sent Longabaugh to the Roost to get Logan, while
and the rest of them, tock the Tabbyogg Trail to the Rock Dugo
above Nine Mile Canyon on the mesas, the closest outlaw haven
the army road to Ft. Duchesne. On the way, the outlaws rode close
“The Wells’, a stopping place and station for travelers and the stag
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Mc.Vey ‘was sent for more grub and ammunition, while the others
walte.d in a place that was well concealed. As evening came, th
rode into the hideout that Butch had designated as the rendez’vo .
Here they would wait until the payload came from Price "
| .About three quarters of the way down Nine Mile ‘Canyon th
l.'mhtary road from Price tumns north up Gate Canyon. Gate Cat; or(j
is a nanfox‘v, twisting defile; its lower reaches is a causeway 1edgezl/ in
on both sides. In these ‘narrows’, there are two ways to go for m
?n horseback, up or down, for horses cannot climb the ledges 'I‘hee:':
is a place in the narrows, where the canyon, as you ascend i.t runs -
east about three hundred yards, swings around a point and a,,lm j;
doybling back upon itself, runs west about three hundred yards T‘;Se
plomt, around which the canyon swings, is the end of a low lled
ridge which thrusts out from the mountainside into the ca,nyc;n Tiz
crest Of. this elevation can only be reached back where it meet‘s the
Tnountam and its top has many rocks and nooks that make good hid-
ing places for a man. The breadth of the out-thrust is such that a man

: on . :
top can move from one side to the other in a matter of seconds

Elza Lay, early one evening, rode the narrows of Gate Canyon
When he came to the long, low ridge, he inspected every detail of it-
'Il'hen he built a rock monument out of the way, but easily seen on th .
right hand side _of the road. This was the spot Lay picked for he
ambush of the paymaster. o

That night, when Elza got back to the hideout, he explained the

tgctics the bandits would use in the ambuscade. Cassidy, Lay, Logan
tharver and Longabaugh, would lie in wait on top of the ridge. Wher;
¢ army cavalcade reached the point, the outlaws would fire simul-

a;leousiy at their targets. Since troopers, in a body, rode in columns
Ol::;:n?:;};s?:i; \f\rog}lld h'ave his assignment according to the
e PO I.I;.t e‘lme. Carver would shoot the officer in
o the © fen riding in the ambulance; Butch would take the

pers. Lay the second pair; Longabaugh the third pair;
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and Logan the fourth pair. The mules drawing the ambulance must
be killed, too, otherwise they might run off with the booty before the
brigands could get to them, but this would be after the soldiers were
all doWn.-Lay calculated the shooting should all be over in a few

seconds.

The troopers, When the.ﬁn'ng commenced, could only go up or |

down the road. Either way, they would have to ride three hundred

yards to gain cover. With these marksmen above them, not a soldiér

would come out alive. _ o :

The horses could not be taken on the hill with the attackers.
-Thcy must be concealed close by. Kilpatrick would be in charge of
the horses, and at the sound of the first shot, he would come larrup-

~ ing down with the mounts. He should arrive at the scene at about the

same time the ambushers got from on top, down to the _road. If all
went well, Kilpatrick should have McVey to help him.

McVey, since he wasn’t known in Utah, would be the scout. It

was up to him to go to the Strip and then to ,'Prige to arrange some
details Butch and Lay had in mind. And in the end, he would fide to
alert his cohorts. McVey was to wait in Price for the cavalry escort.
When it came, he must spot the paymaster and how he travelf;d, then
he was to proceed to the mouth of Gate Canyon ahead of the payroll

guard, With 'Lay’s field glasses, he was to check the army detail as it_

left Pete Francis's station, If the paymaster was in plac:e.1 if every-
thing looked right, he was to ride up Gate Canyon to La.y’g monu-

ment. At the right moment he was not to shout, wave or make any

undue sign or signal; he would merely take his hat off, wipe the

~ sweat band with his bandanna and ride on to Kilpatrick to help him

with the horses. But if there was anything wrong, Johnny was to ride
to.the monument; stop, dismount, and tighten his saddlg cinch; then
he was to ride to Kilpatrick and wam him: Lay pointed out that the
money and the paymaster were inseparable; you would never find
one without the other. It would be useless to :kjll all those men and
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find the dough was gone. It was up to Johnny to use his eyes,
In Gate Canyon, north of Lay’s ridge there is a place called
“The Shelf Campground’, It was used in [898 only by men on horsg-

back because a wagon could not get up the trail. It is a small, level

meadow. It was above the road, which ran in a deep, natural cut in
the solid rock at the base of the Shelf From the old road in the cut, a
traveler could not see onto the campground nor could it be seen
from up or down the canyon. It is a “dry camyp’, so few people then
or now use it. This is where Kilpatrick was to conceal the horses.

Cassidy, after Lay finished, directed that Lay, who was the best
horseman of the Wild Bunch, have charge of the horses and that
Kilpatrick go with the ambushers on the hill.

One cvening Longabaugh and Logan rode in. They had made
good time on their journey, even though they had stopped to get
extra horses in case relays were needed. That night, the plans for the

* . hijacking were gone over again. Longabaugh was silent, but Harvey

was delighted with the whole scheme.

McVey was sent to the Strip to contact Bob Ricker, Bob was a
minor outlaw who had spent time in the Roost with Cassidy. Bob
was to keep a sharp eye on Ft. Duchesne and when he saw what he
deemed to be the payroll detail leave for Price, he was to wire John
Dey at the Cottage Hotel in Price. The message was to be a simple,
harmless thing. But McVey, passing as Jim Dey, would know what it
meant. Ricker agreed to the arrangement and McVey came back to

the dugout.’

In-a day or two, McVey and Longabaugh left for Price. Johnny
was to register at the Cottage Hotel, but Longabaugh was to remain
at a cabin a couple of miles out, When Ricker’s wire came, McVey
was to ride to Longabaugh and Longabaugh would ride to the hide-
out to alert Butch and his men. This would leave McVey fiee to keep
his eye on the depot so he could spot the paymaster when he came.

It was about this time that Cassidy began to have second
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thoughts about the holdup. He wanted to pull some other heists first
and as a last gesture make this hijacking on another payday. It was
his opinion that an ambush, such as this, would arouse the whole
United States and foree every member of the band to run for Mexico

ot South America. In Butch’s o_plmon, whe_n they left the country,

they should have as much money as they could get. Harvey Logan,
Ben Kllpatnck and Bill Carver insisted that since the plot was laid,

~and they were on the ground, it should be carried through. If Butch
wanted to- back out, he should not object if the others pulled the job.

If they had to, they could get more help from the rustlers down Nine
Mile Canyon. Lay agreed with Cassidy. They were sure Longabaugh
would too, but they admitted it was a little late to give up the deal.

" The getaway, after the hijack, was planned. They would leave
fresh horses in the corral at the dugout. They would leave the holdup '
~ site, ride to the hideout, change to fresh horses, ride through the sad-

dle and down to Desolation Canyon on the Green. After they were
across the river and in the fastnesses of the Bookgliffs, the money
would be counted and divided. At this pomt they would split up,
everybody to be on his own. They should be far away before any
pursuit could get started. o -

Cassidy and Lay saddled their horses and satd they wouid check
out the escape route, since pone of them had ever ridden it before.
They would be back, they said, in. plenty of time to meet the pay-

master. In two or three days they were back, and their horses showed B |

the effect of quite a long journcy.

McVey, ‘hung around the hotel in Price.- He went out pow and
“then to check his horse and once in awhile he rode down to the
depot. But, as the days passed, he stuck closer and closer to his

room: he wanted to be on hand when Ricker’s message came.

Fmally, the wire arrived. Bob had done his work. Johnny McVey
saddled his horse and was off and away to pass the ncws to Harry -
Longabaugh. He found Harry at the cabin with Hazel Johnson from
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Castletgate.. Hazel was a mystery woman who, some years later, ran
off with Longabaugh to South America and went by the name of
Etta Place *

Bic.ker was a sharp young man. He had picked up the pay detail
leaving Ft. Duchesne. He had sent the message to Jim Dey as direct-

ed. He felt satisfied with himself and knew Cassidy would appreci-

ate the favor. But, Ricker, had one bad habit; sometimes he drank
too much, and when he did, he talked too much, The evening after
the payroll guard had gone to Price, Ricker got soused in Nicholg’
saloon and bragged a little about what would happen to the Indians’
and soldiers’ money. No one paid much attention to the drunken
cowboy. Apparently, most thought it was another randy boasting
about his connections with the Wild Bunch. This happened often at
the Strip.

Early next moming, the famous ‘Blackhorse Troop® (Blackmen
on Black horses) of the 9th U.S. Cavalry, left the post for the rails
under forced marching orders, Somehow the news of the planned

robbery by the Wild Bunch, had leaked out.” The Indian Agent at

Whiterocks had heard the news and called the commander at Ft

‘Duchesne. The Blackhorse Troop was the result.

In the night, Longabaugh, on a spent horse, arrived at the

~ dugout. Lay figured time and distance. He and Logan were on hand

to see the ambulance and guard go down Gate Canyon on its out-
bound joumney. As usual, there were eight enlisted men, ambulance
and driver and a line officer. It would be three days, maybe four,

before the payrolls arrived at the ridge on the inbound trip. Johnny
McVey, from here on, was the key man. It was a busy time for the

outlaws, none of them saw the Blackhorses go poundmg down the
road,

Johnny kept his eyes on the depot, he did not see the froop of

cavalry ride through Price on its way to Helper. But in the morning
¢arly, he saw eight troopers, the ambulance, and the officer pull up
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hait and wait. Everything so far, looked good. Shortly, he should be
on his way to his friends. The train whistied up the track; in a fow
minutes it pulled in and stopped. Johnny saw the paymaster and his
heavy satchels alight and he saw, too, a whole troop of cavalry get
off the cars. The young outlaw knew trouble was on the wing.
Johnny got his horse, Blaze, mounted him and went whirling away
on the short-cut trail to Soldier Canyon. There was no need now, to
watch the paymaster. He had one thing on his mind; warn Cassidy
and his men. This was McVey's first job. He was somewhat excited,
so he rode his little mount too hard on the tough trail, but he was
way out in lead of the cavalry. Blaze was tiring as he crossed
Whitmore Park, His rider knew they must go at a much slower pace.
At Lee’s Station in Nine Mile the horse was limping. Johnny knew
he must stop. At a ranch, he turned in at the gate, roused the rancher
and tried to buy or borrow a horse. Warren, the stockman®, wouldn’t
sell or lend a mount, but he offered oats and hay for Blaze and a bite
to eat for his rider. McVey accepted. In the process of feeding,
Warren looked at the hoof of the little horse. He found that it had
“thrown part of a front shoe, and traveling fast thie way he had, he had
sprained a tendon. With pincers, Warren pulled the broken shoe and

the shoc from the other foot. The cattleman knew: that night, that the

kid was running from somebody or something, but he didn’t know
until next day about the troop of cavalry. When it came by next
moming, he put two and two together.

McVey, after he had eaten, found his horse was cool enough to

water. He rubbed Blaze down, fed him some more and decided to
rest until daylight.

As the first streaks of dawn lightened the eastern sky, Warren
gave the kid breakfast and sent him on his way, tclling him not to
crown his mount. As Johnny rode, he knew he had not used his
head, It would be a shame if he botched the job by not watching as
Lay had told him to. Maybe the troop of cavalry was not a guard for
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the payroll. He would have to find out. He stopped at Pete Francis’s
Saloon. When he saw a fog of dust back up the road, he mounted
Blaze and rode to Gate Canyon. Here he took Lay’s field glasses
from the case to have a look. The eight man cavalcade came in sight
and he saw that it was as usual. He waited. Then a dust cloud shown
behind the leaders. With the glasses, he could see the Blackhorses
coming,

Ordinarily, people on the road to Ft. Duchesne, stopped at the
Francis Station to water their stock one last time before they assailed
the long, dry stretch between the Minnic Maud and the Wells. But
the soldiers must have watered back up the road somewhere, for
they came on at a good clip without stopping. The outlaw knew he
had a race now with disaster, and as he whirled to make his run up
Gate Canyon, Blaze fell. When they got up, the mustang was limp-
ing badly again, the sprained tendon was giving trouble. But Johnny
had to go on, he spurred his horse almost every step. But he knew
the cavalry was gaining, because he could check their progress by
glimpsing their dust. At last he came to Lay’s monument. He had
won his race, but just barcly, for as he came to the piled rocks, the
lead troopers were coming around the bend below. He rode opposite
the monument, jerked his hat down tighter on his head, dismounted
and tightened his saddle cinch. It was too laté to ride on, so he just
stoad by the side of the road. : '

This military outfit, veterans of ma.ny an Indian chase, under-
stood ambushes and they knew this narrow deﬁle was a likely spot
for things to happen. At the mouth of the canyon, they had changed
tactics. Far out in front, rode two sharp-eyed troopers; after them
came the ambulance and six soldiers; behind them came the main
body, a whole troop of riders. It was a trap, a counter ambush, the
skirmishers out in front, the decoy, and behind, men enough to take
care of any situation,

MecVey knew if any of the men on the ridge fired, rolled a rock,




| the pass. - :
-When the outlaws were sure the: troops were gone, they came
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or showed himself, all would be lost. The lead troopers came to him,
paused to look him over, But Blaze moved and limped. This allayed
suspicion; the bluecoats rode by. -

Soon the ambulance came: This time, Johnny led Blaze down
|  beside the road as if he were taking a lame horse to the grass and

water of N1_ne Mile Canyon. The lieutenant waved and led his com- B

mand on. : : :
About this time, the troop came into sight down below. McVey
fed Blaze on toward the mouth of Gate and the Blackhorses passed
in a rattle of equlpment and a cloud of dust. _ |
They called it ‘Cassidy Luck’. But the facts are, Butch had an
instinct for avoiding serious trouble. He knew when he first saw
McVey, on his badly limping bronco, that something was wrong: He

- kept eve’ry’nia.n low and quiet, despite Logan’s protests. When the -

Blackhorse Troop showed up,. after that, he had no difficulty with
anybody Soon the buﬂ’alo soldiers were gone out. of snght up toward

down from their perch, thankful for Johnny McVey and for Butch
- Cassidy. If it hadn’t been for them, they would have been killed or

captured before the sun went down. Johnny gave the cred;t to Blaze,
- the little, tough, mustang pony. .

But where was Elza Lay with their horses? In a minute or two,

Elza showed up driving their mounts down to them He had watched
the troops go by from the shelf, Two ‘troopers came up to check him

out and had scen the empty saddle horses. But Elza had been so

dumb as he conversed with them, that they bad gone without sus-
| ‘pecting anything. Elza had watched the soldiers as far as he could
see them up the canyon, then he had come 'on down to the ridge. -

~ Harvey climbed the iron pole and cut the telegraph line, just for

fun, Johnny unsaddled Blaze and turned him loose, he never expect-
ed to see him again. This done, he handed his saddle and bridle to
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Bill Carver, mounted up behind Lay and they all rode for the hide-
“out. As l:hey looked back they could see Blaze hobbling along fol-
lowing them: he arrived at the dugout sometime during the night.
After that, McVey would never part with him,

The failure of the Wild Bunch to get the govermnment money has
left a mystery. Who tipped the hands of the outlaws to the govern-
ment officials, so that they were able to foil the ambush?

Harvey Logan," maintained until the day he died, that Butch
Cassidy and Elza Lay, squeamish over the bloodshed that would be
necessary, let the cat out of the bag, but did it in such a way that
none of the bandit crew was killed or captured. Logan could always
see the deep laid plots of Lay in the whole affair,

As for the Agent and the Commander, they were never sure that
an actual attempt to hijack their payrolls had ever been made. There
was a cowboy riding a lame horse to the bitter end; the tall, dark
man on the shelf with saddled, riderless horses: and finally, the cut
telegraph line near where the other oddities occurred, But, this could
only add up to conjecture after the facts were put together a few days
later. The reports cover the use of a troop of cavalry to bring the
money safely to Ft. Duchesne, but no mention is made that an
attempted hijacking had ever been made. .

The participating brigands knew that one or more of their num-
ber gave the play away. But who or how or where, will always
remain unanswered because those who knew never divulged the
secret while they lived.”

Notes:

1. The writer knows the correct first name of Lay is Elzie, but
since the outlaw never used that name in adult life, preferring to use
Elza, the writer uses the name the outlaw was universally known by
and used himself.

2. The Bookcliff Mountains, as used by the writer, is an area in
castern Utah listed officially on the maps as East Tavaputs Plateau
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(Tavaputs means ‘Land of the Sun’ in Ute).’Because the natives of
the area always say, “The Bookeliffs”, the outlaws would havel used
the same name, therefore the writer uses it. ‘

3. Lay’s description of Carver matches that given by Roy D.
Holt, in his article, “The End of Will Carver”, True Wegt, June }970.
Only Mr. Holt does not mention Carver's proficiency Wlth the rifle,

4. According to Lay, McVey was the youngest rider who ever
rode with the Wild Bunch. He went to South America, met Cassidy
and was in on several holdups with Butch, Longabaug‘h, and Etta
Place. He came back to the U.S.A., quit the outlaw trail and went
straight. McVey was not his real name and who he really was
remains a mystery. It is possible Lay knew his real name, but 1f he
did be never disclosed it. “The Outlaw Trail”, by Charles Kelly,

289, 290. N
pageff. The safe passage of payrolls to Ft. Duchesne, “{J"tah Military
Frontier”, by Thomas G. Alexander and Leoqard J. Arrington, Utah
Historical Quarterly, Fall 1964, pages 348-352. .

6. Elza Lay’s residence at the Strip, “The Outlaw Trall , by
Charles Kelly, page 85. “The Death of an Outlaw™, by George E.
Stewart, Old West, Summer 1970, page 17. : )

7. Bob Ricker at the Strip, “The Wild Bunch at Robbers Roost”,
by Pearl Baker. v

8. “The Mystery Woman, Etta Place”, who she really was, Letter
to the Editor, by Harry Longabaugh (son of the outlaw), Deseret
News, June 9, 1970. .

9. The ambush tip-off to the agent and commander, The Salt
Lake Tribune, March 1, 1898. Utah Historit_:ai Quarterly, Fall 1964,
page 352,

10. Personal interview with Doc Warren, Bluebell Utah, June 9,.

1966. He is the son of the Warren who cared for McVey’s horse and
was present the night of McVey's visit. . ‘
11. Harvey Logan (Kid Curry) recorded as a pistoleer, The
Western Gunman, American History Hlustrated, July, 1970, by Mark
yest 3
Sufﬂll; I;’ajz:)l?:f i3nterview with Elza Lay by the writer, early 1920’s
at Myton, Utah.
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- BLAZING GUNS IN

THE BOOKCLIFFS

The Bookcliff Mountains of eastern Utah are almost as remote
today as they were a long time ago when outlaws rode the trails. It is
rough country, these mountains, because from where the peaks rise
to their tallest, the deep, dark canyons twist and tum down, down in
every direction. To the west, the canyons drop into the gorge of
Green River, called Desolation Canyon, Northward flows Hill Creek
and Willow Creck and all their forks and tributaries. To the south,
the great, crooked causeways descend to Cattle Valley and yonder,

the desert. To the west, the mountains stretch on and on all the way

to the Colorado line and beyond, v~

Hole in the Wall, Brown’s Hole, Powder Springs and Robber’s
Roost were all used as hideouts by the famous outlaw band known
as “The Wild Bunch’, the fore covered well by the pens of both fic-
tion and history writers. But the Bookcliffs have received little atten-
tion in books and articles, though they were used by bandits as a
retreat as much as any place on earth. Because it was the stomping
ground for men on the dodge, the Bookcliff arca was the setting for
three of the more famous gunfights between law officers and out-
laws. Actually, it was these three fights that for one reason or anoth-
er, blew taps for the lawless activity of the Wild Bunch, in Utah,
Colorado and Wyoming,

Civilization has never overrun the Bookcliffs. It is interesting
today to view the scenes where guns blazed in those long, gone
days. Because the places are so little changed, it is possible to recon-
struct the split sécond picture, in your mind’s eye, with all the props
and scenery in place. Each will be narrated in the stories that follow.

LK O ]
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Joe Walker, a Texan, probably on the lam from home, showed
up in Price, Utah one day in 1891. Joe was a wild young jasper, who
seemed hell-bent and trouble-bound. He was in on the fabulous
Castlegate Payroll Robbery when Butch Cassidy and Elza Lay took,

at gun point, the mining company’s gold. Walker had been the one to
cut the telegraph line so Butch and Elza could not be headed off by a

posse from Price, It was also Joe who met Butch and Elza on the
trail, took the loot and went riding away up the Green while Cassidy
~and Lay decoyed the chase toward Robber’s Roost. Even if the pur-

* suit had run down it’s quarry, the booty would not have been recov- |

ered. . :
‘But Walker was no holdup man, hlS specnalty was stealing hors-
" es. Joe didn’t steal bang-tails; he went out to take the best in the
: coﬁntry Up Green River, in the middle of De'solation Canyon, Joe
built a cabin at the mouth of Chandler Creek. He stole horses and
drove them there where they were cared for by an old man and his
boy. When he had gathered a big enough herd Walker drove them
away to sell on distant markets.
North of Price, the Whitmore brothers, IM. and George had a
large spread. Part of their business was breedl_ng fine ho;‘ses Time
after time, Walker got away with the best mounts the Whitmores
had. Something had to be done. So it was determined by Azariah
Tuttle, sheriff of Emery County, Utah, to trail Walker and apprehend
him the next time he stole. This was to be a chase to the limit. -

- Alone, without assistance, Joe drove off some fine »ge_lqings and g
headed for Robber’s Roost, This time, the thief was pursued all the .

way to the San Rafael River, in outlaw country, and overtaken at

Mexican Bend. The wide-looper was a crack shot, so the lawmen -
treated him with care after they had run him into a cul-de-sac. But -

Joe refused to give up and a gun battle ensued. Sheriff Tuttle was

wounded in the hip and was in such pain, the posse withdrew to take |

the wounded man home for medical aid.
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While Tuttle had violated a long standing custom when he pene-
trated outlaw country beyond a place called Cleveland, still, the
shooting of a law officer was not looked upon kindly by the people
of Utah. Joe Walker’s name joined the governor’s list of the twelve
most wanted men in the state. From this time on, Joe bore the stamp
of a real badman along with Buteh Cassidy, Elza Lay, Harry
Longabaugh, Harvey Logan and the rest. The usual price of five
hundred dollars, dead or alive, was placed on Walker’s head.

Despite the bounty to be paid for his apprehension or death, Joe
did not cease his thieving activity. He set out, it seems, to make the
Whitmores pay for his misfortune, Joe, with two other men from
Robber’s Roost, led away more Whitmore horses. This time, the
thieves headed up Green River for the Bookckiffs. On the way, the
outlaws ran into Bud Whitmore, the youngest of the Whitmore boys
and Billy McGuire. The desperadoes beat the boys unmercifully,
stole the cows they were driving and took their saddle horses, leav-
ing them injured and afoot, far from home. The two kids walked to
Price to tell their story. This was the last straw, the manhunt was on
in -eamest. Sheriff C. W. Allred, of Carbon County, Utah, picked a
posse of six men besides himself and started on the trail of the out-
laws. '

Joe Bush, the celebrated lawman of Salt Lake City, came down
by rail to Price. Bush brought two men with him, a tracker and a
gunman, He picked up Billy McGuire at Price to set them on the
tracks of the hunted men.

Somewhere along the way, Bush and Allred Jjoined forces,
Altogether, there were eleven men on the trail of Joe Walker and his
lawless companions. The tracks led upriver to the McPherson
Ranch, at the mouth of Florence Creek. Here, as a safety measure,
they took Jim McPherson into custody to make sure he did not warn
the flecing men. Also, there was onc of Walker’s confederates at the
ranch, probably planted by Walker to keep a lookout on the back
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trail. This man was forced, at gun point, to accompany the lawmen
and guide them. He led them up Florence Creek, almost it’s l_fangth,
then along a narrow, crooked trail up the face of the _mc?untaln. As
evening came, the party had reached the top @d camped in the n'orth‘
fork of Florence Creek. The guide, whp has always remained
unnamed, through money or fear, was made to tell the whereabouts
of Joe Walker and his gang. It was just over the ridge in Post
Canyon, a couple of miles away that the outlaws were holed up, the
guide said. —

In the moming of Fr1day, May 13, 1898, before daylight and
without breakfast, the lawmen got on their way. They went up the
.traﬂ, over the cow ridge and descended a narrow, wooded defile. As
dawn broke, they came to Post Canyon, and there, at a small stream,
fed by a clear, cold spring, lay the hunted men, still in bed. Two men
lay over against a ledge. Joe Walker and his partner were asleep on
the small, grassy bedground with a log at their heads to shelter them
from the mountain breeze.

Contrary to popular belief, there was no code duello of the West.
Gunlaw was a deadly, ungentlemanly game. A man, especially a
tawman, took his gun-slinging opponent the surest way he could—
face to face, behind his back, from ambush, any method was permis-
sible and no questions asked afterwards. The officers felt free to get
Walker, using the safest, surest way.

After the camp was spotted and each member of the posse told

where Walker lay, all dismounted and crept forward-in a semi-circle, L'
on foot, with rifles in their hands. There are two accounts of what

happened next. One account states that first Allred, then Joe Bush
called upon the sleeping man to surrender, The other account says' no
warning was given; rather, there was a shouted order to fire.
Regardless of which account is correct, guns blazed. The t\.vo men
next to the ledge came out of bed with their hands in the air, these

were not shot down. Walker and Herron, bedpartners, turned 0\‘/er ,‘
and fought back from under the covers. Herron broke away and tried
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to reach the timber on the hillside close by. He never made it, a bul-
let caught him on the way and he died on the slope. Joe Walker
fought on from his bed and died there with his boots off. It was fast,
the whole thing lasted but a few seconds. Afterwards, counting up, it
was found fifty rounds had been fired by all concemed, in less than a
minute. Surprise had done the trick, two outlaws were dead, two sur-
rendered and not a single lawman had been hit.

There was a sequel to the fire fight in Post‘Canyon. John Herron
was light complexioned and bore some resemblance to Butch
Cassidy. When the returning party reached Thompson, Utah, the
report went out that not only Joe Walker had been killed, but the
famed leader of the Wild Bunch, Butch Cassidy, himself, had been
bagged. The bodies of the two dead men were put on display in
Price, and it caused the greatest gathering in Carbon County history
up to that time. All had come to see the corpse of Cassidy.

When the crowd was at its greatest, the live Butch Cassidy rode
down the main street of Price in the back of Jim Sprouse’s covered
freight wagon. From this vantage point, he gleefully watched the
people who had come to celebrate or mourn his fate, as the case
might be. 7

At last, Sheriff John H. Ward, of Evanston, Wyoming, who had
known Butch well while Butch was serving time in the Wyoming
Pen arrived in Price to make identification positive. Ward took one
look at the body of Herron and said, “I don’t know who that fella is,

but I can tell you one thing, he ain’t Butch Cassidy.”

The bubble burst, the viewers went home and the remains of Joe
and John were buried just outside the Price City Cemetery. They had
lived outside the law and were buried outside the limits of the rest-
ing places of law-abiding men. Ironically, the cemetery has been
enlarged to include the outlaw graves. And in 1969, it was proposed
that the places be marked by a monument, a sort of memorial to the
dead days of the Old West.

To find the place where the gunfight took place, drive up the
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Hill Creek Road from Quray, Utah. At the summn: of the mountains
is a sign indicating the way to Post Canyon. The road, the sign indi-
cates, leads down the wooded defile the pQSse rode that early morn-
ing in May, 1898. Hard by Indian Ranger Station is a camp grou.nd.
This is the place where the outlaws slept. Near the campground is a
log; with a knife, fragments of lead can be dug out of it. It isn’t for
sure that this lead is from the bullets fired at Walker but it probably
is. :

The bedground where the bandits died is there. Campers still
sleep on the same old spot, although few know its history. The hill-
side Herron crawled to is unchanged. He would have been safe had
he been able to make it six more feet. '

—

% % ¥

Flatnose George Curry was Canadian born, but in his early life,
the family moved to Nebraska where George finished growm.g up.
As time went by, he moved westward, finally coming to Hole in the
Wall in Wyoming, as an outlaw. |

George said that in his early years, he had been kicke‘d n thé
face by a horse, flattening his nose, and marking him for life. This
peculiar facial characteristic was the basis for his sobnquet

Flatnose, though he never attained the erhinence of Butch

Cassidy as an outlaw, must still have been brainy and sharp because
he became the ‘Leader of the Hole in the Wall Gang’. He was

responsible, too, for several innovations in the art of banditry, which
proved hlS skill and artfulness. He invented the trick of uncoupling
the engme and the express car from the rest of the train; steaming
down the track a mile or two, then opening the express car to get at
its contents. This prevented interference from people on the train and
it gave time fora getaway after the job was done. |

George was identified as the leader of the bandits who per-
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formed the Wilcox Train Robbery. The U.P. Railroad offered a
reward of three thousand dollars for the capture of Curry, dead or
alive. That much money was a fabulous sum in the ‘90°s, Flatnose
knew there were only a few men he could trust. In addition, he could

not travel under disguise because of his nasal characteristic. He and

some of his trusted men moved out of Wyoming and into Utah.

Since the death of Joe Walker, Utah had been getting tough on
Owl Hooters. Honest sheriffs with nerve ad determination were
taking the trails to run all bandits down. To ease the pressure, most
of the Wild Bunch and other desperadoes were moving to New
Mexico for awhile.

George Curry, for some reason unknown, stayed in Utah. He
worked as a cowboy for the Webster Cattle Company and lived in
“Webster City” on Hill Creek. It was here he met Tom Dilly. The

two worked together, as cowpunchers in the Bookeliffs. Final‘Iy,"'

George quit Websters and was lost to view for a time.

Tom Dilly was a long, lean, black-haired young man from

“Texas. He had some altercations on his backtrail. He had killed a

man in Texas over a girl. He had killed a sheepherder in an argument
over a hundred dollars and a horse pasture. He had pistol whipped
Sam Jenkins, a cowboy at Webster City. Warrants were out for his
arrest so he took to the outlaw trail. '

‘Tom took up where his fellow Texan, Joe Walker, left off. He
claimed the cabin at the mouth of Chandler Creek and he began to
steal horses and rustle cattle.

Sheriff William Preece, of Uintah County, Utah and sheriff Jesse |

(Jack} Tyler of Grand County, Utah, had determined to bring Dilly
in, Both were searching the Bookeliffs to find their culprit. '
On April 17, 1900, Fullerton, the boss of Webster Cattle
Company saw a rustler stealing a Webster cow. He thought the thief
was Tom Dilly so he rode to find sheriff Tyler. On his way, Fullerton
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" ran into sheriff Preece and told his story to him. Preece and his men

rode to the. place where the rustler was using his running iron. The
wide-looper mounted and made a run for it with Preece on his tail. A

rurlning gunﬁght-ensued. The fleeing man. headed for Green River -

and somewhere in the canyon, disappeared from sight. The sheniff
followed the canyon trail to the river. As he looked the land over
from a bluff he saw a man on the other side of the stream who obvi-

 ously had just crossed: The officer assumed this was the man he had

been chasing. He took his rifle from the saddle, laid it across a rock,.
almed and fired, calling on the man to give up. The mar ran for
some rocks nearby and returned the fire. In the meantime, Tyler was

_ on the same side of the nver as the outlaw and could hear the shots -
'up ahead: He rode toward the sound of the guns. When he got close

enough, he recognized Preeee across the river. He thought Preece
had Dilly comered, so he dismounted, walked quiétly up behind the

' ﬁghtmg outlaw. He took careful aim with his rifle, fired once and
brought his man down with a shot to-the head., At this point, both

tawmen thought they had ended the carcer- of Tom Dnlly But, when

- they got to the man and turned him over, it was found they had

killed Flatnose George Curry. They_ tied Curry on a horse and packed

him out to Thompson Springs. At that place, they put a door on two '

sawhorses, stretched the body on the door, sloshed it down with
buckets of water. It seems there was a good deal of Jeshmg, joking

and bragging during this process. The disrespect shown the remams

of Flatnose was not- appreciated by some of the onlookers.
John C. DeVore came down from Wyoming to identify the body.

* He took his look and confirmed that this was Flatnose George Curry,

the leader of the Hole in the Wall Gang,. There was a dispute
between Preece and Tyler as to which of them had killed Curry.
Smce the fatal shot had come from behind, Tyler, they said, killed
George And it was fo him that the three thousand dollars was paid

by the railroad company.

Outlaw Stories 245

The corpse was packed in ice and George’s father came to claim
it. He took it home to Chadron, Nebraska for burial. The rock that
sheltered Flatnose in his last fight is there close by the river. It still
bears the marks made by the bullets from Precce’s gun. Where the
outlaw fell, there is a dark stain on a rock which could be blood.

‘ Many years after the event, while riding up a canyon, Budge
Wilcox, a rancher in the area, found Curry’s hideout. It was a dugout
ina sheltered place. When Wilcox walked in;lde, some of George’s
camp equipment was there. The old fashioned dutch oven was still
setting with the lid-in place. When Budge raised the lid, there were
biscuits left over from George’s last breakfast, they still looked fit to
eat. But when Budge tried to pick them up, they crumbled into dust,

IR

* & %

Harvey Logan, probably the fastest gun in the West in his day,
was the top pistoleer of the Wild Bunch. Typical of gun hawks,
almost without exception, Harvey was short and slight of build. In
his veins, coursed Indian blood; he was quarter Cherokee and lacked
the icy blue eyes of the usual gunfighter of the West. But this did not
interfere with his proficiency with a gun. He was quick and aecurafe,
especially with his pearl handled six shooter.

Logan, like others of the Wild Bunch, had gone to New Mexico
and while there ran with the infamous Black Jack Ketchum Gang.
Somewhere in Arizona there had been a shooting affray and the
gang had shot Frank LeSeur and Gus Gibbons to death. The war-
rants and .wa,nted posters were out. So Harvey, with Black Jack,
George Kilpatrick, Ben Kilpatrick and Mack Steen made for
Robber’s Roost in Utah,

Tom Dilly, after Flatnose George was killed, realized the heat
was on. He headed for the safest place he knew, Robber’s Roost,

knowing there were other men there to help him if lawmen tried to
come for him,




246 Tales from Indian Country

Dilly and Logan arrived in the Roost at about the same time.
When they came together, Dilly told Logan all the gory details about
the killing of George Curry. Harvey was mcensed Curry had been
Logan’s mentor back in other days of the Owl Hoot Trail. For years,
they had been friends and had grown as close as the uncle and
nephew they were reported by some to be. Besides, Flatnose had
been the leader of the gang from the Hole in the Wall and Harvey
had been one of the top members. Harvey didn’t like the tale he
heard about Flatnose being shot from behind, nor the way in which
the body had been treated afterwards. Harvey, in his ange‘:r, swore,
“I’lt go up there and kill that damn Tyler, if it’s the last thing I eyer
get done.” |

Logan meant to carry out his threat. Fro’;m that time on, he
planned his vengeance. Four men rode for the Bookeliffs; Logan,
Dilly, and the two Kilpatricks. On the way, they stopped near
Woodside to pick up some top horses Tom had hidden away, then
proceeded up the trail. They topped out on'the Bookeliffs, contacted
some friends they knew and hung around waiting.

The two sheriffs, Tyler and Preece were still in the Bookchffs
trying to run Tom Dilly to earth. But neither lawman knew that
Logan and his companions were anywhere within several hundred
miles of the area. Otherwise, there is no doubt things would have
turned out differently. 7

From their friends in the mountains, Tom and Harvey found out

Sheriff Tyler and Preece were still combing the country looking for"'
Dilly. Furthermore, they were told, Sam Jenkins, Tom’s most’

implacable enemy was riding with Tyler. All the outlaws had to do
to get their revenge was to decoy Tyler’s posse to their guns. ’

A trail runs up the west fork of Hill Creek. At the Canyon's
head, it crosses over a saddle in the mountains and drops doTNn
Rattlesnake, A few yards north of the saddle is a natural clearing
completely surrounded by quaking aspen. The outlaws camped at
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the cast edge of this clearing, They had a heavily wooded hillside at
their backs. .

George Kilpatrick, not well known in Utah, rode down the
canyon, a plant to steer Tyler to the waiting gunmen. He hadn’t gong
far when he saw three men and a boy riding toward him. He saw, as
he approached the men, a silver star on two of the men’s chests.
Somebody already had directed the lawmen up the way the outlaws
wanted them to go. But George, this late in the game, couldn’t tum
back. He rode on to meet the sheriff,

Western custom demands a stop when riders meet in the wilder-
ness. Kilpatrick stopped, curled his leg around the saddle horn and
reached for the makings.

Tyler looked George over suépiciously and inquired, “Did you
see any hotsemen up this way today?”

“Well, there was some fellers driving some horses behind me. I

never stopped to talk to them though. They was quitc a ways back,”
the horseman answered.

“Was one of them Tom Dilly?” the sheriff asked.

The stranger replied, “Could be. I don’t know Tom- Dilly, I'm on
my way to Websters looking for a job. This is my first trip up this
way.”

“Well, maybe we’ll see you again,” the sheriff said as he
checked to his horse and rode off,

Thus, the trap was laid that brought the courageous officer to his
fateful encounter,

The rain drift was blowing, intermittently over the mountains.

As the posse approached the clearing in the trees, they saw three
men huddled around a fire, hats pulled low over their faces and blan-
kets over their shoulders. It was said, the men at the fire were mis-
taken for Indians by the posse men and this threw Tyler off guard.
Maybe so, but this depends on what happened at this point and there
are two accounts, each equally reliable.
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One account has it that Tyler left Day and Wade mounted on the
trail while he and Jenkins rode to the campﬁre There was a short
conversation, Tyier and Jenkins began to dlsmcunt At this instant,
while the swing of dismounting presented the backs of the lawmen
to the men at the fire, there was a crash of six-guns. Both officers
fell dead, shot in the back. Jenkins had time to cxcla_lm lcuclly,
| “Dilly.” '
This was thc way Day told it, clamung to have watchcd from the
trail outsmlc the clcarmg L
The other account made by one ¢ of the men at thc fire, says
Tyler had seen and identified some of the horscs grazing in the
meadow below as stolen horses. He thought he had Dilly comered at
~ last: The officcrs saw the men around the fire and. knew Tom was
B ‘there but had no idea Tom had the deadly guns of Logan and

Kilpatrick to help him. Tyler took the usual precautions. Day and

 Wade dismounted, pullcd their rifles from their scabbards and.

stepped into the shelter of the circling trees. Thesc were cover men,

to help in a gunfight if nccessary, to prevent the escapc of Dilly, if he
made a run for it. .
Jenkins, insisted on gomg fcrward with the shcnff because he
“wanted to be in on the apprehension or death of his grcatcst enemy.
The officers rode into the clearing and part way across it, then dis-
‘mounted and approached the men at the fire on foot.

As everybody knows, the back of a horse is'a very unsteady ‘
platform from which to do accurate shooting. Therefore, in a tight |

place, a man dismounted before he went into action.

The men at the fire, although apparently indifferent to the move- .

ments taking place around them; saw every move thc:r opponents
made. They knew this was to be a showdown even a shoot—out if
need be.

The' cfﬁccrs strode straight to the campfire, still unable to recog-
nize the faces under the hats. Tyler spoke, “Come with me, Dilly,”
able now to identify the long, lean man, squatting in front of _hlm by
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At that instant, the squatting men stood up, discarding their blan-
kets. Harvey Logan, with blinding speed, fired once, twice, hitting
sheriff Tyler each time. Dilly’s gun blazed, hitting Jenkins. And
Jenkins, when he saw Dilly shooting at him, shouted “Dilly! You...
His words trailing off as the second bullet struck him. Dilly almost
emptied his pistol into the already dead Sam Jenkins. It is generally
conceded, the outlaws had drawn and cocked guns, hidden under
their blankets, ;

There was one shot from the cover men in the trees but it went
wild. The outlaw weapons were turned on Day and Wade. Since it
was long pistol range, both were able to mount and move out with
speed. Wade, the boy, ran for the deepest cover he could find. Day
rode down the canyon as fast as his horse could run.

George Kilpatrick, riding back from his decoy job, heard the
drum of hooves and took cover in the willows. He saw Day go by,
ashen faced and scared. In due time, though, Day found Sheriff
Precce and told his story to him. According to Day, there were fif-
teen to twenty outlaws in the gang on Hill Creek. Preece rode out for
reinforcements. .

Logan, Dilly and the Kipatricks knew the fat was in the fire and
lost no time riding for Hole in the Wall. -

When the news of Tyler’s death reached the outside, it touched
off the greatest man-hunt in Utah’s history. The govemors of Utah,
Wyoming and Colorado sent posses combing the country to pick up
the trail of the gunmen. But it was too late, the outlaws were long
gone before the chase got off the ground. All outlaws, after that, had

to leave for far places.

They say, Harvey Logan was killed on a sidehill in Colorado
after a train robbery. He lies in a grave at Glenwood, Colorado. The
only thing is, the man supposed to be Harvey Logan. was buried and
lay in the grave fifteen days, then dug up for identification. The man
who identified him was not sure it was the famous gunman. '
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Tom Dilly, disappeared from his old hau;its forever. He was in
South America for awhile, joined friends who were already there. A
story persists that he wound up a wealthy man, in England, where he

married and lived out his life.

The clearing in the timber has not changed and over against the
hill are the charcoals from an old campfire which authenticates the
site of the storied gunfight.

The furor caused by the death of Sheriff Tyler was the coup de
grace of the Wild Bunch. No more did they ride and rule the outlaw
trail. The three shootings in the Bookcliffs taught the law, outlaws
éould be handled once the public came awake. And there was coop-
eration between officials and the people.

The land is quiet now, the wild old days are gone. All that is left
of those legendary times arc the cabins, the rocks and hills at the

places where the events cccurred. But standing there, among thf—:
unchanged things, an aura, a feeling, can be experienced of what it
was really like in the Old West of the carly days.

————
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MYSTERY OF THE QUTLAW GOLD

I live in Uintah Basin of eastern Utah. From my boyhood days
the legend has persisted, that somewhere in the area, near an outlaw
hideout, is the cached plunder from a holdup. They say, the treasure
is in gold bullion worth thousands and its hldmg place is marked by
the grave of a dead man.

The particular yarn I refer to, has several versions, but the warm
and woof of the story is as follows:

Five desperadoes got inside information that a big shipment of
gold was moving east from a rich mine in the West. Plans were made
to hijack the shipment at a certain place along the way. The outlaws
laid their plans well. They bought or stole some of the best horses
the West afforded, and laid in a good supply of grub, ammunition
and possibles, including medicines for gunshot wounds. They waited
for the payload.

On schedule, the rich cargo reached the place of ambush and the
brigands made their play. There was a brief skirmish, one of the out-
laws was shot in the shoulder. But the holdup was successful and the
five robbers made off with the booty.

At the first night-camp, one of the five decided to take his share
of the spoils and return to his family somewhere in Utah. His part-
ners approved, so the man left the party and vanished from the
scene, The remaining four rode on heading for St. Louis where they
intended to settle down with their stolen wealth.

The bandits knew they would be followed but had no idea a
posse was close, until there was a burst of gunfire at a river crossing
one day, and a member of the gang was killed. The remaining three
out-distanced their pursuers and got away. Along with the posse was
a tracker who followed the trail of the escaping bandits with
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exceeding skill. It was plain the chase would be a l.qn.g one. .

In time, the shoulder of the wounded outlaw became swollen,
inflamed and painful. It was apparent that unless he could be doc-
tored, the man would sicken and die. A long stop must be made
somewhere. : _ |

One of the bandits was an old trapper. He was no stranger to t?us
tracking business. Besides, he knew the mountains of the West like
the back of his right hand. The trapper kept sayling to the s1-ckr man,
“Hang on, ‘sc;on we will come to a place I know. There we \211-11 shake
those lawmen on our tail and we can stop and get you well.,

True to his word, the trapper eluded the posse-men an‘d s?rrlle—
wheré in the Nine Mile area they made their camp under a big pinion
tre&.’]['he old man went to work on the younger man’s bad shoulder,

“but it was plain, a 'long time would go by befqre they could travel
| o, It was already late in the year; it would be much later before they

could leave this place. The three decided it would be best to snug in

" for the winter. The two uninjured men built a dugout with rock walls
and a big fireplace. They moved in to wait out.th'e {ong, cold months
in comfort. ' o |

1t was in the dugout the wounded outlaw made his fight foT llfe_
dnd lost. He died one night and his friends sorrowfully. buried hum in
a grave dug not far from the cabin door. " -

The two remaining long-riders grazed their horses on the mesa

ahd guarded them as closely as possible. They kgpt one mount tlxedi‘
at the dugout so the herd could be rounded up at a moment’s notice.

One day, the younger man saw Indians dﬁying the horse herd f.ron‘_l_
the mesa. He mounted and rode out to prevent the theft. The Indians
killed him,

‘Now. the old man was left alone without a horse. He knew h::
could never get out of the country with all the gold, so hfa kept bac;( .
what he could carry afoot and hid the rest. He found a big flat roc¢
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carved directions to his hidden store on it, placed it .carving down,
over the smoothed grave of his dead partner near the dugout. He
covered the rock with a thin layer of dirt and waited for spring.
When the snow had melted and warmer weather came, the trap-
per loaded his gold on his back, and depending on his rifle for food,
lit out. In due time he arrived in St, Louis, his old home. The gold he

carricd made him fairly wealthy so he was in no hurry to go west to
recover his treasure trove.

!

He waited too long, for finally, he lay sick of his last illness.
Before he died, however, he called two of his nephews to him, told
them of his hidden plunder, gave them a map showing the way to the
dugout. He said the stone on the grave would unerringly show the
way to his concealed hoard and in case the map came into the wrong
hands the secret to the stone must still be known, if anyone was to
recover the holdup loot. ,

The nephews were good business men, and on the balance of
their uncle’s money they did quite well. They had no intentions of
leaving home to go into the wilds in search of hidden gold. But, they
did make a deal with a friend to retrieve the bullion bars. They gave

the map and directions to this friend who started west. He never
returned, ‘

When I was a kid the tale held me speilbound each time it was
told, but there came a day when I wondered. I rescarched all the
authentic holdups of “The Wild Bunch.” I looked up, as best I could,
all the famous robberies along the California Trail. In the end, I
came to the conclusion that the whole story was a myth.

In the fall of 1967, during deer season, Clark Abegglen,.a friend
of mine, showed me an old outlaw hideout near the mesas of Nine
Mile Canyon. I know there are many old cabins built in out-of-the-

way places in Uintah Basin by early stockmen as shelters for range
riders.
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Each of these is suspected today of having been an outla:N
retreat and undoubtedly some of them actgally arc,l bu.t most-aren t.
This one, however, appeared 10 be the real 'thipg. It is S'ltLllated a shon:l:
way down a canyon and hidden in the junipers and pinions S0 W¢
you don’t notice it until you walk into the old door yard'. "

The dugout is rock walled. It is old because the timbers of the
roof have rotted and fallen in. Parts of the wall have tumbled too, but
you can still see where the fireplace was. Apparently the place was
selected with a fast get-away in mind. If you go up the canyon, 1-n a
couple of hundred yards, you reactllqla\ m:;tl, and before you is a
' ing and twisting down to Nine Mule. |
canyl(:;:)in;;l iown the cafyon from the _duglout,'there are two I;rall:l;
one goes down, then up and over a mountain @d-on acrogs 1nall

Basin, The other trail passes through a saddle in the can){on wall,
strikes the head of still another canyon which runsj, a 1'1alf mile no@,
makes a right angle turn, and in a few miles empties into Desolation
n River. o

Can?ici’:h:f :::YG;ZE go, the escape routc is like a covered c‘ausewz.ay
with the added deterrent of ambush sites at every turm. Besides this,
in the saddle, is a blockhouse about four by five feet square; thé 400r
opens on a steep side hill, a porthole lt?oks up the canyon, It was
built, including the roof, entirely of massive stone. N

Looking farther, 1 found where a camp ‘had been unlderlad :fé
spreading pinion tree, I picked up two carbolic bottles which le

o
io belicve someone had been doctored there. In other days, carbolic

was used much like iodine is today. o .
In the fall of 1969, Jack Rasmussen and his wife Nona, John

Chasel and his wife Renee, and my wife Elva-and I, wel.mt tol Nt;ni
Mile country, looking for the building stones that are plentlful in .t :3
area. We wound up not far from the old dugout, and I mentioned I

i f our stops.
my companions at one o .
After looking at the structures, the women went on searchin

g for .
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building stones to fit their fancy. My wife, looking for stones not far
from the dugout door, called to me, “Oh, look! George, here’s a rock
with carving on it.” '

I'looked and sure enough, there was carving on the rock she held

out to me. It had lain, carving down on the ground. In a minute or

two, we had turned up other fragments all with carving on them, all
lying face down. ' _ '

It became evident the pieces had been par;té of one large stone. It
was apparent too, that the carving had been done by a white man
with a metal tool; there were figures and letters and lines, sharply
carved. The cutting had been done a long time ago because the
freshness had faded to dimness. In addition, the stone and the cuts
had become discolored by the minerals in the earth where they had
been buried. '

With a shock, I remembered the old legend of the trapper’s loot.
I 'tried to put the rocky jigsaw puzzle together. Finally, everyone in
the party got into the act, but as darkness fell the bits still remained
unfitted. I gathered the pieces together carefully, packed them in my
truck, and brought them home. Since then, we have worked on the
problem and have concluded we do not have all the fragments of the
rock. '

Five sections fit each other, the rest just don’t jibe at all. There

are some readable things, like the number 1101 and 1011 depending

on which end of the rock goes to the top.

There is a headstone inscribed, alse a point which could mean a
pointing arrow or trails or canyons intersecting. There are scratches
which could be compass points. As for the lines and squares, no
thyme or reason can be made of them without the rest of the stone.

The snow lies deep on the mountains, and while we wait for
spring we wonder: Where are the other shards of our rocky jigsaw
puzzle? Who, or what, broke the stony tablet in the first place?

Above all, is the yam about the stolen ingots true? If it is true, is the
treasure still in its hiding place?
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Note to Treasure Seekers: | |

The treasure, if there is one, was hidden by an ol.d mountain
man, who could lay caches that even the sharp, seeing eyes of
Indians could not detect. Old trappers hid food and tfade goo§s
many times this way, for future use. The gold treasure, will not be in
or near. an obvious place, so it is -genseless- to df':‘str,oy. further the
dugout, the blockhouse, or other man-made objerj:ts in the area,
Please leave those things intact when you go out to dig.

-
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THE DEATH OF AN OUTLAW

Saloon at the Babcock Place as it looks today.

The glassless windows stare, like blind eyes, out across a land of
desolation, A treasure seeker has ripped up the floor and dug, hunt-
ing, I suppose, for gold coins he thought might have dropped years
ago by drunks who couldn’t keep track of their money. Aside from
this, the old buildings, untended for all these years, remain intact.
Even the cellar, underground, with entrance behind the bar, the wall
built of carth tamped beer barrels, is there; almost as it was in the old
days. Most would pass them by, believing them to be the shebangs
of some lonely homesteader who starved out long ago, leaving noth-
ing behind worth finding, hence their preservation,

But, in the decades around the turn of the century, this was “The
Babcock Place”. It was a saloon, a gambling den and a bawdy house.
A place of sin, located beside “The Post Road', an army-built public
highway, that ran between Ft. Duchesne and Randlett in the ‘Big
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" Uintah Country’ of northeastern Utah. It was built on land, that due

to its unique title status, was out of boundls 'fdr ordinary .lé;v, orofc:
any ordinary law enforcement officers, This place was wild, an ou
ndary “Strip”. _
law,(t)hrft;:eg Zos??f Fi. lfuchesne, at the canteens,. there was beer, b]:l;lt
the enlisted men were forbidden to have angthmg strongc'r on 1t :::
military reserve. As a consequence, the sqldlers, a hard b‘lttepH ot,
during their off duty hours, gathered at the 'bars on t'he E‘:;lrllp. \::é
they drank, gambled and visited with the pamtf;d ladies. fere':
times, especially after pay-days, when the gclwlden stfea{nl of coin, ran
fast and freé, with all the rambunctious hilarlty tl‘xat implies. R
By the Uintah River, near Ft. Duchesne, at either end of tk?e t;
Bridge’, were campgrounds. Freighters and travelers,. dr1V}ng e
road between Price and Vemal, camped here for one of their ZV:;-
night stops. After the long, dusty miles across the c}leserts 0th ‘e
Indian Reservation, most were ready to wash thfa dirt from their
throats with something a little livelier than clear river watell'. These
men were wont to try the bright lights of the pleasure emporiums o-n
the Strip and add their voices and money to that of The Boys m
Blue’fhere were always the curious, some from far away places, who
stopped to watch the goings on at the wild, Pmsterous houses,tg;:;:e
ing more notorious as time went by. Sometimes these men fo e
than they bargained for. Not that the people at the dens of Iniq

i hat -
were especially quarrelsome, it was only that 2 man could get w |

: it a dri fight, ,
he wanted, be it a drink, a song, ora N

The Strip stood athwart the ‘Owl Hoot Trail’, used often b);
wide-loopers, long-riders and bandits, heading for the safety of

El : tElh,
‘Robber’s Roost’, in southern Utah, Brown’s Hole in northermn U _

i &
or the Hole-In-The-Wall in Wyoming. As they moved from on

. Iy
hideout to another, they stopped at the bars o.n the Strip I;‘o di:iv}i ::
awhile. They could drink, play poker or visit without fear of a

Qutlaw Stories 259

man shoving a gun in their ribs, To the outlaw, this was a safe haven.

Butch Cassidy, the Sundance Kid, Eizey Lay, Harvey Logan and
others, all members of the noted band of outlaws called *The Wild
Bunch’, were seen quite often at the saloons on the out-of-bounds
Jand. : :

Elzey (Elza) Lay, Butch Cassidy’s right-hand man, and Pat
Johnsou, were partners in a saloon on the Strip, before both chose
the outlaw trail. Elzey, after he was pardoned/from the New Mexico
State Prison, retumed there to deal cards for Tom Nichols, at Tom’s
gaming tables. It was here Lay decided to go straight.

Harry Tracy, the mad-dog killer, the Dillinger of his day, spent a
long time-at Babcock’s while the heat cooled on his back trail, He
robbed and beat a well-liked Chinaman near Ft. Duchesne. He had to
break and run for the northwest; he died in a wheat field. In his life-
time he killed more than twenty-two men.

Josephine (Josie) Bassett, later Josic Morris of Brown’s Hole,
subject of many yams, hung out at the Babcock Place for quite a few
years. Josic was a consort of the Wild Bunch and was the greatest
woman wide-looper of all time. There was never a man, they say,
who dared to cross Josie. She claimed she could outshoot any man
who ever came down the pike. No one knows how many times she
made good her boast,

There were many mysterious riders, who used the name of
Smith, Jones, or Brown, who rode in, stayed on hour, a day or per-
haps longer, then rode out again. Nobody ever knew who they really
were, where they came from or where they went,

Tinhorn gamblers were there, drawn to this place like flies to
honey. They stayed and played. Then like all their breed, moved on,
sometimes in a big hurry. '

At times, there was music on the desert air, some fiddler came to
Scrape away till dawn. There was the thrumming banjo. Always
there was the harmonics and jews harp. Occasionally, there were
Sweet voiced strangers, like Tommy Birchell, later the celebrated
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“Cowboy- Baritone”, who sang the tear jerkers: Lorena, Aura Lee,
Genevieve, all those sentimental melodies.

Often the coyotes howled from the top of the blg, brown hlil
cither in answer to the music down below or at the lamphght stream-
ing across the barren land from the windows. ' '

Sometimes the roistermg went on until the lamps fadcd in the
mornmg sun. :

There were fights, many with fists and some wnth guns. The
records show ten deaths by lead poisoning, but these cover only the
demises in which Indians from the Resérvation or soldlers from Ft.
Duchesne were involved. There were others, and no authority had
the right to investigate them. These went unnoted, except by those
who were there and saw them. Today they lie in the realm of
hearsay. There was no boothill; the dead were buried not far from
where they fell. By now, the whispering wind and wandering sand
have obliterated the marks of the graves. The number of dead men

left after the brawls will never be known, o

The name, The Strip, was wi’itten in scarlet letters and its ill
fame had reached all the way to the offices of the mighty along the
banks of the Potomac. It was vowed to the Mormon Elders, that this

Sodom and Gomorrah in thelr midst, would be kxlled at the first .

opportunity. : c
True to their word the lawglvers in Washmgton put the land of
the Strip up for sale at a dollar and a quarter an acre, As the land was

purchased and went into private ownership, the regular law became

effective on the purchased land. Beginning w1th the year 1901, piece
by picce, the old Strip died.

There was townsite formed called Moffat after the rallroad _
magnate, who was responsible for Moffat Tunnel, through the -
Rockies. Many of the business houses moved to the new town. The

settlement, like many other outlaws, decided to clean up rand g0
straight. - ' -

———--umq
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Finally, in 1905 1906, the rest of the no-man’s-fand was thrown
open for homestead entry; the law came to all the outlaw land, The
Baboock place was hard hit. It gasped for breath. But it stayed on
paying fines regularly to the proper authorities of Uintah County. ’

| The coup de grace came when Ft. Duchesne ceased to be an
active army post. The soldiers marched away in 1910, leaving
behind them the empty houses and barracks. The Indian service
filled them, but you couldn’t sell liquor, not,éven beer, to Indians
without risking a trip to the federal pen. , ’

The Strip had a short life. It lived, at best, only twenty-two
years, then, like some of its human outlaw counterpaits, it was shot
down i the full vigor of its life. The Babcock Place went down, but
it was the last to fall. The only epitaph a man can write for it is, “It

died with its boots on.’

The wheels have turned many times since 1910. All the marks of
the other wild, old establishments have vanishod, leaving nothing
behind to show where they were. Ounly this pldce, by the side of the

_road still stands,

. It was a lascivious sinner, yet it marks one of the most interest-
1og, unusual and colorful spots in the annals of the West. It lived and
ohcd, and there will never be anything like it again. The empty shell
1s.there. It gives an authentic likeness; imagination must supply fhe
missing lpieces of people, sights and sounds to show how it was in
“The Good Old Days’. of the hell-roaring West,
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THE OPENING

Tye OPENING 1

This is a picture of one of the Settlers of Uintah Basin, in his Jg".:;mous
‘huckboard wagon’ used for travel long aﬁe.zr the aut.omo ile. .y
—Used by permission, Utah State Historical Society, all rights reserved. |

Purposely, or inadvertently, one of the most colorful events 10

the history of Utah bas been overlooked by historians for many

decades. Only lately, has the legendary event gained any notice fr(;)}iln
western writers—most of whom keep their eyes forever glued on the

Saints into the valley of the Great Salt Lake and 1ts

entrance of the o

environs. This, then is a short story dealing with the.event kn:

most old-timers as ‘The Opening.’ |
From the day of Abraham Lincoln’s proclamation of 1861, to

S e
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the time of Theodore Roosevelt in 1905, the vast Uintah-Ouray
Indian Reservation lay in Eastern Utah restricted for Indian use only.
It was a primeval land of mountains, streams, uplands and deserts,
Except for Whiterocks, Fort Duchesne, Randlett, and Ouray, all U.S.
Government installations, and roads that led to them, it remained
unscarred by marks of white civilization. -

Then, almost out of the blue, it was done. The great Indian
Reservation of the Utes was to be opened to fhe settlement of white
men,

The news traveled like wildfire to the east, to the west, to the
north and to the south. People stood waiting.

Now, the government had learned many lessons in the opening
of Indian lands in Oklahoma, known now: in history as the great land
rush of the Cimmaron. This, they opined, would be no duplicate.
The Ute Reservation would be settled in a more orderly fashion,

So they worked out a scheme which, in the end, was nothing
more or less than a giant lottéry. A person could file for a homestead
of 160 acres, pay $2.50 an acre and draw a number. That number
was his or her right of selection of all fileable land on the reserva-

“tion. For example, number one had the first choice of all the land on

the reservation, number two had the second choice, and so it went
until the drawing ended. Of course, there were other rules, regula-
tions and red tape to be complied with, but the above in short, was
the general idea. ' |

In this e'vent, people came, ndt_ by the tens, not by the hund’redls1

‘but literally by the thousands. They were migrating ftq a new and

promising land. My mother and father, who had lived on the reserva-
tion since long before the opening said, “During the opening, we
stopped on the highest point at the head of Gate Canyon. We could
trace the main road all the way.to “The Twist’ by the dust and dirt
rising up from the hooves and wheels of the steady string of people
heading for the government land office in Vemal.”

Among these people were some from every occupation known
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to man, including outlaws, gamblers, and mustangers. But by far_jt}ie
groatest number were farmers, young and old, rich and poor, coming
in for a brand new start. :

There were several roads into the Basin from the outside. There
was the old Ft. Thornburg Road from Ft. Br}'dger, Wyoming; the
Mecker Road from Colorado; the Strawberry Valley Road from
Heber City, Utah; the Colton Road down Indian Canyon. All these

roads were used, to some extent, by homesteaders coming in to set-

tle. But the big main road that most settlers traveled was the N'ine
Mile Road, almost forgotten now but once the track of empire.
Those hundreds who came in that way drove through Nine Mile
Canyon. Here along the creek called the Minniec Maud, the moun-
tains towered high above them on either side. The sounds of the
clanking wagon echoed and re-echoed from the high ledges, along
the bottom of which they drove. To all those who drove that canyon,
the memory of it lingers still and has become a legend--like many
pione‘:er roads of the old west. The old road is still there and has the
marks of the wagon wheels upon it. __

So they came and settled—only they know how or why. And the
times were tough. Some starved out and left. Some stayed becfftuse
they had to. Some prospered; others just lived so-so. Al.l l?a\f‘fe this tf)
say about those early days, “Wg’d never have made it if it hadn’t
been for potatoes and cottontail rabbits. Some day, we’ll erect a
monument to them little fellers. They wuz mighty good to eat.” .

It seems to me, looking back at the Opening, that towns, trading
centers, churches, schools, and houses sprang up all over. And that
without an impact study or a federal grant—impossible!

Were times all bad in the early days of settlement on the reser\lia-
tion? No, oh no! I still close my eyes as we dance or hear the strains
of Red Wing, Snow Dear, the Missaire Waltz and Oid Dan Tuckc.er:
I still smell her hair washed in homemade soap scented lightly with
lilac and rain water; her starched, ironed and pretty gingham dress,
her sparkling eyes and her sweet smile; and she in my arms. Why

P 1ol i e imea i tha AL roecoriratinatl
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THE OPENING 11

Somewhere between the Wells and the Bridge, the Nine Mile
Road crossed the reservation line. From there on was Indian country
until, on the way to Vemal, the ‘Sand Ridge” was reached and left
behind,

The reservation was established by Abmﬁqam Lincoln in 1861,
From that time, to the Opening, white man could not settle or use the
land of the reservation without permission of the Indian Service. The
Ute country extended from the Uintah River to the tops of the moun-
tains in every direction.

The years passed. There was a move to open the reservation to
white settlement. The treaty with the Indians said there could be
white settlement whenever a majority of the Indians consented. Now
the appointed commissioners reported a majority of the Indians were
in favor of opening their land to white men. But this has always been
disputed. However, the proper authorities in Washington, from the
records of the commissioners, determined it was time to allow settle-
ment in the land of the Utes.

A while before the turn of the century, in Oklalioma, the govern-
ment had experienced the opening of other Indian lands to white
men. What happened there is a matter of history.

The Ute Reservation was to be different. It was to be more
orderly so that the great rush and abuses of other openings would be
avoided. First, the Indians were allotted their lands. Secondly, plans
were made to bring irrigation water to Indian lands and the proper
arrangements were made to accomplish this. Thirdly, all remaining,
unsurveyed land was surveyed. After this was done, the open land
would be settled by means of a giant lottery. Every prospective
homesteader was to draw a number in one of four places: Grand
Junction, Colorado; Provo, Price, and Vernal, Utah. The priority for
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We will get on the Jedges on that side. When the white men come,

we will stop them when they get here.”
But the pursuing trappers were wary. These men Wwero experi-

enced mountain men. Besides, they knew all the tricks of a wily
Indian, As the small group came to the gorge, Kit Carson said,
“Hold on thar, old coon. We cain’t go in that cut. Someone will get

killed, if we do. There are Sioux up in them ledges.” _
So it came about that the white men stopped their pursuit. It

would be of little valuc to pursue and die.
~ Backat the post a council was held. At least half the horses WerC
gone. Too few remained to carry on the business of trading. Fither
their own horses must be recovéred or other horses must be
obtained. 7
Now in those days, horse stealing was developed to a fine art. It
was a game. It was wrong to steal horses from your friends, In fact, a
clever horse thief had the admiration of all his fellows. The trappers
had adopted the ways of the Indians with whom they lived. In this
omergency, it was decided that Thompson and Sinclair with three
other men would follow the trail of the Sioux. If they could, they
e to tecover the post horses. If they were unable to do so, they

wer
 to the trading post.

were to steal others and retu
Day after day, the track o

mewhere on the puffalo plains, the trail was lost. When this hap-

50
pened there was only one

better.
As evening fell one day, the

seen rising in the sky. As the sma.
lying below them, an encampmen
about a half mile from the Indian cam
grazing, guarded by half grown

white men’s target.
In a secluded spot behind th

£ the raiding party was followed. But
answer—find other horses, the closer the

smoke from campfires could be 7§
1l party topped a ridge, they saw. ? .
t of Cheyenne. Up the stream, e;
p, the band’s horse herd was ;
boys. These horses were to be the

g ridge, the trappers waited for dark-
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ness. Th ' .

e ely ate the ‘cold food in their saddle bag pockets to preven
th\: c ;:n:ng of their presence in the vicinity. As the night vj()) -
re| . r
o )\Zicthi ton:e top of the ridge to observe the camp of their intee 0(‘; :

tims. That was a night of a brigh e
1t moon. Th
horses of t : & . They could see th
e o he Indian b.and. They had been driven in close to the
were contained in a rope corral. Then s °
guards, | . ¢ were no visible
Grad
gkt A f’\tlez»:dly .the fires bumed to embers, the,camp quieted into th
: i : 0
itontly d r midnight, the trappers made their move. Sinclair mo :l
y down to the rope corral and with his big knife. cut it ;«Z
k] . (3]

other four men ¢
| . en came on. Now they began to drive the horses away. It

was eas . .
reached_y’B t::fe::dls nlf discovery. Finally, the crest of the ridge was
e ot o thllch changed. A night prowling jack rabbit broke
boliod. In a momeme al(l)rses. The frisky Eeadgr pretended fright and
It was impossible t(; k was chaos. Horses ran in scveral directions.
for a roundup; with al o the‘m\. all bunched. It was useless to stop
R, Of,m hl] uta I trll-llis noise, the Cheyenne would be upon them
oon horscs. The :ts. ey went whirling away with a bunch of fif-
o Ind.. rest were left behind. At least, it would take tim
o : ians to gather and the pursuit would be del ;
il daylight. elayed probably
All .
st o t:;‘:iutililot:e ;llght, the trappers rode. There was no pause, no
olves and the Ch-e hey must put. as much distance between them-
came, they could yenne as possible before dawn. When the light
within those mi hsee to the west the high Uintah Mountains. Once
Indians rarely 'lvge ntt); izﬁl;sl;; they were safe; for in there, the plains
invader in the mountains;, e warlike Ute Nation was death to the
But far ,
must be themél:;:na: ' té\?l was a rapidly moving cloud of dust. It
abanon the driue e. Well, if worst came to worst, they w 6u1 d
n horses and make a run for it.

They f;
y forged on and finally rode into a river bottom. They were
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safe, for there before their eyes was a large camp of friendly
Shoshone. Here the Cheyenne dare not cOme. |

In the camp of Big Bear, the mountain men rested for several
days renewing their own strength as well as that of their borses.
Fifteen borses was not enough; they must have at least thirty to
equal the number they had lost. They would take these horses to
Brown’s Hole and then venture forth again.

When they were sure no lurking Cheyenne wore still about, they

prepared to bid farewell to their Shoshone friends. Early one mom-

ing, they werc oft their way.

As they rode up the river, they came to a small lush valiey. Here
was a band of forty or 0 Shoshone horses. It was only a part of the
There was no guard and none to -

mounts belonging 10 their friends.
ure who had driven them

see if they took them. No one could be s
away, especially if the impending storm was heavy enough to wash
out the tracks and dim the trail. :

There was a shott conference. These m
at the camp of a friendly chief, eat his food, and then steal his peo-
was a rank violation of the laws of the west. But
ts of their lesser compan-

en knew well that to stay

ple’s horses
Thompson and Sinclair, over the argumen
ions, decided to take the Shoshone string. Quietly, they drove them
away. . . :

Arriving back at Ft. Davy Crockett, they made a triumphal entry
with at least fifty five head of horses. Therc was drinking and cele-
bration far into the night, while the retumees told their tale of the

successful raid. But they said nothing of stealing the Shoshone

horses: supposedly they were all Cheyenne.

In the morning, Kit Carson and Meek went to VIeW the stock

herd. With seeing €yes, Carson picked out the Chcyenne' from the
Shoshone. He even saw 2 horse belonging to Big Bear, the Shoshone

chief. It still had the paint markings on its hide.
“Thompson,” Carson said, “you are a fool. You stole Shoshone
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:Z‘r’s:tsof:zn Chief Big Bear. Purty soon he will come here. Wé will
have o :rp the horses al-ld talk and talk to save your no good hide
You st 111-[‘), you and Sinclair, take_ ver possibles and clear out oi.’
° ry cave the horses, We will return them to Big Bear.”
l.nclalr wanted to go. But Thompson said, “Look Kit h i
.you git to be the boss of this post? I ain’t taking no horse ’ : .
if you. are .ascai‘rt, I'll drive these horses on, I’ll go to th: ath’tht
the Wmty in Ute country. No Shoshone will coﬁme there t bmo'u 'Of
and if they do the Utes will help me run them out.” o boterme
leavfe:;soE replied, “Pang your no good hide. I cain’t make you
leave, the horses. But if Big Bear comes after you, don’t ask
help you because you’re wrong and you know it.” , wemer
Thefa}:::; ;:;ctsl:;o‘m:lng the renegades left with their ill-gotten gains.
leisurely. In a da:/l lfr :i:: rt:::y réilr‘;',i"]thd Oi 1:lllle 'Winty‘ oy
| , ved at the old Robi
%ec(zrl'zen .oJ:Jposite the mouth of the Uintah (nov:r) tlfeo‘;(ug:r;:l;
b_y o i:ie xz:ls deserted and in’;‘ poor repair, having been ﬂoode.d
ig years past. But it made a good place to car
awhile, So the renegades moved in. -+ e
any(;l;ec;tzleexlio:gsesfwere hid‘d'en on a large island in the river. If
e came | Dmg (():rthem, it would be difficult to locate them,
e horses. T;’:.vyl rockett, more men were sent to the east to
; . They were to steal only from the Sioux, Cheyenne,

- Arapah ic :
_enﬁfd o:], or Co.manche. The Utes and Shoshone were to be left
R y alone. These men were in charge of Craig. Carson and Meék

remained at Davy Crockett.

A . . ' .
- s thfj- ra%df:rs rode the trail toward Ft. Bridger, they came face
to face with Big Bear and his braves. Big Bear was in an angry

- mood. The li i
. he lives of the mountain men hung on a single thread. It was

onl ' o
Stofylegenha Shqshone girl, the wife of one of the hunters, told the
what had really happened that the white men were allowed

- to continue on their way.
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One moming, when Meek went out to see {0 the horses, there
facing him a short distance away, was the band of angry Shoshone in
war paint. Quickly, he went back inside to tell Carson, Carson
looked the situation over. With Desert Lily, a Shoshone woman at
his side as interpreter, he walked unarmed to where Big Bear sat on
his horse. Carson said, «] know why you have come and you are
right. But those here now did not steal your horses. We were angry
when we heard about it. The men who stole from you are not here.

They have run away to Ute countiy: If there is any way I can help
you, I shall do so0.” o7 e

Big Bear aﬂSWBI‘Gd, “White man, it is known you speﬁk- with

only one tonguc. I believe you. But still, you must get 'opr_-hOrses
back from the Ute country or We will kill you and all that live here
 with you, even this woman. If one of my braves ate your food, then

stole your horses, I would get them back for you and 1 would kill the -

brave who wronged you.” : Lo

Carson replied, “There arc ohly two men here, Meek and
myself, the rest have gone hunting. If you will go with us, you and
your braves, | will take you to your horses. We will get them. But 1

am not a chief like you; 1 cannot decree the death of those thiev'cs. if

they fight us, [ will help you kil them.”

«yWhite man,” Big Bear said, “T hear you. At sunup in the morn-. -

ing, we will leave for the Uintah. But, you had better know, thisisa

war trail that we follow.”

Ag the sun rose the next morning, the cavalcade was on the way, . i
Meek and Carson riding out in front and the Shoshone strung out E ]

behind.-

another, if there was peace between them.

In late afternoon of the A_second day; the Shoshone band reaqhed |
the arca of the mouth of the Uintah (now the Duchesne). They

It is true that this was Ute country, but the Utes and Shoshone
- were at peace. It was permissible for one tribe to visit the lands of 4§
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pltCl'Il\(:d their camp on the river bottom near the White River.
. :)i(:l:lniimi;niMe.ek went scouting. He located the stolen horses
on e | e river. It was not the wish of Meek to get B
omgson and his cohorts killed. After all, a white man Wasga wh'eé
man. Ev i l
e deathezttzlouﬁh he was wlrong, it went against the grain to allow
_ ¢ hands of Indians. Consequently, Meck, with the h
of some Utes, attempted to spirit the horses from thl; isl e
Shoshone without bloodshed. But Thompson discoveredi'md o
Th?mpson knew he and his men werc; outnumbelm&
couldn’t take the horses alone, so he went to Red Mo r? - 'They
close by.‘ He said if the Utes would help him, he w . 'S jw"age
horses with them. ’ ol divide e
himi\:;el;lgeoio vlvc;n;e c;f Thompson’s offer to the Utes, so he rode there
mee ) told Moqn the whole story. He said,“‘If you hel
pson, it will mean war between you and your friends .
Shoshone. You will have to stand ;ellone again e Sho e
Arapahoe, and the Comanche.” |
The Ute chief decided to stay neutral.

st the Shoshone, the

. [tlrtll:ler those circumstances Thompson had no alternative, he had
attazk e s;tol-en horses go. Meek talked Big Bear out of ma,kin an
- agalnst the old fort. The horses were back. So what W&sg the
now of useless bloodshed, Meek .
. , Meek argued. Big B
. . g Bear agreed.

o alt :va;h that the traders of Ft. Davy Crockett went their sepa-

ys. Thompson and Sinclair were not trusted anymore by

Craig and Meek sta '
unknown, yed on for awhile and then left for parts
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FARLIEST WHITE HiISTORY OF

UINTAH BASIN

PASSAGE THROU

ay THE LAND OF THE SUN

The Green River going through Re
—_[Jsed by permission, Utah State Historical

d Canyon.

Society, all rights reserved:
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I was a boy of eight when I first stood on the banks of the Green
River and watched the water roll by. It was spring and the first heat
of the year was melting the snows in the mountains and the river was
rising fast. It was the biggest stream I had ever seen. Its great flow-
ing majesty impressed me as one of the grandest sights I had ever
seen. I knew then, as I know now, that there were other rivers in the
world bigger than the Green, but like the hills of home, this was
mine. The fascination that I felt then has never left me. I can still
spend uncounted hours gazing at the stream, watching the passmg
show as it goes by on the crest of the flood.

My father was the general superintendent of the Uteland Mining
Company, a corporation organized to exploit the large copper
deposits which lay not far from the river. Uteland was a tent vil-
lage—boarding house, bunk house, and tents for married men. All
these were neatly boarded up and floored. They were located along
company streets in small town fashion with plenty of space in
between, The only permé.nent buildings were the assay office, the
big double-decker, stone walled ice house, and the copper mill itself.

The copper mill had an engine house, with two horizontal steam
boilers and the other machinery necessary to work the mill. The
engine house was at the base of a hill. The mill stretched up the
point to the top, housing big wooden leaching tanks, installed in stair
like fashion. On the very top of the hill was the two story building
which contained the crusher where the ore dropped into the tanks.

- My family never lived in the tent city. My father had built a fog
. house on the flat of the ridge not far from the mine. It was to be our

home. At the time I first saw the house, I wondered why it had to be

out in the sun and not down in the shade of the trees. Before the
" summer was over I knew why. The thick roof was cool and the mos-

quitoes were féwer up here than down in the tent village.
'We lived in... and that is where us kids went to school, But every
Spring when school was out we moved down on the river. The first
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father, Frank Davis, and Hank Stewart
in addition to their regular work, operated a ferry boat, as partners.
The forry crossed the main channel to an island called Long Island.
The car crossed the istand and a cable, or swinging bridge reached
from the island to the-east bank. Later, when the Uteland Mining
Company built a road, the ferry boat was moved up stream to a point
about five miles below Quray. Hank Stewart bought out Frank and
Dad. From then on Hank opcratbcl the ferry until the bridge at Ouray

year we were at the river, my

was built.

Ferty, to indicate. they were ever there. There is the old concrete

- foundation and the rock walls of the ice house at the site of the mill.
" There is nothing at Stewart’s Ferry.  © S 7
My -family lived at four differént locations on the banks of the
Green, We bad homes near Ouray, at the copper mill, at the mouth of
Willow Creek z_md'far downstream at what we called Cow Bottoms,
but-which has since become known a5 Stewart’s Flat. | '
During most of those old days there were no automobiles, no
radios, no television, and no mechanical refrigeratic)n; People, trav- '
eling by team of horseback over the long, hot miles, took timé to
stop, to eat, and to visit. There were no stranger-s', gither white or
Indian, riding the roads or trails—if there were they didn’t remain a
stranger long. Sometimes in th
hungry for fresh meat, he killed a nice fat beef. Knowing he couldn’t
eat it all before it spoiled, he delivered meat to the neighbors up and
down the road. A neighbor was anybody within a thirty mile radius. =
‘Almost from the outset of my life on the Green, I began to gath-
er in my head the lore of the river. I knew old-timers who knew old-
timers. This was as far Pack in the white history of the place as you
_could go. I sat around many a campfire and heard'the'yarhs spun by

these master story tellers of the Old West. I heard of trappers,

traders, outlaws, cowboys, and Indians without end. I‘ heal

There is little left now at the sites of the copper mill or Stewart’s |

¢ heat of the summer a cowman gotso

rd about
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Lizaloni a1.1d places amtl things along the stream. I heard of ghosts
ysteries that once in a while I hear repeated even toda

) I i;w the great clusters of foam ¢ome floating on they .ﬂood 1
Fxl'x::i ngaé ::J};e:e t:}verg formed in the great white water passages Iof
Flanint doi, 1; be]. anyon of Ladore and Split Mountain Gorge. |

v th clow me was Desolation Canyon, where the ri

CUtSl::l ;;v:l.y through the ‘Land of the Sun.” I knew that Desolat::r:
was filled wi ' 7

e liv: with great.cataracts, that only expert boatmen could run

I knew high above was a town called Green River, Wyoming

} and down below was Green River, Utah, Intertwined with the stori
es

of the river were the stories ite Ri
of White River, Duchesne Ri
the Creeks—Willow Creek and Hill Creek ven el

M L
ost of the old-timers have passed on to their reward. Today I

ha i
adl\’:‘:: bi?omemm old-timer of the river myself. I pay attention to
onitions that people give me, “G i | l
monitior , “George, if you don’t write it, i
} people. . y wnte 1t, 1t
E:addle w1t(}11 you. | This is true, for most of the histories are already
e , pz:{sse on with t‘he garly settlers. I know only a small fraction
t,Aan some of that is as tenuous as a small boy’s memory
Ay 1 ‘

M gr}e;w, I oi?ten sat on the banks of the river to daydream. It
o such occasions that I built my castles in Spain Someda); I
ought, I shall go to the beginni i ‘ N

_ _ ginning of this stream and i
e : . and follow it to
re it ends in Colorado. As time went by, I did this. But my most

loved i
edvec; is my first love—the country. with which I am best acquaint
~—from Ouray, Utah to Green River, Utah. ! -

T .
here has been much written about Flaming Gorge, Ladore

" Canyo it N i
yon and Split Mountain. One way or the other, they have

recei ici
ved much deserved publicity. But Desolation Canyon, to my

i
.. ind, has been neglected, Maybe because of its name

Now i
n a small way I shall attempt to bring it out of its obscuri-

oy : ,
e shaill write about the river that flows from Ouray to Gree

| e ) cen
River—the land of the sun. Put an arrow to the string of an Indian
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bow;, draw it back quickly for a speedy shot and let it go. You will ,
hear oooray. The ray is said sharply. Ouray in Utah gets its name
from the famed chief, Ouray of the Uncompahgre (redwater Jand)
band of the Ute Indian Tribe. Though part of the Uncompahgre band
was allotted near the yillage, the chief pever saw the place in Utah f

named after him. Tt is certain that he never lived near of in the town.
The white men did. Although

The Indians never named the village.
morial, that name has been

it had an Indian name from times imme

lost now in the realms of unrecorded history.

Today you drive through Ouray and the uninformed sees-only @

olent Indian town on the banks of the Green. The pic-
still lingers there, but few will
¢ turgid -

little somn
turesque atmosphere of the Old West
know the remarkably historic spot they visit. Here, beside th
river is the home place of the Whiterivers, the wildest and fiercest
warrior band of the whole Ute Indian Tribe. In their day the Utes
were fully a match in combat for any Indian tribe alive—especially

mountain fastnesses. No Sioux, no

if they were attacked in their
Comanche, no Apache, no Navajo band dared intrude into Ute couti-
these Movitaviats (Sun blanket

try without permission—»—and
Indians) were the fiercest band of all.

Tt was the Whiterivers who killed Meeker and his men, It was
planned and accomplished the defeat of Thornburg. Even
<h a Whiteriver too far, because |

they who
today, 1 have heard it said, “Don’t pu
if you do, he will fight you.”

Of course, the Whiterivers didn’t always live at Ouray. They
wound up there after the Meeker Massacre when they were forced 0

move into a portion of the Uintah band’s reservation. Movataviats 1

real name—sun planket Indians. The white man calls them

their
Whiterivers because they {ived along the White and Yampa rivers all

the way back 10 the Rocky Mountains in Colorado, even as far as
alled the river, Whiterivers, but they

Denver, The Indians always ¢
» The old fur traders and

used the Indian name for it, “Sun Quitches.
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trappers converted it into English.
Ho —
. \; fzu;) back in history does OQuray go as a settlement? This is
o yf ut because of its location it probably reaches far back
o antiquity. Quray in ancient days and as late as fur tfaders :
" was a
great cr.oss roads of the west, Water, wood and grass were the pri
g requirements for travel in this arid land. From Ouray, th I;NI}]:'a-
iver 1 ' i o
i ;;mc]:; from the top of the high Colorado mountains to the
o .t X t;/[ uchesne stretches away to the west, almost to th
asatch Mountains. It drains most i M )
of the Uintah M i
el drains m ountains to the
;o . :glow Creck, with its tributary Hill Creek, flows out of the
ookcliffs. All of these streams enter Green River almost within

N Sh " "
outing distance of each other. Travelers invariably came to the

spot v:lfltere the ?/illage of today is sitmated. In certain times of the
zea:{, fer the river has been high and gone down, mud along th
. ’ e
tiil; Ss 2 t tge streat;n makes fording difficult, except in selected loca
. uray there are gravel banks on b i -
- . | oth sides. In addition,
S-tere is a sandbar in the middle of the channel which provides a mid
el I | _
be::r;hrest. ?;. far back as memory goes, the sandbar has always
ere. There is hardly a doubt tha i
! t even in the d
o | ays of the
o f:li;l OIura?/ was a stopping place for those moving across the
e d. mliht say that the proof is upon the ledges in petro
, drawn there by the Moquis and b _
. y the Utes. This i indi
cation that from ancient da; .
[ ys to the days of th i
eled along these stretches. ’ o e man, men Ry
Standing i ing
] .dmg in Curay and looking north you can see a high, promi-
point or bluff. It was on this hill that Father Doming:uez and

| S:ZTz:tsN:;:doto ;iew the confluence of the Duchesne, the Green
ot the ven f;o nri a;pter;:ber 17, 1776. Having viewed the meeting
o i oo h ar, the party, for some reason never mentioned
en there. The party tumed westward and came to the

- Duchesne Rive

= r farther along its L

. . _ path. Th ot .
Wentioned in recorded history. is is the first time Ouray is
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Across the river from the Indian town, stretching along the bank
be a grove of giant cotton-

all the way to the White River, used to
es. As a boy, I rode along the old trail when the sun was
hade was solidly deep and
g for

wood tre
blazing high and never saw the sun. The s
dark all the way. To the cast is the White River plain, reachin

miles upstream. It was always covered with green grass and made

the finest horse pasture imaginable.

Entienne Provost came t0 this spot in the summer of 1824. He
had traveled since late spring from the city of Santa Fe. He had fol-
lowed the old Indian trails over the mountains from far away and at
last had reached the great cross-roads of the west. At this place
under the giant cottonwood trees on the left bank he established his

headquarters.
th the object in view of collecting

From there he branched out wi
plew—the beaver skin—the life blood of the great fur trade. From
proceed-

his headquarters on the Green, Provost and nine of his men
ed westward. They went across the Kamas Prairie then a mountain
stream to Utah Valley. There he met a band of Shoshone (Snake)
Indians. The Snakes laid a peculiar ambush on the banks of the river.
It is difficult at this late date to determine whether the event
occurred on the banks of the Jordan, or on the banks of the Provo

River.
They went into council preparatory to trading with the Indians.

They sat in a circle 10 smoke the peace pipe. The chief said his medi-

¢ wouldn’t work if there was metal near, so he persuaded Provost

cin
started, the

and his men to lay aside their weapons. After the council

Indians attacked Provost and his men. Provost was an athlete and

He and one of his party were the only ones who
ed their horses and fled. They came back
Green, across the river from the sleepy lit-
The river which he traveled to Utah
n was set up on the banks

quite strong.
escaped alive. They reach
to the headquarters on the
tle town we know as Ouray.
Valley bears his name. Later, when a tow
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of that river, it also was called Provo

After i
i C]r)orrimguc:z and Es?alante, this was the next white man to
ics th:s; roads. It was in the spring of 1824, that William H
e }Vlomzlous me_m of Mi-ssissippi, came down through thé
e I‘ss,tpatssmg I.*“iammg Gorge and the rapids of Ladore
saw Split Mountain because his passage .
way of Bull-boats. He reached the mouth of the Ui . wa's "
crossed the Duchesne on May 23, 1825 and establi mtah’ e
o ished his camp
area_ltA\;a‘SN :;si :ame summer that Antione Robidioux came to the
e £ e ts:,a:ch of valuable beaver pelts that could be taken
o h:zms of the rr?ountains. As you drive through
- C;bm whici | ank of the .nver sitting on the bank is a small
Pl th; e bride older Indians say was built by Robidioux.
e ge and -01? your right are two old log cabins.
tens sy et E;e ;v;;ieongmally three cabins here. By searching
wer(; built by Kit Ca;son in tlizn;:atroot? ‘:SC;SH T e
bout a quarter of a mile south at thel 1 1
Lc;lua:valk westward into the trees. There nex: l:: : fgit:rft :a‘:c: ;.T: g?‘
F Wasn;o:itzzilt:e lold-l:lmf:rs will tell you is the old Fort Kit Carsz:
o szl place, 95 feet by 70 feet wide. On the southwest and
i :;s. were rounded towers like a castle. Succeeding
I mg water from the river have eroded the adobe, so
oo, exrelrmauns only the round mounds. Reading the journals
g p onlars, we find that this at one time was an adobe
- OI;u:Tt of the .re.cords indicate that this was the first
ke t;: 1;ne Rol'_.ndloux. If this 1s so, and undoubtedly it
————— ¢ first white settlement in the state of Utah.
. 1:;;:" from Ouray and against the hill are the remains
. Ind.. om_burg. The military started to build it, but
1ans objected so strenuously, they left it half finished
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They constructed the first Fort Thomburg at Ashley Valley.
The Whiterivers came to Curay in 1882. In that year, the Ouray OURAY
shed at Ouray. Originally, there were two :

Indian agency was establi
d one at

Indian agencies in Uintah Basin. One at Ouray an

Half slumbering, where the

Green River whispers by, sits of the

Whiterocks. The agency at Whiterocks was for the Uintah band of little half ghost ¢ ¢
' : . own of ¢

the Utes, although the name is not Uintah at all—they are @own Arrow,” great chieftain of ﬂ;l o Utah. It was named after “The

among the Indians as Paw Qwa Nuance (Lake Shore Indians) even today, has an air about i : Unc?mpahgre people. The village

because they came originally from the neighborhood of the soft eyes upon the place : :Ut it that historians feel when they first la):

. . And righ ;

hores of Utah Lake. | | | o6 OF the Mmost histur g‘tly so, for this small Indjan hamlet ;

St hitstoric spots in the entire State of Utah o
Q .

rsy about how it should

Uintah—there has always been controve Eastward
those foreign fo stretches the Smoky River (Indian name for the Wh;j
ite

b sl It sems ks kv B River, trough the il snd valeys i
in asin. Those living in Uln asin prefer Uintah. I suppose | backbortc of the confinent rea”hllfs most to where the Rockies
s ir snowy heads. From w ,

: estward

tah Basin were acquainted with the Ute language runs the Ri f
‘ \ i
I er of Blue (Indian name for the Duchesne River), begi
, begin-

;ingij within sight of the Wasatch Mountains. It fl
3] llltah MOH : . ' 0
Wator (lndlian « ::m: on its way. The two long rivers meet with Bi
ot the place w e for the Green River) within a mile of cach oth ;
. o g
od wood and eg rr;:v ca(lll Ouray. Travel over long distance§ demangr
. and water; rivers w "y )
arid land. From this moc ere the highways acr
four directi:;:n tzls mec?tmg of the rivers, great Indian trails(;fszil a“
zinstzoas hS/I, ranching wherever tributaries entered into tl:n
sooner or | - Men who roamed this vast region in the carl ¢
Tk rfater, came to Quray, the hub of travel “rly days
oday, Qu ; . .
Because histor;a:c:zs f?lf back in the eddy of modern civilization
: cnibes have largely mi i ' '
- who have an inkl; . y missed- it, there are onl
wnkling of its past. But, long ago, this was ong afftjmw
> . 0 e

the people in Uin
and their spelling of Uintah is more correct than the outsid
spells it Uinta, The name means River of Pines, or Water of Pines. A .

ing is Uintpah JWater of Rivers. The fact is,
regardless of how you spell it, Paw means Water in the Ute language :
of the Indians, or put the accent on it so that the word is Uintah—the
accent on the ‘tah’ and not.on the “U. So the agency for the
Uncompahgre and Whiterivers was established at Quray and contin- ‘
ued to be there until 1910 when the troops left Ft. Duchesne.

When [ was a small boy 1 can remember the old agency build-
ings at Ouray. The school house, the dorm and the office buildings.
There is only one building at the old establishment that still remains.

During the early days of the rescrvation, Berthoud surveyed
there for a road connecting Salt Lake City, Utah _and Denver
Colorado, The survey for that road came through Uintah Basin, and
crossed into Ouray. It was at this time that the ferry boat was estab

lished at the same spot where the old fort used to be. In my day the
ureau of Indiar

ws far, draining

more correct spell

great crossroads of the west
- Here streamed the track of em
Mountain men.

g 7 p e’ n 2

Tominence b
¥ events and visits of
et ' of men, The things that hi i
Wha:nly to slip back again, to jis quiet dreaniy ira e
part O ' [ ”
uray played in the life of the Indian nations, though
ons, oug

pire in the days of the fabulous

called this the government ferry, because the B

Affairs took it over and operated it.
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it must have been interesting, has vanished because tho records were
purely verbal. All we know occurred after the advent of the white
man. And it was here the white man’s life in Utah began.

Looking northward from the village, a
there is a high, rounded hill. Fathers Dominguez and Escalante, on
their journey to Monterey. crossed the Green River at the old Indian
sen, Utah. Then they followed the trail southward until
that high, round hill. There, in 1776, they paused. From
‘the hilltop, they overlooked the site of Ouray. They pever went to
the confluence of the rivers. From the hill, they turned westward; but

'recq'rds say they were the first white men to see this crossroads of
i 5 them that they made a

ford near Jen
they came to

the wildemess. It was 1mportant'_eriough to

ecord of the pause.

LI

_ Over the hills, from far away, came a 'long' pack horse caravan.
They rode to 2 beautiful grove of cottonwood tre
of the Green River about midway between t
Duchesne River on the one side and
‘Where the trees grew in a circle, with a natural cle

' the brigade set up its camp. _
Entienne Provost, the roly-pbly fat man with a high, clear ring-

he mouths of the

ing
1824, From here, Provost set out in

Jordan or Provo River, Provost and s
a Shoshone chief. All except Provost
After the disaster, Provo
had established on the Green at Quray.
Utah and the Provo River take their names. :

Around the bend of the river above Quray came a line of I

distance of several miles, '

es on the left bank .

the White River on the other.” 3§
aring in the center,

voice, was the leader of the company. This was in the year of
quest of ‘plew’ for the trade in

beaver skins was still in its zenith. Out in Utah Valley on either the
ome of his men were tricked by
and one of his men were killed.
st and his man fled to the headquarters he
It was from him that Provo,

ver
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men
Wereafrl:::z b;:zs I:lec)lf used were of a peculiar construction, for they
i boats-’athe of buffalo hlides stretched over wooden
where the Green R_] cy called them. They had begun their voyage
Gorme 10 Browr ver crosses the Buffalo Plains, Down Flaming
o Yampa I:J_W“ StI]:Ole: the g.ateway of Ladore, past the mouth of
e W;/z'; ;ough Splnt Mountain and Hell’s Half Mile, to
down to the conﬂfa o il sbove Jensen they foated, Then on
o uence of the Duchesne and the White Rivers at
These were the first river men ever to mak i
wonders e that joumey. One
craft thr‘:l]:;har:zlillge th:‘m had the experience to bring those peculiar
rothans, and thie i of the roughest white water in the world.
i cata;acts purt.a spei:u]atlon, the man who knew how to run
o o was Dennis Julivs, He is pretty much of a mystery. in
carv:;nhi istory. Illl fact, we wouldn’t know him at all, except mlzc he
Rivers slfolz:il:; ;11; t::vl:l(:fie:l; riosy slon the Green and Colorado
s e i
from Montreal or Quebec who ;Zdn::;f):j tll)lc;a;s?zs h-,e e?voylageur
We don’t know. anadian rivers?
h ' .
. est;zl';;a;;nﬁez;mpany was led by William Ashley of St. Louis.
It was for b quarters at Ouray while he did a little exploring.
\ or him that Ashley Valley and Ashley Creek were named :
shley came to the site of Ouray in 1825. When he arrive;i or

. shortl
. c};;hereaﬂer, an ovetland company from Santa Fe appearcd. It
one. it is‘::m;ded b_y one of the five Robidoux brothers. Just Whl:ch
. ard at this late date to determine, although most believe it

was Antoine Who
: s came to b 4 ,
Trade.” » be known as “The King of the Fur
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UTtaH’S FIRST CHRISTMAS

Into the valley of “The Great River of the West,” the long cara-
van came. The people camped and tents Were pitched in a big circle
sheltered by giant trees.

One night it snowed. The falling flakes, festooned the bare limbs

of the trees and gathered on the bushes round about. The watch fire F

burning in the center of the circle, cast its flickering light on the glis-

tening snow. The soft colors came and went as the flames of the fire

rose and fell.
When new snow fallg, the world lies hushed and stilled. So it

was this night; heaven, earth, and all living things apparently paused
with bated breath throughout the hours of darkness. They waited, it
seemed, for the coming of a great gvent.

As daybreak came, the storm had blown away. The sun rose in a

clear sky, casting rays of splendor over a Jand covered with unsullied

white.

The people stirred. The smoke of breakfast fires 1os¢ above the

valley. Distantly, came the tinkle of tiny bells: the ponies moved
ing and the herd bells on some of the horses rang, making .

about graz
pretty music on the winter air. Happy voices sounded, for this was to

be a day of celebration. The voices spoke in many languages:
French, English, Spanish, Ute, Shoshooe, and Comanche. Each per-

son spoke in his native tongue, but this was a universal holiday, one

B in which all people joined.
o Before the day was very old, preparations Were made for a feast.

'?I""; There would be barbecued buffalo and venison, cakes made of sweet
There would be

dried buffalo berries mixed with suet and cornmeal.

other delicacies dear to the heart of Mountain Men and Indians.
From the big, main tent, the leader of the camp came with his

pack. He was a rotund man. His cheeks were red. He was poarded
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and dressed i is high-pi .
e elnhﬂ;lrs. In his high-pitched voice, he called the childre
: Sm_ali . ac | e gave a bauble: a string of glass beads to thi .
" lr]mrror to that one. All around he went—Ilaughin “I: Oll:e=
0,” as he is gi et o
ro. e X passed out. his gifts. Each child clasped his present cl N
iy C.lw mama, wide-eyed, breathless and very happy -
ay wore on, and finall |
s y, the food w
. | . as ready. B
cr(e)zsati}:‘;l th;: people knelt in the snow in front of thcy tallu : befiore
| . s WOO
oross :that Ean led them in prayer to God Almighty in reme;n
g ¢ Great Lord, Jesus Christ. After prayer, th -
ristmas hymn, Then they feasted e
This was th i stz
L Iz:;t :ebt::st tlmehChnsunas had ever been celebrated in the
. 1 ame the state of Utah. I
S ¢ th . It was held where th
- kna:)lz II:he White Rivers flow into the Green River in a local‘cf
o fatas Ouray, .Utah. The people were members of a fur
. man, their leader, was Entienne Provost. The date

was December twenty-fifth, i
. - , 1t the e
eight-hundred and twenty-four. year of our Lord, one thousand
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Tug OLD ADOBE FORT ON THE GREEN

QOpposite the mouth of the Duchesne, on the left bank the Green -

River, less than a mile below the Ute Indian Village of Ouray, Utah,

are the ruins of an old fort. There are no
where it is. Nor is it identified on the page
remains of one of the earliest settlements in
Utah. L S
 The walls were made of adobe. The high waters of many spring
times have melted the bricks into grass grown, symmetrical heaps of
clay. At its location, the waters of the Green and:the White; in years
of high water, inundated the old place. . ' '
- To the-c.areful eye,f the plan of the fort can stil
the debris and ruin wrought by the passing years (see ske
95 feet long by 78 feet wide. At the northeast and at
' ers, like _thé towers of a cas-

s of history. Yet, it is what
what is now the_ State of

| be traced under
tch). It was -

- approximately
the southwest cotpers were circular tow
¢ walls on the inside, were the rooms for quarters and

tle. Against th
en, was open and free

storage. The center, in the style of mountain m
of roofing. A whole pack traih could shelter within its walls.
Who built the old fort? '
To answer this question, one mu

now grown dim with passage of ti
sions, old letters, journals and even some writ-

st follow men whose trails havé

cross-trails and confu

ings on the rocks over which one must pore to g¢

clusion. :
One reads stories of Ft..Robidohx and of F

,Some"say,‘ at the mouth of the Winty, some say,

Winty. It was these stories, mentioning these o

~ caused a college profe
mer in the Randlett arca for old Ft. Robidoux.

The trails first became tangled due to the modern

signs or markers t0 show

me. There are legends, stories, - _
‘ ' if it o
_ was at the mouth of the Winty, but never did he speak of a post

¢ at the final con-
_ - Robido s ti
ux, at this time, was carrying on an itinerant business, as

- Wer j
e most of the old traders and trappers. It seems that if Robidoux

¢, Winty (Uintah).
on the fork of the
Id places, which

ssor of Western history to search all one sum- U
' Uintah Basi .
asin, Nor is there any doubt that he constructed his quarters

near t
I the mouth of the Duchesne on the Green. But the tradition that

~day and the

]
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- ‘ _
;r;gt ago names of the rivers. In the days of the mountain men, th
. ’ e :
Rivxe fm(;lks R.Jv:lr was known as the Winty (Uintah). The Duchesne |
avet, where it flows i en Ri also |
S conﬂ:\;snmto fr;alcn River at Ouray was also called the |
. : ce of the Duchesne and the Ui i i
e ‘ ' intah is near &
Rz dlett. But? in the old days, it was the Uintah that flowed
it is the Duchesne, o
. Thelll)eople of the area, the old-timers along the Green, even the
: .s, CE:l. the p.l-ace Old Fort Kit Carson.” And not without reason
or 12 his autobiography, dictated to Blanche Grant, Kit says: ’
- Iz the latter part of October, 1833, we started for the m‘ountains i
é)a]};l ‘ifhe tre?.ppers. We followed the Spanish Trail that leads to |
; i lc{)rgla lll‘ltll‘ we struck White River; took down the White till we
$ ‘1']1310 . reen River, We crossed Green River to the Windy, one of its
tributaries, and tht;re we found Robidoux. He had a party of some
twenty men that were trading and trapping. The snow was
mencing to fall and " quartors. Wo |
menne | and we concluded to go into winter quarters. We |
Wl:l a place that answered every purpose near the mouth of the
indy. We. passed a pleasant winter,” : )
Carson said he helped Robidoux that winter and in the.sprin
::;t onth to. the Snake River to find another trapper’s camp, He leﬁ
re the 1ce went out of the Green. He e
e W . He would have spent five i
months at his winter quarters at the mouth of the Winty o
M . - - ’ '
entioning Robidoux by name, Carson spoke of his activity as

anywhere i i
ywhere in the area. It is only reasonable from this to assume that

had a i
- dfort on the Winty or even in the area, Carson would have
yed there or would have mentioned it.

There i
cre is no doubt that Carson spent the winter of 1833-34 in the
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what we know as “Old Ft. Kit Carson’ was the place he built for hus
winter sojourn is, without doubt, incorrect. The place is to0 big and
claborate for Carson to have built for his winter stand of five or six
months. Besides, the walls were built of adobe in a heavily timbered
area, Carson, if he followed his past practices, would have built with
logs. There 18 charcoal in the debris, indicating that perhaﬁs the
place was bumed. But, if so, this probably came from the roof which
would have been of wood.

Warren Angus Fervis spent the winter of 1834-35 in the Uintah
Basin. At least part of the fime, he was around the mouth of the
Duchesne (Buinta) and the White. Ferris was a graduate civil engi-
neer. He kept a good journal and even went so far as to draw and
leave to posterity a good, working map of the arca. In neither his -
journal, nor on his map, did he indicate a post like the ono disclosed
by the ruins at the site. Not only this, but neither does he show a fort

on the Whiterocks location of Ft. Robidoux. Stone in SC,.,-M on near Westwater tells . .

The map shows three log cabins on the Green, above the mouth - —Used by permission, Utah State Hsﬁﬁ?ﬁﬁ?ﬁé?f of Antoine Roubidoxs

of the White and near the mouth of the Euinta (Uintah) now called - of the Uinta.” o rical Soctety all rights reserved

the Ducbesne. In his jousrnal, Ferris tells of his party living in log "} ' So, who built the 61d adobe fort?

cabins and tents made of hides. He lived for awhile in a tent. He : ~ Along the D&RG Railroad be.at _ _—

moved into a cabin, but didn’t like it; so he moved back to the tent Junction, Colorado, there is a mi'lroa‘fle;;;cf;rte, Utah and Grand
= nown as Westwater.

again.

Ferris was literate and careful. It is almost a certainty that had
any trading post existed in 1834-33, Ferris would have shown 1t on
his map and mentioned it in his journal. It is mor¢ than probable that
the three cabins shown on Ferris’ map at the mouth of the Evintaand
mentioned by him in his journal, were the winter quarters Kit Carson
built. '

In late 1838, the fort was there, although it had been abandoned.
Meek, a man who had been at Ft. Davy Crockett, in Brown’s Hole,
on the Green, when telling of the events of 1840 to Mrs. Frances F
Victor, said: “The horses wele found on an island in Green River
L iciled themselves in an old fort at the mouth -

Traveli .
B a;el;ng t;orch from Westwater, along a branch of the Old Spanish
Ther; 0:; olut .15 miles, a sort of cave or natural shelter is reached
RObid,o ‘ 19},: ed on a ledge close by, is this inscription: “Antoine'
x Passe Ici Le 13 Novembre 183 ' :
Traittes a la Rv. Vert ov Wiyte.” ? 1977 Pour Taablve Maisor
T i ish i .
passe(rim}:slat;i into English the inscription says: “Antoine Robidoux
. ere November 13, 1837 i i |
s Novernb , to establish a trading house on the
The trai in,
o ails .are @gled again. Robidoux supposedly already had a
RObidg post in Uintah Basin in 1837: it was Ft. Windy or Ft
estabnozx;i on the_ Whiterocks River. The fort on Whiterocks Wa.
5 i )
ed in 1831 or 1832, they say. Therefore, the seven in the
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¢ been meant for a one. The ledge was cracked

» must be “Winty.” Besides, Robidoux was
s meant, wasn’t the French word

inscription must hav
and eroded, the “Wiyte,
French; so why, if White River wa
for white (blanc) used?

The inscription, however, i8¢
doubt about what it says, especially
as to when Robidoux first establish

Uintah Basin.
French-American Antoine Robido

lear: it is a good one. There is little
if one does not have a fixed idea
ed a permanent trading post in

ux was a leader of yoyagers—
V_explorer, trapper, trader, soldier, founder of cities, but somewhere
Carson, Jim Bridger and others- became

famous, but Robidoux, who equaled them all, gets only a few dis-
paraging remarks from a religious fanatic on the pages of history.
Tt was Robidoux who built the old fort on the Green.

it was built in 1837. But the life of the establishment was very
e 1838, according to Meek’s story to

Mirs. Victor. The first year of heavy snows would bring high water in
gpring. The fort, at its location, would be flooded and would have t0
be abandoned. This is why Fremont found Robidoux at Ft. Winty on
the Whiterocks in 1844 B :

Once more the trails are hidden and crossed. Could this old fort
on the Green be the first, white, year-round settlement in what is
now the State of Utah? Yes, it could, but there arc conflicting claims
the limit of space will not allow recounting here. Claims which, as
time goes by, will e resolved by further investigations. Evc;ntuall

gle and follow the tracks of the old mountain
storic spot where the

the writers missed him, Kit

short for it was vacant in lat

gomeone will untan
men. When this is done, W& shall know the hi

first white man built to stay, in the State of Utah.

It can only be said, at the present state of the record, that if the
rmanent, white establish-l

old fort on the Green was not the first, pe
ment in Utah, it was early enough to be of great historical signifi-4
cance and should be known and preserved.
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ESCALANTE-DOMINGUEZ TRAIL

- _
e aere \;zre ten men who made the exploration two hundred
t : tgho. e course they took led them into regions where onl
wo of them had ever been before. The journey that they made w .
rem:lrkable and rivals the treks of others we have read about in thalS
! e
ann ts of our co.ur.1try. It equals the trip of Lewis and Clark to the
ﬁrea we:}tlern shining water. It surpasses the trip that Fremont made
ecause they set off into a count i
ry hostil
to the leaders of the pack. o compleely unonn
What i |
W at amazes me most is the apparent hand of God in the selec-
ion of each volunteer who made up the party, Each man was a
. spe-

T

Let’s take them one by one,
Father Dominguez, the leader and the boss. He was a “Criolle,”

2 Mexican bom and bred. ...

} Wlﬂ’fvt\; 2u:::d yf:ars ago, in 1776, two Franciscan friars, togeth-

orwih panlc?ns, set out on a historic journey which was to
across a wild and unknown country, the roughest in th

west. These were the first white men and with them, the first blacli

- man ever to set foot in our beautiful State of Utah

s 'en 'the expedition got well started, there were ten men in all
o 31'1' aim was to find a route around behind the lands of the hos
" . dar -

ian nation, the Hopis and Apaches. They were to go from

New Mexi ‘
:. exico, to Monterey, Califomnia. And although they never suc-

:j:(i ;1; (:l;l; :11ssi0n- because the secason grew too late, still, they

o Imost remarkable treks in history,
L sop by Stilgn:)r Stboﬂt'el, I followed the Dominguez-Escalante
oo 1 aie ll;:l .ytum,‘leagUe by league from the Colorado
. Inevitably in such circumstances, one forms a
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pictlire, in his mind of each man in party. He might be wrong for

there were no descriptions and no pictures of them, nevertheless,

there they stand right before your ¢yes. _
Father Dominguez, Mexican born and bred, y
ty, well educated, lucid, quiet but authoritative, a good orator. He

stands medium height, dark and swarthy, quite handsome. He is

ki_ndly, religious, and devoted entirely to the Father and the Son.
for the pastor of a church. He is

Father Escalante is very young,
his eyes are blue and he is the

pure Castitlian, so his hair is light,
tallest of the lot. The light blue cassocks that the fathers wore made

him appear even taller and more slender than he actually was. He
- was well educated, too. He had a gift with a pen; for few can say so
much, so accurately, in so"few wo_rds as he was able to in his joiimal

which we can follow even today. :
Don Miera, by now forty years old and supposedly retired. This
man was a soldier, a little grizzled around the edges and graying. He
was a mathematician and map maker skilled in many things. There
is no doubt that he was responsiblé for the accurate coUrses and dis
tances set out in Escalante’s diary. He was from Burg'aé, Spain. A
Castillian, too, he was f)robably 1ight'complected because up there
the Teuton blood runs strong. : o
Into a land where only Indians had ever been before, went an
y white men. That was over two hundred years ago,

ung—not yet thir-

expeditioh led b
the year of our country’s birth.

~ Each individual of the party was an extraordinary m
you consider them one by one, There was Father Dominguez, the
jcader, a high authority in the Franciscan Order of the Catho
Church. Father Escalante, young, intelligent: such a good scribe that
even today, you can follow the trail day by day, league by leag
from the descriptions and data he put down with his pen. Don Mie
a grandee of Spain, and a soldier bom and bred. Micra was high!

educated, a cartographer, responsible, we suppose, for

an, when
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remarkab
Escalan;,lc? accuracy of the courses and distances given i
s ' }
e Journal, Then there were the venturesome Dons, high l‘n
the et andgovernment of New Spain; these were Do; ]E’gdufl
- zn Don Joaqleun Sain. After them in rank came OQlj s
uilar, ini ¥
ini et anllicero, and the Miniz brothers, Andre Miniz, though I?rle;,
s o e » was exceptionally intelligent; he had lea;'ned tie dc')fﬁ-
- language. He knew his way i 1 e
. ' y in the wildern
i ess and among th
lodian int I1Iszdp‘rc>bable that he and his brother Lucrecio were sog\:elj
tan ways they acted and u
' sed a part of thei ili
e ot part of their habili-
e opting Afrom each culture, the best, most useful items lf1
urney. As they rod i | !
sueh y rode no doubt their clothes were half and
As th /
s piCkeedoutﬁ:;roceeded on beyond the last outpost of Abiquieu
up two more men; Juan Domi ’
o : T : ingo, a black man;
V;;::ed lblood Indian they called the Coyote. No doubt, these tv:.r "“‘_“d .
. . .
e stt a\lzes, but since the Franciscans were against holding hl? rans
: m
- thets:h these.twp men were taken along—not for the excuse thans
at they might cause trouble if they refused the"i” . ey
because they wished to set them free reompany b

As th
s the explorers left the Sabuguavas, a band of the Ute Indian

Nation, they

oy all ;); adde‘d two more to their band: a boy in his early teens
* whom the Jadi: an d as a guide, a young, full blood Ute Indian
they named Silvestre. It was the Ute, Silvesre who led them

what is now Provo, Utah.,

As i '
rail frorI:I slil:](gjz(ljr :;Oﬁ‘?l and [ followed the Dominguez-Escalante
s contiach orado l.me through Utah to the shores of Utah Lake
¢ of that guidz Slll:pnsed o astonished by the skill and knOWI:
You soq. i1 W. O{n the :fathers called Silvestre.
u see, Silvestre’s Indian name was “The Talker.” The Lake

"— ore Pe()“ [+ I - - re

ides these
. there. was a man who had great influence among this
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people. This man, they said; was Silvestre. Putting everything
together, 1 have concluded that Silvestre, young as he was, was a
Shaman, a medicine man. If this is so, then he was a Skyreader, 2
Vision Dreamer, a healer, a prophet and a master of the magician’s

art. Ho could understand the boom boom of the drum; could read

smoke and messages tied in the knotted string. All of the medicine
man’s skills and knowledge has been handed down from father to
son for generations. So this Ute, Silvestre, was a learned man. I'll
+dmit today, that much of the Ute culture has vanished. T can find no

_ one now who reads the drum, the smoke or string. All who, did have

fong since passed away. The young ones never learned it in these lat-
ter days. The old ones died and carried many of their secrets to the
grave. B : S |
But as Monsignor Stoffe! and 1 followed the tr'ail,rthe father laid
out the route in cCourses and distances on the map using a commpass,
the odometer, and his fingers for conversion of miles t_d leagues.
While I, Ute like, ‘gjlvestred’ the land. In other wordé-, from high
places 1 scanned the terrain seeking out the most logical way to goﬂ
When we started on our search with my Blazer, I thought I knew
the Uintah Basin country as good or better than any man alive. 1
knew the deserts, the streams ‘and their courses, the hills and bol-
10ws,_every place whete the expedition went was as familiar to me, |
thought, as the palm of my left hand. 1 was surprised. As well as1
knew my country, I found that Silvestre knew it better. S
As we went painstakingly forward day by day, fquﬁd places
where 1 thought, looking ahead, “Right here Silvestre pulled a boo-
boo. He should have gone that way, not this way.” And then whe
got high and could see, I finally trembled. Silvestre was right an
was wropg. | think his name should have been Ouray {the Arro
because if ever there was a man who could pick the shortest gast
route between two points, it was Gilvestre. When he failed to do this
 had to read between the lines to find his reasons, but the thing i

o R [, P
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DOUI;II(;:V,C I-reete ls{ f(’;)-llow the Fr:.til and I’ll show you. He came down
S étzfr:d striking the White River a little above what
o Was, o rado. The.most direct route to the Timpanogas
N ca‘”ed. (;vn the White River to the place where waters
oy m the B 1o al;r(eil); Utah, He could cross the Green River at
ey o e 8 sland ord, whexie t.he-island parts the river in two,
e e cio p the Duchesne River on the same trail he finally
ook St Bencshe tod]eave the White River and go north across
o e “ijR down Cockle Burr to the water that is now
e homes ta;nch. .It caused him to have to make a dry
it (,)Ut a}t) mght,. were restless because they were
ieson s oo , he went a long WIjl.y around losing many
Was\?;h)}; Odsltc:l:el :ccl: that? I was puzzled, Then it dawned on me; he
R c1lam 't(:i(‘)untry. Tht‘)se thqy called the Comanches
great crossroads ofrjlielrft;srll\iaVl(jnity 'Of e
? as dangerous, always had b
ben:;:)i t:::r:lrjisj-tes of t}llat day, it was called the Bloody Gr:jr;;
ing warriors could lie in wait, raiding the unwary

Sil . .
ilvestre decided to avoid it. Fle went north so he could use the ford
QT

Ll

- Fremo
o a:t ‘:VJ:;:: :;zsmy I_}Ifears later. The fords across the rivers, that time
i Y. , :{ could go over the Duchesne River, pass into
) ¥, strike the headquarters of the Provo River and go
:_ stream to Utah Lake, the home of Silvestre.

"rh ,

banelfs f;;j:]l: (C;rlmpelij for two days at La Vega de Santa Cruz on

joun.ml Silvestreenh Ver, H‘ere ftor some reason not disclosed in

 Green tiwn headedc anged his mind. They made an easy ford of

:‘: Wiy dig ed south by soluthwest,

e ey o ilvestre change h_lS mind? Well, one of the nights
ere camped on the banks of the Green, the guide slept
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apart from the rest of the party. In the night, either Miniz or Joaquin,
heard their guide talking with other Indians. In the conversation,
unclearly heard, ambush was mentioned, This brought suspicion

down on Silvestre’s head. They thought maybe he was planning to

betray them for their horses. But the suspicion was unfounded, as

was later shown. Most likely, what really happened was that
Silvestre’s friends wamed him that night of a danger on the Fremont
Trail, probably a large war party of Comanche or Sioux. He decided
to avoid them soO he turned south. -

~ They explored Brush Creek, the Sunshine Ranch and Ashley
Creek and beyond. On the other side of Ashley Creek, near the

foothills of Asphalt Ridge, the trail forked. The east branch led along

an apparently casy way, it was flat land near the river. The west

branch tumed to climb the ridge toward Collier’s Pass. Here the
guide paused and hesitated, increasing the £ather’s suspicions of
him. There is no doubt he was checking all the signs. There were
tracks on the road ahead. He was listening to the blue jays, smelling
the air for smoke, noticing a thousand little things a white man
wouldn’t see, Finally he chose the western branch.

As we crossed the edge of Ashley Valley. following the compass

and the map, 1 was unbelieving because the way Silvestre chose....

This is the story of a Ute Indian who in 1776 guided a legendary
ged

expedition led by two Franciscan friars, across & rough and rug

country unk
Spain and on 10 the shores of Utah Lake.

The actual head of the party was Fray Francisco Atonasio.
uez, a Mexican bormn and bred. With bim as second in com-
vestre Velez de Escalante, from @

e of Old Spain. Escalantc was the scribe who left

behind the excellent journal by which, even now, you can follow day

Doming
mand was the young Fray Sil
northem provine

by day, league by league, the route of the historic journey.

pown to western mef. They left old Santa Fe of New
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A .
calpta“i’ter the above religions, were Don Miera y Pacheco, an
in, an engineer and cartogr, vorthen
: aph :
s ot 018 Syt grapher, a Grandee from a northern
Besid .
. Cs;l'ebs the three named above there was Don Asneras, Do
> s 1. ar§5, Angular Lucero, Sucrecio Muniz, and ab L the
te speaking interpreter Andres Muniz ) st
Lat bder
» ofe‘:b\?rheln the trek got well under way, beyond the border out
zn . [;qulerez, Coyote who was a mixed blood named H l'u -
uan Domingo, a black man, joi ‘ ‘ e
: R , joined the march
" rch. They pr
Inzlir wortfl on a later day. And last but not least, were theyt\pzvoml?t:
an i :
e t.se, close relat.lvcs probably. One of these was just a boy in hi
y teens, Joaquin, the fathers named him, And the other wa .
O n . . . '
vyou Sglmm in his early twenties whom the fathers called, Silvestr -
L Ire.
- SL :/nestrc, 'we found as Father Stoeffe]l and 1 followed the trail
s I;er} 11:1hpressed us with his remarkable knowledge of th
untry, his faithfulness, and his skifl i 1 i
ot is skifl in takl_ng the expedition for-
The Yut i
o fou: ;s of the Tlmpa.t‘logas gave Dominguez a buckskin updn
e gures were depicted, three of whom they said represent
) ent-
e Ss ?:d r;l;e fourth was a man of great influence among his peo-“
chiéf - :; figure, they indicated, was the brother of the chief of
5. i i
- z‘ athers, inctuding Muniz who should have known bétt:
y did not understand what they had been given. They coﬁsi;

ered i i
| pascsl pl(t) i t:kge: a(;:l 1gtoodwﬂl or a present. In fact, what they had was a
- th‘; B Of: of :elp and safe passage anywhere they might
s et g ‘e whole Ute Indian Nation. It was the chief of
, and his hope, that the fathers would use it to retum

quickly to them so th
at the
of the Gospel, y could be taught the wonderful message

Sil ’ i
vestre's Indian name was ‘The Talker’ (an advocate with th
e

Spirits, i
good or bad) This, coupled with the fact that he was a chief,
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a medicine man, an Indian priest. If this was so then he was a sky
reader, a vision dreamer, a healer and a prophet. He would be a mas- .
ter of the magician’s art. Besides all this, be could read the boom-
boom of the drum, smoke talk and the messages of the knotted
string. Added up, this would mean that Silvestre was a very intelli- -
gent man, that his skills and knowledge had been handed down from
father to son for generations and he had been taught constantly since
he was a boy of young and tender years. His father must have died
and this left Silvestre, the chief Shaman of his band. ' .
~ So now w¢ follow the trail of the gxploration guided by
Silvestre, set out accurately in courses and distances, evidently by

Miera and written down in a diary by Escalante who also describes

the terrain. :
At first Muniz knew the way from New Mexico to Colorado as

far as the country of the Sabuagwas, after that they found Silvestre

and he took over, 80 NOW....
They traveled north over mountains, across rivers and valleys.

Finally, they went over & mountain at Douglas'Creek Pass along &
well worn trail descending down the canyon and striking the White
River a little above Ranggeley, Colorado. _ '

It was here that Silvestre made his first decision. He knew he
could go down the White River to Ouray, Utah. There was a good
ford where The Big Island split the stream in two. In those days. it

was an easy crossing because the river was about evenly divided so

they crossed one channel then the other.

In 1776, of course the place was not called Quray, it was known
as The Place Where the Waters Meet. The White River coming from
the east, the Duchesne River flowing from the west; and Willow
Creek running out of the Bookcliffs, met the Green River within 2
mile or two of each other. In the days when water, wood and grass

g0 necessary to travel in an arid land, here at this spot, where

were
the rivers came together, was 2 great crossroads of the west, But it
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had another name, too. The Indians also called it Th
: ¢ Blo
g;og;}ﬁ-d:;:;r;f: -the;]re had bee'n many encounters betweeh band(;d—y
the difoenc i : who, b.y design or accident, met at this hub where
nt out like spokes on a wheel. Definitely, with th
people the fathers called Comanches on the loose, this w y d o
ous ground. So Silvestre was not willing to lead h;s char; N angér_'
that way but was determined to avoid it. s hroueh
Whi'tih; iulde to]c.l the fathers that from here they would leave the
 River, continue north across a stretch of land casy to travel
but without water. It was too far, he said, to niake it in one day "ﬂ:ee
r;l;tes; z:zg::; m(gn}]xt tiln 'z:;r;;)'/ cma:np_; it would be best to split that tnpy
to graze and res): Aﬁe: allo::'ci"ngl:l: mtltil-dn'oon; L e
: . Af | m to dn i
begin the trek across the desert. It was a hardnsl(e:f:;;f :)If,‘t]ﬂalee {r:f;:i

th i .
. Y I,na'de” it, finding water at the foot of Blue Mountain at the si
.what is-now the famous old “K” Ranch e site of

fter crossing the desert, the explorers rested one full day, to

take care of the meat of
 a buffalo they had shot. Th
the banks of the mighty Green. o Then fhoyent e
F . 4

. ?m the ford..c.)f the Green, about a mile above this camp, there
em;} ;)utll)]t that Silvestre all along had intended to travel the ,north-
arou]l;a:t,h E; same one Fremont used several decades later. This leads

d the base of the Uintah Mountains, crossi v
. s, Crossing many streams o:
De \:ay. It cf['lmlly passes over the summit near the beginning of th:

uchesne, drops into Kamas Valle
y to-the headwaters of

then down this stream : e

_ : to Utah Valley. But somethin ’
the Green changed the guide’s mind. e st e camp en

One i _
¢ night, as they rested at the Green River, Silvestre slipped

i awa '
. y and slept apart from the others. Either Muniz or Joaquin

checked up-on hir
up-on him and heard snatches of a conversation as Silvestre

talked wi '
o 1t.h another Ute who came in from somewhere. It was in that
sation, the eavesdropper heard “ambush” mentioned. Next

0
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moming, whoever the listener was warned the fathers, telling them
to be on que vive. And they were, although they didn’t show it.

But the suspicion, as it later turned out, was unfounded.
Silvestre was worthy of their trust. Nevertheless he did talk to an
unknown Indian, My conclusion is, he was given information which

caused him to avoid the Fremont Trail and turn south along the

Buffalo Trail, down the Green River, then turn west up the
Duchesne, in the process keeping clear of the Bloody Ground.

As | stood in Ashley Valley with Father Soffe! and we checked,
time and again, which way the trail was tending, by map and com-
pass, I couldn’t beliove it. To our left was a broad river plain which

_appearcd t0 be easy to travel around the eastern nose of the Sierra,

but here we went straight for Collier’s Gap, in the high Asphalt

 Ridge. It was my opinion then, although Soeffel didn’t agree, that

the Ute guide was afraid or didn’t kpow his business. When we
-came to the summit, 1 swallowed once then swallowed twice. The
first time for my embarrassment and the second time for my suf-

~ prise. Far below us, we could see miles and miles down the river. -

Here it flows around the loop of Horseshoe Bend and twists into the
mighty turns of the Stirrup. ‘When you follow the river, that is if you

could, you would go for mile after mile around the turnings getting
nowhere, bt I could look down the way Silvestre went and itwasas .

straight as a ruler to the campground where the explorers stayed that
night. Not only that, but up high you could cross the arroyos where
they are no bigger than irrigation {aterals but as they flow théy have
- washed great chasms impossible to cross down below. There is only

~ anatrow ribbon along which you can go.

I have lived in Uintah Basin, man and boy, all these years. Not
only that, but 1 have traveled it, to all the deserts, mountains, valleys
and streams. 1 didn’t believe there was a man alive Qr' dead who
knew it better from north to south, from east to west, than 1 did. But
when we finished the Escalante Trail, I’ll have to admit Silvestre
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beat me. He was not the bear who went over the mountain t
what he could see, he already knew what was there, Yes, the h adof
God must have led the fathers to him. Yo fhehande!

They forded the river easily a few miles above Jensen, Utah

crossed Brush Creek, then Ashley Creek and headed south gs th,
west. At last they came to where the trail forked, one to the ’legu (;
one :Lo the right. Here Silvestre paused and hesitated. The w:::]te
mefl s suspicions of him grew. Of course, he could see whaI;, th.
white men never did at this point. There were Indians on the tr 'ﬁ;
ahe.a'd, some on horseback and some afoot, Were they atmbusha1

wz'ntmg to attack somewhere? In the padre’s party wére bet e
‘Fhlrty and forty horses, each one of them, in 1776, worth their Ww'eel:ln
in golld to Indians. So Silvestre checked for tellfal; signs. He sm?ilf cIl;
the air, looked for smoke, listened for blue jays watc-hed fbiie e'

mals. Each of them told him something. At last ’aftf,r he had il_"'

fied himself, the guide moved forward taking the ’right hand for]ja o

When Silvestre reached the summit of the ridge, they could‘ s
whfzre the Indian band ahead had waited for a time ’without turnize
tl?exr horses loose. They had been waiching their back-trail. 1t wai
either a poor party because the fresh tracks showed some \;vere .
focl)t', or part of their pony herd had been stolen, or they had captiv:sn
ti ;:n W?: the latter, then they expected pursuit and were watching f01"

. If not, then they were watching the white men, whom they had
seen across the river the last day or two, Perhaps it was curiositz that
kePt them observing these strange men in peculiar clothes and T
skins, Possibly they had heard of people like these but had n:: o
seen any before, ‘ -

As the march continued down a long, dry arroyo to the first bot
tom of the river, they found fresh tracks of the people who h(;.c;
camped there for quite awhile, then continued on. Sil\)estre said

those people were Comanche in pursuit of some Utes whom the
had scen while hunting buffalo. '
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TEE INCOMPARABLE UTE

The mists of time have faded all the legends. From the trails, the
pony tracks have vanished. But a scribing pen on paper has left a
story of one of history’s most remarkable explorations of the North
American Continent.

It is a journal. It tells the tale of two Franciscan Friars, Fra
Dominguez, the leader, and Fra Escalante, his companion. With Don’
Micra, a grandee of 0ld Spain, Andre Muniz, the Ute speaking
White man and two others, adventure bound they set out in 1776
from Sante Fe to find a trail through the back country to Monterey.

In their passage, they went over mountains, across valleys and
deserts viewing scencs and panoramas that no white eyes had ever
seen before. ' '

As they went, they wrote down, day by day, league by league,
their itinerary so remarkably accurate in cOUTSes and distances and
descriptions that even today, you can follow their trail exactly in
their footsteps.

In the beginning, the wayfarers dedicated their endeavors 10 the
Holy Mother Mary and her husband Joseph, asking them to inter-
cede for them throughout their dangerous journcy. From that time

on, they depended on the Heavenly Father to guide them knowing
that as he willed, so it would be.

Like the Seven Cities of Cibola, there was a story among the
Indians about a lake far to the north where peaceful, happy people
dwelt. Toward this storied place they set their course.

By the casting of lots, or was it the hand of God? They were led

to a band of Utes. Visiting among them was a young, strong intelli-

gent Ute whose home was on the shores of the fabled lake. With

gentle persuasion and some valuable presents, they prevailed upotl

this Ute to guide them as far as his homeland.
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" ::J :;markably capable was this Indian that it is to him I dedicate
The Fathers gave their guide the name Silvestre; but his Indian
namf: was Pa-gai-its (The Talker). This would indicate that he was
medicine man. He was a vision dreamer, a weather caster, and .
heﬂer. He knew the language of the drums and of the smc;ke Ha
could read the messages of the strong and was. a master of le e
main. He would have ranked as a chief. ! B
Silvestre was a member of the great Ute Indian Nation. The
Fatl"lers called his band the Lagunas, after the lake they lived b | B t
their Indian name was Paw-guau-nuance (Lake Shore Pe?)[’ 1 )
Among themselves, they are still known by that name. "o
As Silvestre left the Sabreaganas, they warned him that the
Conlianches were on the rampage. He knew that to pass this group of
White men, with thirty or forty head of horses, through the Blood
(f;(l)ltmd,' as Uintah Basin was then called, would take all his witsy
:r elk's and know how. Smilingly, he led the party out on their long
Tllaere was only once that Silvestre’s choice of proceeding was
qgestloned. Don Miera insisted on going a different way th
Sii\festre had picked. The result proved to be arduous a,m:lynejm
again in all the long miles was Silvestre’s decision questioned K
At Fast, they dropped down Douglas Creek Canyon and‘ struck
the White River just above Rangeley, Colorado. Now, they we.re on
the.: threshold of the Bloody Ground. They must go f(;r many mil
using ‘the greatest caution, across a region of deadly peril T
Rj. Silvestre had a choice of two ways. He could go dowln the White
arv:; to The Place Where Waters Meet (cal]ed Ouray today). There
Ie ree good fords across Awat Paw (Big Water) at this-place. But
since Willow Creek, White River and the Duchesne enters éree-n

R.iver ﬁhe i W, \N
e, it was a greﬂt Crossroads Of the est. For thls reason lt
. Was mo i y W ’
st Ilke] the Company Gf explorers Ould rui into hostﬂes
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~ there. If he crossed safely, Silvestre could go up the Duchesne, even-

tually joining the trail he finally took. The other way he could go
was across a desert to the most northern ford of the Green in Uintah
Basin, follow the trail around the base of the mountains, later 10 be
known as the Fremont Trail. Then cross over the pass 10 Kamas
Valley. There he would catch the headwater of the Timpanogos
River (River of the Great Stone Person, now named the Provo) and

descend it to Utah Valley—and home. \
Checking the trails for signs, Silvestre chose the second course.

He told the Padres that on the morrow, they would cross a wasteland

without water. It was impossible, be said, to go from water to water
in one day, so they would split the time. They would stay on White

_ River that night and until noon the next day. Then they would set out
~ ACIOSS the barrens, make a dry camp at night, and find water late in

the aftemoon of the second day. It came _c_iut exactly as the Indian

sdid. As the sun sank low down the sky on the second day, they -

found lots of water and good grazing at the foot of Bluc Mountain at
the present site of the “K” Ranch. ' o _
~ They shot one of the fow buffalo in the region and rested a day
to care for the meat and rest their animals. Then they rode on and
_cammped in a grove on f,he left bank of the Green. At this place, they
spent two days. While they were there, Silvestre slipped away and
slept apart from his companions. ' o
One of the mysteries of the journey bappened here, because as
he slept apart, one of the party cavesdropped on him. The suspicious
person, whoever he was, heard the guide talking in Ute to another
Indian. While he couldn’t hear the whole conversation, he did hear
the word ‘ambush’ spoken several times,
When this report was given to the Padres, they mistrusted
Silvestre. They thought their guide might be jeading them into a trap
where their horses and mules could be stolen. They watched him

very closely.
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Next day,.they went up the river a mile and forded it. Silvest
tun*'led south, away from the Fremont Trail. On this da ’to th y
nf)tlccd that Silvestre for the first time Wore the serapjg th:, he:
gl‘ven hi.m at the beginning of his service with them. Upon tfotiz
this, their fear of treachery grew. But they dissembled their feeli .
completely, so Escalante said. Later on, in his diary, Eécélante lvr\li: '

!

It is more than probable that Silvestre rmet another Ute at the
C@p on the Green. This man had told him not to go the Fremont
Trail, for already, his party had been seen. Their intentions thn
gl;lessse'cll, was that an ambush had already been laid for théin 'lihisei}s’
w ilvestre ] i |
o 13;(1 o am}j,uas;ftz:.le crossed the river, turned south. In lfhis'way, he
L The trace he followed to the south was known to Silvestre a
The Buffalo Trail.” It led from the buffaio plains of Wyomin intS
Brown’s Hole, over Diamond Mountain and on to Quray Thi’ .
passes around the shoulder of “The Buckskin Hills,” turns Asouth:vN:si
and proceeds toward Asphalt Ridge. As you reach the south side of
Ashley Valley, the trail forks. Approaching as Silvestre did, from the
north, the eastest way to go seems to be the left hand fork Lecause it
leads down an easy incline to the river and apparently alon th
b@k. The right hand fork climbs up a gully to the summit of A pal
R | sphalt
. ;tl ctltes ::':;I;,dSﬂvestre paused and hesitated. Escalante wrote that
o i seem e tt?ﬂl:e confusefi. B.ut the Priest was wrong. Silvestre
N 2n ei ?r frlom his friend of the campground scouting
o j:l-ldm:m s:lamethm-g in nature he could recognize but the Whate
e n t To explam, an old Indian said to me once, “The trou-

with White men is unless they are Indian trained, they go only b
what they actually see and hear. An Indian will go not only by wh;::

- h
¢ sees and hears but also by what he should see or hear and doesn’t
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If you are in blue jay country and you don’t hear his cry as you
approach, you better move cautiously and find out why the bird is

silent. It might save your life.”
© So Silvestre waited. He got his sign and took the right hand fork,

climbing up Asphalt Ridge to Collier’s Gap.

1 questioned his decision. Why leave the easy going to the left

and take the rough ascent to the right? Like Miera, I questioned the

guide’s selection only once, for, from the summit, T could see why

he went the way he did. Far below us was the Green River. Tt tumns |
almost a full circle around Horseshoe Bend then enters into the

twisted channel of the stirrup straight. Before us, in the badlands,

was one hidden pass and then another, The old trail, which you can

still see, goes through those passes, straight as an arrow, back to the
river at the campground of Las Llagas. Five miles for twenty, 1

would take that anytime. It dawned on me that as well as [ knew my
country, Silvestre knew it better. '

Along the trail, Silvestre saw tracks of a sizable party. Some
were on horseback and some were on foot. Several had remained on
the summit watching the back trail but when the Spaniards got there
they wete gone. _

These people had remained at the river for quite a long time.
Silvestre, checked around. He said they were Comanches and were
in pursuit of Utes who had stolen some of their horses on the buffalo
plains.

How did Silvestre know this? Well, he probably'found a string

" on a tree limb and read it; for the writing of the string was universal
like the hand sign language. _

The Comanches were here, they knew of the Spanish. From
here, Silvestre must use all his cunning or disaster would strike.

Camp was made at Las Llagas de San Francisco and Miera. The
old soldier set up a scheduled guard system to watch over the camp.

Early next moming the Muniz brothers, Indian trained, scouted
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the trail ahead. UpOn thgir return, they said there was no apparent
dange.r. So the Spanish company set out.

N f‘;:{lvestre, followed the Buffalo Trail for quite a distance, watch-
ing. He knew there must be some who would think he was going to
Ouray; at that place they could set their trap. | -

] fflllt FSrllvestre thwarted those plans, for abfuptly he left the
uffalo Trail. He moved cross coun
try, west-southwest, acro
Brough Bench where there is no trail but is easy going o
It was here we found Silvestre’s overlook. It is the high, ledgy

Pwolllr'l-t where Silvestre pointed out to the fathers the confluence of the
1tfa anc? the Green. From this place the guide had a good view for
spotting signs of hostiles. : |

| 'fjh.ey wen?; down a little unnamed stream to where the Duchesne
and Uintah Rivers meet. They lost no time now, they traveled fast

and camped that night on th i
o g ¢ banks of the _Duchesnc (Rivera de San

Gmllj}e;t Ic:laif rg:l:ly ;e.at out on the most perilous stretch of the Bloody
- . Silvestre knew there was pursuit. They saw the
smoke signals at the foot of the Sierras which the gnide could read:
the Spania,r.ds have been spotted and their location given. o
e The guide, knowing pu—rsu'ers were behind him, fairly ran all day.
even so, he took precautions: he followed the river keeping in
the trees and thickets, he wouldn’t travel the open, easy going t gth
:ic;lth. He Passed through wild roses, had to forc,l the rivergse:erai
attaec:;{,.not in an attempt to hide but to keep in cover if there was an
arm’\[::e 1inldlan knew his party had three, rifles, tree bows with
, knives, tomahawks, and axes. Perhaps there were other

we ni
- Wweapons, even if the Padres were against them. The Spanish compa-

ny was not an easy mark, In fac
) t, they were formi i
cover when attacked. ’ e el

Nevertheless, the Ute hurried onward, on this day. They
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eschewed the siesta, so dear to a Spaniard’s heart, As night fell, they
were at the campground of Catarino de Lena, on the Duchesne River
about a mile above the town of Duchesne. This has been one of the
longest days travel of the entire exploration. ’

The Ute knew that tomorrow he would be drawing near the
guarded, eastern ramparts of his own people; there would be safety. -
He still had one of his greatest probllems to solve. In the mom, they
set out going over the west bench and down onto the Strawberry
River. Silvestre chose to follow the river around ‘The Circle.’ (It is,
under Starvation Lake today.) It was rough going. They were in the
river bottom, then up on the ledges where they lamed a horse. At
fast, the Ute left the river turning up La Golendrina (we call it Rabbit
Guich). At the forks, they took to the left up the deep, narrow defile
of the Sink. The wind beat down the Sink like water down a fuanel
and it was cold. Escalante wrote they nearly froze all day.

To the south, an easy trail went through the axis of The Circle,
up a short draw 10 Libione Flat, to Dead Ox Flat and on to the pre-
sent site of Fruitland.

Why did Silvestre pick the hard way? Father Stoeffel and I, who
followed the trail cogitated. Finally Father Stoeffel, and then I, came
up with the answer. At the time the Fathers came through here, it
was in the midst of the pinenut harvest season. This was a pinion
forest. 1t would be overrun with people harvesting their winter’s nut
supply. |

In going where he did, Silvestre chose one of those legendary
‘hidden ways.” He couldn’t be seen because you have to stand on the
very rim of the Sink before you know it is there. The rock walls
deaden all sounds.

When the Spanish explorers came to the head of the Canyon,
they had left the pinion forest behind them. That night, the party
camped on Red Creek about a mile above present Highway 40. The
grass was good and there was plenty of water.
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At daylight, the explorers made the last lap across the ill-reputed
Bloody Ground. They dropped onto Currant Creek climbeSl th
Sheep Trail, rounded the comer of the mountain and :vent up D X
Creek above t_he Narrows. They camped at the head, in onepof ilemp
Eost :eautiful campgrounds of the whole joﬁmey. BZattef than thate
hoeie. ad crossed the land of danger and were nearing Silvestre’s

. As they went across Strawbeﬁy Valley, climbed Strawbe
RJdgti and dropped down, Silvestre was in aﬁ hurry because he wz
near.mg home. The timber was so thick, Miera couid‘ not take hi |
bearings. SO today you can’t tefl exactly where they went. S

On piamond Fork, smoke signals showed all over announcin
the coming of the Fathers. That night at the forks of Diamond Forﬁ
and Spanish Fork Rivers, Silvestre, knowi-ﬁg they were being

watched from the shadows, spoke to his people. He told them who

he was and who his companions were. He explained that the Padres
were men of Big Medicine and that they came in peace. :
Next day, from a high ove_rlook, the Padres saw the beautiful
Utah Valley. In the distance, they saw the lake. They realized it was
not a myth, for there it was; its waters shining in the sun,
In a day, they met Silvestre’s people and found out the guide

was a chieftain. They found out, too, that to cross the Bloody

Ground infested by Comanches—without mishap and with

tle—was a miracle. ) ot be
‘When it came time to part, prese‘nts were exchanged. The Bi

Flhmf gave the Fathers a strip of buckskin with pictures drawn upotgl

it. In .some dark archives of New Mexico, Old Mexico, Spain, or

even in England, there might be hidden that piece of buc;kskin if it

could be found, it would be considered by those who could reaci it,a

. great historic document.

" ;('oul see,‘ although Escalante’s diary doesn’t mention it, the old
1ef said this when he gave it to Dominguez; That buckskin was a
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gift seldom given; it had great significance. It was a passport. It
guaranteed safe passage forever to the man who possessed it. It was
good in every land controlled by the Ute Nation or its allics. It is
probable that even the Comanches, the Hopis, the Navajo, and the
Apaches would have honored it. -4
Sorrowfully, Silvestre parted from his charges as they prepared
to leave his homeland. From that time on, he stepped back into the
shadowsﬂfaded forever from the pages of recorded history. -
'All we can say is that the party of the Fathers, at some unknown
rendezvous with fate, would have vanished from the scene had they
not'had with them the guiding hand of the man they called Silvestre.
He led them steadfastly, true, direct and as sure as an arrow shot
from the bow of a master. Silvestre was the master who led them
safely through all danger. ' o

Note: Both pfeceding articles are similar but because each con- .

tains additional information concerning Silvestre, we decided to use
them both.
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NINE MILE ROAD

THE RoAD.

Nine Mile Canyon. . _
—Used by permission, Utah State Historical Society, all rights reserved.

The main theme of this story is not a person or any animate
thing—it is the story of a road. Along its course, the tides of the his-
tory of a region ebbed and flowed. What happened along its winding
way is as enthralling as the tales they tell of the road to Santa Fe or
those on the Oregon Trail. As you travel its twisting miles, you see
the points where events occurred, which as the yéars passed, became
a part of the folklore of a people. '

The story deals with humans, ‘tis true, for this road was the track

3
T




122 Tales from Indian Country

of an empire. Over the serpentine route came presidents, generals,
soldiers, cowboys, Indians, outlaws and settlers. It was the road that
stage coaches and freighters traveled for it was the artery over which
came the mail and commodities to keep the people of Uintah Basin,
in eastern Utah, well and happy.

The Basin is a great land-tocked valley completely surrounded
by snow-capped peaks. It’s an arca as large or larger than some of
the fifty statcs of the Union. To get in or out of the big “U” country,
you must cross its rivers, climb over several mountain ranges. You
must traverse its deserts, where the summer sun shines down piti-
lesily and the winds of winter blow across the barren wastes. Today,

the journey is easily and swiftly made. But yesterday, the miles came

hard, especially when the rivers ran wild in flood or the snow lay
deep on the mountain passes.

In the ‘Early Days,’ the Basin had within its confines an Indian
reservation of many thousand acres; Ft. Duchesne, a post of the
United States Ammy; and beyond the boundarics of the reservation,
to the eastward, a white settlement in Ashley Valley.

Later, when the reservation, the final home of the three northern
bands of the Ute Indian Tribe, was opened to the white homestead-
ers, there were other towns—Roosevelt, Myton, Duchesne, and

smaller centers, laid out and settled. The Basin became the dwelling’

place of thousands of those pioneers we read about in history.

The Indians, Ft. Duchesne, and the whole white populdtion was
served by the pass known as the Nine Mile Road. It stretches over
mountains, up and down canyons, acfoss deserts and rivers, from the
nearest railroad at Price, Utah, one hundréd, twenty miles to Ashley
Valley, its northeastern terminal, serving all the points in between.

There were many roads into Uintah Basin but the most glam-
orous, historic, certainly the one which has become a legend is this
old Nine Mile Road.

When the automobile and moter trucks came, bringing with

Nine Mile Road 123

The old Stage Coach going through Nine Mile Canyon.
—Used by permission, Utah State Historical Society, all rights reserved.

them new roads and maintenance equipment, the Nine Mile Road

- faded into obscurity; for newer, faster highways were built, taking

the place of the old. But the old Nine Mile Road never died com-
pletely; its route has been changed some and it has been improved,
but you may still, if you wish, travel its entire length. The hustle and
bustle are gone. Nevertheless, the legends and memories linger.
Only ranchers and sightseers travel it now, yet the ghosts of other
days are still there. '

I suppose no one knows, for certain, how Nine Mile Road got its
name. Nor does anyone know for certain how that picturesque abyss,
Nine Mile Canyoen, through which the road passes, got its name. It is
quite certain that either the road was named for the canyon or the
canyon was named for the road. Wherever old-timers meet and Nine
Mile is discussed, the mystery of the naming is considered but no
one seems to know the answer. '

The stream that flows in the canyon is not Nine Mile Creek.

i3
Fl
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It has an old-fashioned, quaint sounding name, the Minnie Mand,
which infers that perhaps the canyon was not always known as Nine

Mile. ,
" The canyon is longer than nine miles. There is no significant

" pine mile stretch from any definite point. No spring or presently

known object would give rise to the name. There are several theories

* of naming but only one, in my estimation is based more upon fact

than fiction. It goes like this: :

" The U.S. Army wanted fast communication from Ft. Duchesne
_‘tcr> the outside world, so while building Ft. Duchesne, the Army also
built a road and a telegraph line to Price, Utah, the nearest rail point.

" As time passed, soldiers concluded the new road was the best all-

season route into the Basin ‘and used the road exclusively for all.
army freight. In the spring and afier hard rains, however, there were
places along the way where the depth and quality of mud was unbe-

" lievable. Mules mired to their bellics, wagons to their boxes and

‘wheels built up gumbo tike a honey bee’s hind legs in pollen-gather-
ing time. Many of the officers at Ft. Duchesne were yeterans of the’
Civil War and had taken part in McClellan’s Peninsular Campaign in

his attempt to take Richmond. In that campaig_n; in far off Virginia,
was a ‘Nine Mile Road.” A whole Union Army Corps bogged down

in the mud there during one of the movements of ‘The Seven Days.’
‘As a party of soldiers moved along, going from Ft. Duchesne to

~ Price. they, too, bogged in the mud. An officer said, “This is as bad

as the Nine Mile Road.”

The chance remark stuck and from then on “The Nine Mile
Road’ was the name used by the army. The civilians quickly appro-
priated the ammy designation. '

In the years before the Army built the road, there were a few
people in the Canyon, mainly outlaws, using it as a hideout. Most of
the settlers in the canyon came in after the Army-built and named the
way in. The canyon, probably known as Minnie Maud Canyon,
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assumed Nine Mile Canyon, taken fi
, rom the Army’ i i
o ‘ y’s designation of
| The opening of the Ute Indian Reservation to white settlement
%1ad such a profound effect upon the Nine Mile Road and the countr;
it served, t.hat The Opening,” came to be a point in time from which
all events in the Basin were measured.
| ;[’he cc)‘ld-timers would say: “That was two years before the open-
:ing, or “That happened two years after the/ opening.” ‘The early
ays,” to indicate a time before the opening ) .
pening and, ‘In | ’

. Iy ater days,” were

The ':;tory of the Nine Mile Road, covers times before and after
the opening. Consequently, these old terms seem the best to define
the h?w, ?zvhen and where of events in Uintah Basin, They will be
used in this narration the same way the old-timers used them. -

When @e bulk of travel into the Basin came along Nine Mile
Ro@, a mail contract was let, bringing all U.S. Mail over its route
Mail .was left at the Bridge, Ft. Duchesne, the Sirip and Vernal bi-
we_ekly. After the opening, the mail service became a daily service to
all settlements along the line. '

The speed of the mail coach made it necessary to change horses

~ along the route. For this purpose ‘Stations’ were established by the

stage company approximately twenty miles apart where fresh horses
wcre kept. Here, tired horses were takeén off and rested while fresh
horses were hitched on and the coach continued on its way.

‘Twenty miles. over this kind -of terrain took a half day for the
Irfalll apd a good long day for the freighters. At each station was a
dining room where hungry passengers could eat and sleeping accom- |
modations, if anyone desi’réd them. There were also campgrounds
where freighters and others stopped for the night,

To take care of the needs of campers, the stations usually had a

cner i i
general merchandise store, feed yard, and in some cases, saloons and
card rooms.
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From Price, going to the Basin, stations were located at;
Soldier—the top of the grade going up to West Tavaputs Plateau
(The Land of the Sun); Lee’s Station in Nine Mile; Frank Alger’s in
Nine Mile; the Wells in the Wells Draw: the Bridge, where the road
crossed the Duchesne River which after the opening became the
town of Myton; the Strip, near whete the village of Gusher is now;
the Half Way Hollow; and then Vemal, the end of the line.

You can still follow the old stage road and the track of the army
mule. It began in Price, Utah at a small frontier botel. The mail:
coach left there at about seven o’clock A.M. each day, outbound for
the country of the warlike Utes. It ran northeasterly across the
foothills and sagebrush flats, until it came to a small stream flowing
rapidly down from the mountains. It turned north at the stream,
entered a canyon and followed it uphill to the summit of the moun-

. tain pass. _

~ To a point, the coach traveled at a fast, jinglin-g trot, leaving’
behind a long plume of dust. Then, as the horses leaned into their
collars against the grade, the pace slowed to a fast walk. The uphill

climb grew steeper and steeper as the mountains grew higher on
" either side. The road narrowed as the canyon narrowed, At last, there

was only a dugway, a final ‘pitch,” and the climb was over.
At this point the mountain breeze met the traveler, A wide
expanse opened before him. This expanse is a mountain park, known

as Whitmore Park. In the summer, it is a place of green grass, sage-

brush, quaking aspen, cool water and pine trees. In the winter, it is

covered deep in snow. To the north is a backdrop of high, snow . '

capped peaks; to the left the park stretches away out of sight in the

distance: behind are the slopes of the mountains dropping down into

Castle Valley,' the site of Carbon County coal mining camps and
Price; to the right is the head of fabulous Nine Mile Canyon.

In the old days, on the south side of the park, was Soldier
Station. When the mail arrived here, it was noon. The table in the
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t.:hnmg room was already laid for dinner in anticipation of the arriv-

mg, hungry passengers. There were no short orders; the meal was

strlctlyr cook’s choice. The diners ate what was placed before them

The food was plain frontier fare, but it was well prepared, and above;

all, there was plenty. A meal cost fifty cents for adults ’,cwenty-ﬁve

cents for children under twelve. ' 9

‘An_y traveler, whether riding the stage or not, could eat at the
station, but he had_ to be there at meal time., There were no meals
between meals, unless you were a friend of the cook’s.

Most people, with their own outfits, going in or out of the Basin
prepared their food at the campgrounds, it was only the affluent whc;
used the station dining rooms, To some, eating at the station was a
treat like the modern day family’s eating out nights, which come
only occasionally during the year. |

To stage passengers, there was one hour at the station to eat
rest, freshen up and prepare to travel on. ,

A short distance beyond the station was the campground. It was
usually empty during the day, but as the sun sank low, the campers
began to pull in to prepare for the night. The campground would fill
as the evening wore on, there would be freighters, light rigs, horse-
men, and pack strings. Every kind of outfit known to travel in those
days, stopped for the night, |

In Whitmore Park, in the early days, a British Syndicate operat-
ed a cattle ranch. There were American cowboys and an American
for‘eman to handle the cattle, but the general manager, the man who
paid the wages and the bills, was an Englishman,

! ‘They say, this Englishman came to the station twice a week for
his meal. He was accustomed to buy one, perhaps two, drinks of ‘red
eye’ at the bar, He’d talk awhile with those he knew, then ride back
to his cabin several miles distant in the park.

The Westerners, seeing the Englishman ride, laughed at his
style, for he rode like the European Aristocracy. The Westerners said
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this was riding ‘hard hinder.” Be that as it may, he was not exactly a
dude, for he had spent time as an army officer in India with some
famous outfit like the Khyber Rifies. He could ride and shoot with
the best. ‘

According to the story, he got many letters from London. Quite

often a letter came slightly scented and perfumed. When one of
these special letters came, he didn’t wait until he got home to read it;
he secluded himself and read it then and there. When he had fin-
ished, he sat rapt in thought. He gazed far out over the horizon, .
dreaming, it was supposed, of Piccadilly Circus, the Thames, the
Chimes of Big Ben, and Mayfair.

Once the mail brought this man a picture. It was of a pretty lady,
standing by a carriage, in front of Buckingham Patace. This caused
much comment and gave rise to the mystery of who this man really
was. Was he a lord of the realm, exiled from his native land? Was he
a disgrace, living in the wildemess as a remittance man? Was he
what he appeared to be, a man working for his living? It’s probable
no one wil} ever know, for his record is lost in the limbo of time.

The cattle syndicate lasted for only a year or two, then it sold
out. The snow was too deep in Whitmore Park in the winter. No cat-
tle ranch could prosper there. ’

When the syndicate ceased operations, the British overseer went
away. Those who knew him, wished him well. They hoped he had
gone back to London, where he apparently longed to be, rejoined his
lady and lived a long and happy life thereafter.

Winter's snow was heavy in the Park. When the wind blew, it
piled the snow into deep drifts. It is said that a four horse team and
two wagons could be buried alive by the snow in less than half an
hour if canght in the open while a gale was blowing. At these times
traffic snarled, until the wind died and a road could be broken
through the snow. Freight outfits broke the way by doubling and re-

doubling teams of horses on a wagon. The lead team had to be
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changed every fifty to one hundred yards; this kind of flounderi
progress was horse-killing work. o
T%le worst winter, of any on record, came afier the opening in
th¢ winter of 1909-10. That year, it took twenty-six days for a cim
pany _Of wagons o go from Vemal to Price and back. The shel h
and bins in all the stores in the Basin became empty an‘d bare 'I?hves
were shortages everywhere. o
Spring broke late that year, but when it ca’ime, riders were sent
ou't summoning the homesteaders with wagons and teams to oe’tr:l
.Pnce for food and necessities. The warehouses at Price were bg .
ing at the seams with orders which could not be delivered The -
lar freighters could not catch up or fill the needs of th'e de iei‘lé
country. The homesteaders came. The roads were filled with It)r:ﬂ"
and in three weeks, the lean year was over, -
There .are still stories told of that never-to-be-forgotten winter
when f.amme stalked the land. To many, the mention of Whitm
Park will still canse shudders. Old-timers tell how stores rationed fl:e
food ‘suppl-ies, how neighbor helped neighbor, how clothes were b )
rowed and lent, how no one died for lack of food, nor froze beca Osr-
of .the lack of warm clothing, But, they say, nothing can describ l:he
relief and joy when wagons, in long lines, arrived loaded from P:icee
John McLain went down to the Green River to fish one summ .
day. He used dynamite to blast the holes and ¢ddies to catch b'er
.sElpply of fish quickly. As he was 'prepaﬂng a powder charge, a ljlasltg-
fn.g cap. went off in his hand, mangling it to shreds. John wra;)ped his
lljnjury mna burlap bag to stop the bleeding, mounted a mule bare
ac].ced, and rode to Francis’ Station, now Nutter’s Ranch. At th
station he was loaded in a buckboard, accompanied by a‘ friende

: They started for the closest doctor at Price.

. When he got to Soldier Station, McLain could go no farther
0 . - . '
ss of blood, pain, and exhaustion made it imperative that he rest

awh: N
| while. His friend and the station operators knew McLain would

1
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never reach Price alive.

As the evening shadows fell, Company ‘K, 28th U.S. Infantry,
ching into the campground at the station, This outfit was
commanded by Captain C. W. Abbott Jr., assisted by Lt. V. A. Drum,
who became a general in World War I. In addition to these officers,
there was a young, contract surgeon, Dr. Dade, with the troops.

When it was leamed a doctor was with the soldiers, he was
called upon to help John McLain. The doctor took one look at

came mar

 McLain’s wound; he knew there was only one way to save the suf- -

ferer’s life—amputate. But there were no medicines and no instru-
ments along; these were waiting at Ft. Duchesne. At the station there
was a long, oil cloth covered table, sharp butche_r knives, and two
regular meat saws. Dr. Dade decided to operate with what he had.
‘While the knives were being whetted and all preparations Were
being made, McLain was given whiskey. When everything was
ready, the patient was drunk as a hoot owl. He was jpla»ced on the
table with four husky soldiers to hold him down, '
With Kate Bowen, the station cook, acting as operating room
nurse, the doctor began to cut. The whiskey helped, but it could not
" do more than slightly dull the pain. Everything went rapidly and
well until the surgeon began to use the saw, When the saw began to
work, McLain could stand it no longer. He threw off the soldiers

hold'mg him, and cussed everybody in sight, including Kate Bowen,

the cook turned nurse.

The surgeon said, “Lie back down there, you coward. Let me

finish your arm or they’1l be digging your grave in the moming.”
Poor John McLain, lay back down on the table. He shoved his
injured arm out and said, “Saw it off, you damn butcher, but be
quick about it.” E
The doctor was quick about it. He finished the job and McLain
lived to a ripe old age. His story became known wherever he went.
Fle was the man who, while drunk, let an army doctor cut his arm off
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with a butcher knife and a meat saw. John, when chided about this
always answered, “Yep, be damned if that kid didn’t damn near k'li
me. It hurt so bad, but he saved my hfe.” l
John Baumgaertel, first sergeant of Company ‘K ’. who helped
h'old_ McLain down that night said, “Infantry was inf’ant.ry in f;hl;e
times. Nowadays I don’t know why they still call them infant .
They don’t walk anyplace, they ride, When I went to Ft Duchesx:y |
we got off the train at Price, shouldered our field pack's and rifl .
and walked every step of the way. Yes, and we carried our drinki o
water, too. We went as far in a day as the freight wagons did. If o
had been force marched, we could have gone as far as the staée d‘::
They don’t make infantry like that anymore. It’s too bad, too bad.” |
‘What Sergeant Baumgaertel said about the inf;ntry hil;in
between Price and Ft. Duchesne and visa versa, is true. It is bo .
out by the record, The speed of the infantry as compare;d to frein;)i
outfits is true also, but his boast about the speed and distan y
forced march is not verified. - s ot
Sol_dier Station was not a long stop for the stagecoach. Gne hour
and’it was on the way again. The road crossed Whitmore Park, went
dm‘lvn a dugway, and dropped into the head of Nine Mile C;nyon
This canyon is like a narrow, winding trench, cut into the mountajns:
by the water. It is a pleasant ride; its scenic grandeur is breath-takin
@d splendid. To the right and left, except where side -canyons comg
in, are s‘heer mountain ledges, rea.ching up almost to the blue of thz
sky. As it goes downward, the canyon becomes deeper and finally, at

3 gs mou.th it joins the Green River in the mighty gorge named
esolation Canyon by Major Powell, its first explorer of record. The

great sculptress, nature, had carved the great rock walls of the defile

©int '
0 hundreds of spectacular pieces. There are masques, cathedrals

fortr I i i
2 elsses and pn'macles of gigantic proportions, It is enchanting; its
assive beauty rivaling the Grand Canyon itself.

In the early days, before the army built its road, there were six
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men who had ranches in the canyon, Ed Lee had two places, one
which later became Lee’s Station and a lower ranch at the mouth of
Bull Canyon. Matt Thomas ran cattle in both Argyle Canyon, a fork
of Nine Mile, and in Ninc Mile itself, although he had no permanent
camp in the area. Joseph Thompson settled near the mouth of
Argyle, then along Nine Mile Canyon. Thompson had two daugh-
ters, the apples of his eye, he named the creck after both of them. He
gave it the quaint sounding name, ‘Minnie Maud Creek.’

Mr. Argyle ran cattle in Nine Mile and in the fork which bears

his name. '

William Warren settled in the canyon near the mouth of Argyle.
It was he who guided the army engineers over the trail which they
later built into aroad. -~ _ '

Far down on the Green River, at the mouth of Ninc Mile, in the
carly days, was an outlaw hideout. No one knows when the outlaws
first went there, but it was a hangout for the Wild Bunch. Butch
Cassidy, Harry Longbaugh, Matt Warner and others used the place
on occasion. It was chiefly a rustiers’ center. Cattle were stolen, dri-
ven there, butchered and the meat sold to the coal camps in Carbon
County. Many stories are told of well mounted, well armed, mysteri-
ous men, who rode the trails of the area, apparently going to or from
the camp down below. The outlaws left when the settlers came.

The bulk of the settlers came in after the army built its road.
Most of the old original places remain unchanged; the aura of the
‘Old West,” still lingers there. It is like stepping back in time seventy
years, to travel Nine Mile Canyon today. There is something subtle
and mysterious in the atmosphere of the great chasm, brought on I
suppose, by its terrain, its colorful recent history and its history of
ancient days. It is a wholly captivating and pleasant place.

The Anasazi, that ancient, vanished race of Chff Dwellers dwelt
in the canyon. High in the ledges, their houses can be seen. They ar¢
built of rock masonry, on shelves, far up from the canyon floor.
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Except where vandalized by thoughtless modern man, the houses are
in almost as good a condition today as they were on the day their
builders left them,

There are petroglyphs, signs, symbols and writing on the rock
ledges, carved there in succession by the Anasazi, the Utes, the
Spaniards, the Mountain Men and by the people who passed that
way in subsequent times. '

The stage came rapidly down the canyon, for it was cool and
pleasant, the road was downhill and here it could make excellent
time in good weather. It arrived at Lee’s Station in mid afternoon,
stopped for thirty minutes to change horses and went on into the
lengthening shadows of the echoing ledges. The ride down the long
canyon was by far the most pleasant stretch of the whole journey.

It was all downhill now. The evening coolness was coming on
and along this stretch, the mail made excellent time. It arrived at
“The Old Brock Place’ early in the evening. Brock never owned this
place while the road was in its hay day; it had been purchased by
Pete Francis who ran the station.

Pete Francis was a Mexican and no one knew his antecedent,
His real name, before he analogized it, was probably Pedro
Francisco. Pete had built his station and also a small log saloon
where the freighters, cowboys and the outlaws from down below
were wont to gather. Sometimes the carousal went far into the night.

One night a party was going on. Freighters, local cowboys, and
strangers no one knew, all gathered at the log saloon drinking. There
was a fight that night, the true facts of which have never been clear.
At its end, Pete Francis lay dead, shot to death by someone. Dave
Russell, a local cowboy, was accused and convicted of the shooting.

However, it has been said that Russell was too drunk to shoot any-
body that night, that it must have been someone else. Some say, Pete
Francis-had financial connections with outlaws down at the north of
the canyon; that either he tumed informer or otherwise pulled a

"
)
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double cross and the outlaws shot him. Whatever the truth might be,

the fact remains that Russell served time because he confessed to the
shooting. '

After the death of Pete Francis, the place was purchased by
Preston Nutter who made it his home until the day he died. Preston
Nutter was a catile baron from Clarksburg, West Virginia, He
became a legend in his own time. His cattle operations were known
in all the regions of the West, Nutter’s Ranch was as famous as those
great ranches of Texas and the southwest. It is said, he never knew
how many acres of land, or how many head of cattle he owned. He
was a very remarkable person who rode tall in the saddle in a rough
and rugged land in a rough and lawless day. 7

At the opening, Katherine Fenton, a young school teacher, was
on her way to the land office in Vernal to file her claim to reserva-
tion land. As she came to Nutter’s Ranch, the wheel on the vehicle
she was riding broke. She would have to wait until the old wheel
was fixed or a new one could be obtained from Price. If she waited,
she would not be able to reach Vernal on the day set out in her notice

and she would lose her priority to the land she wanted.

Preston Nutter, on hearing Miss Fenton's story, hitched up his
fastest team. He drove the young lady to Vernal, getting her to the
land office on time. This started a romance which ended in marriage
two vears later. Katherine Fenton became Mrs. Preston Nutter.

The Old Brock Place, after Nutter purchased it, ceased to bea
stage station and campground. The stop was changed to Frank -

Alger’s Ranch nearby. It was here for many years that ‘Martha’ plied
her trade. Martha was an Indian woman who was the cook at Alger’s
Station. Like so many people and things in Nine Mile, she became 2
legend in her own lifetime. She was the best cook the westerners
ever knew. There was no one who could equal her roast beef, gravy.
or apple pie. When special guests were on the road, like the
Governor, Teddy Roosevelt, General Sheridan and others, the guides
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made it a point to have at least one meal at Martha’s. In time, her
fame spread, not only along the frontier road, but over the entire
west, to Salt Lake, to Cheyenne, to Santa Fe., Although she was
offered many positions in the big hotels of the cities, she tumed
them down to stay in Nine Mile,

Leaving the last station in Nine Mile, the road went on down-
stream for a few yards, then turned north and headed straight for
Indian country. It was desert; there was ho stream, no spring
between the Minnie Maud and the Duchesne River far away.

The road, from Brock or Alger Station, went a few hundred
yards farther down the canyon, turned north and entered Gate
Canyon. Later the Army, state, and county joined together and built
a road the shorter way. It went all the way to the mouth of Gate
Canyon. : |
Gate Canyon is as well known and famous as Nine Mile itself,
but for different reasons. It is the most dangerous of all the danger:
F;us- stretches of the road between Price and Vemal, Its lower reaches
is a causeway hemmed in on both sides by high, insurmountable
ledges. It runs twisting and turning like a crooked flume. Once in the
bottom, there s no way out except up or down the road. Near the
mouth of the canyon for several miles, it is like a spout on a giant
funnel, draining a vast region above. Gate Canyon is dry for its
entire length. But during the hot summer months of July and August,
cloudburst strike th_e mountains at the head of the canyon and a wall
of angry water comes roaring down with the speed of an express
tra?in. It is said by those who know, that the water in the causeway
will rise fifteen feet in a matter of seconds. Woe be unto him who is
caught by it in a narrow place. It has killed animals and men.

In the early days, there was a rock arch that spanned the cause-
way. Under this arch, all the traffic up or down the canyon must
pass, hence the name ‘Gate Canyon.” The water had wom the rock’
under the arch into ledgy steps over which the vehicles bumped and

i
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jarred. In time, the jarring wagons began t0 crumble the base of the
rocky span, It was feared the bridge would fall, killing those beneath
it. Miners were hired to knock it down with dynamite. “The Gate’ no
longer exists, except in the name given to the canyon.

The way to the summit twists and turns upward, for it must fol-
low the course cut by the water. In many places, the passage turns
back upon itself, leaving points outthrust into the center of the
canyon, It was at one of these outthrusted ridges that the Wild Bunch
planned to rob the Army Paymaéter.

When Ft. Duchesne was an Army post, the paymaster came

from headquarters in Salt Lake City, to pay the troops. He always

carried a cash box filled with enough gold and silver coins to pay the
men in cash. He rode the train to Price, where he was met by a cav-
alry escort, and rode an Army ambulance from there with his cash
box to Ft. Duchesne. The trouble was, no one knew exactly when he
was coming except the officers at the post. |
Some men from the cavalry escort got drunk in Price and let the
cat out of the bag. They were part of the Paymaster’s escort.
Someone from the Wild Bunch was drinking with the troopers that

night. He hied away to his friends camped close by to bring the

news.
The Wild Bunch knew Gate Canyon as well as any men alive,

They picked their spot and laid their trap. There is a place in Gate
Canyon, where the road turns and goes east for about two hundred
vards at the foot of a low ledged point. It swings abruptly around the
point, doubling back upon itself, and runs west under the ledges at
the base of the ridge for about two hundred yards, swings then and
goes north. There is no way to the top of the low ridge from the road
in the bottom of the canyon for sheer ledges bar the ascent. The top
of the ridge can be reached where it joins the mountainside 0 the
west. It was here the outlaws planned to perform thieir coup.

There were five men, Butch Cassidy. Harry Longbaugh, Dave
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Le‘nt, Eliza Leigh and Matt Waruer, each an expert rifleman with a
Winchester repeating rifle. They would hide their horses, mount the
ridge, find cover and wait for the Paymaster. As the amt;ulance and
escort reaphed the turn around the point, one man, stationed on top
would begin firing. The Paymaster and the troopets, to reach safety,
must go up or down the canyon for the far side of the gauntlet wa;
also barred by sheer ledges. It was two hundred yards in plain view,
either way the soldiers went. With riflemen like these waiting fo;
them, the soldiers would all be brought down before they could
reach cover and safety. The ridge was only about fifty feet across on
top, so all fire could be concentrated on one side if need be.

Tl|1e robbers took to the road in the nighttime. Riding hard, they
were in Gate Canyon by daylight. The horses were hidden an,d the
outlaws mounted in the ridge. The long wait began, The moming
ended. The afternoon wore on and now the time was near. About
four o’clock in the afternoon, after many outfits had gone by, the

~ Paymaster showed up. He had six troopers to guard him, two out

front ‘and four behind, besides the lieutenant, the driver, and six cav-
alrymen. This would be easy, the easiest haul the Wild Bunch had
ever made,

. The soldiers came on, unaware of their eminent danger. They
went east to the point and as they swung around it, Harry
Lpngbaugh, raised his rifle to fire. At this moment, frorr; up the
f;anyon, came the sound of peculiar music. Harry Longbaugh, glanc-
ing up the road saw, swinging around the bend, a whole com;Jany of

- US. Infantry marching out from Ft. Duchesne. Too many soldiers

even for the Wild Bunch. They lay in their hiding places and all that
m‘o-ney went safely on to the fort. The music they heard was a soldier
with bagpipes, playing to relieve the tedium of the march,

‘ Matt Warner, who became a useful, law-abiding citizen of Price
said in later years, “When we saw the infantry, we just lay there i1;
the rocks, making not the faintest sound and let all that money go up
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the Toad. T have never known whether to figure we were lucky or
unlucky, I guess it depends upon the way you look at it.”
The old road goes on its dry, hot winding way and stecpens as it

goes. At last, it passes through pinion pine and juniper trees and
another summit has been reached. From this point, the whole Uintah
Basin lies below. Far across the great valley to the north, looking
ethereal and transparent in the sky, are ‘the snow capped Uintah
Mountains, the loftiest mountains in the State of Utah, They run east
and west, the only east-west mountain range in the United States. To
the east is the trench through which the Green River flows and
beyond, the mountains of Colorado. To the west is the transverséll
range of the Uintabs, obstructing the way to Heber Valley and the
Great Salt Lake. _

During the opening, the homesteaders came in long, plodding
lines, reaching for the new rich lands they had heard about. From the
peaks at the head of Gate Canyon, on a clear day, the road could be
iraced for almost its entire length across the big, wide country by the
clouds of dust rising on the air from the hooves and rolling wheels of
people moving in, looking for land and homes. From here the worst
of the trip is over. All the high mountain passes are behind, the way
is all downhill to the Indian country. : _

The wagon road drops down into the head of Smith’s Draw,
which as time went on, by common usage, came to be known as
“The Welis Draw.” This too, 18 desert country, there is no natural
water in the draw, except in wet weather. '

Before 1891, the southbound stage met the northbound stage in

Smith’s Draw at a place called Castle Rock. The meeting was at
midnight, if the schedules of both coaches were on time. The first
driver to reach the rendezvous, built a campfire and put the coffee on
to boil. When the other stage arrived, a midnight lunch was eaten.
Passengers and mail were exchanged. The coach from Nine Mile
went back to Nine Mile; the coach from the Bridge went back to the
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Bridge. A barrel of water w i
as carried by each
horses at this point. ? cuch outit o water the
II; 1891, Owen Smith dug a well in the draw at a place almost
exactly halfway between Vernal and Price. It was also about half
“{ay betw:cen the .Duchesne River and the Minnie Maud. Smith dug
his v;iell like a mine shaft and at one hundred and eighty feet, he
s:ruc;{ v\yvater. I;: was not good water, but it would do to water lgve-
stock. Water for human consumpti [
ption would h
s oo uld have to come from
X Wh.ere Smith dug his well, he established a station. It became
t F: bu}su.ast and most colorful station along the whole length of the
Nine Mile Road. It was an oasis in the desert. All traffic stopped
there for one reason or another. "
) \Rl’later was drawn from the well in a huge wooden bucket pulled
by a horse on a ‘whim.” There was a valve in the bottom of the
HUCk-;:t and the water poured from it into the troughs. Later
amilton installed an engine and a . ,
. pump on the well
water quicker and better, oo drew e
. There wa-s, a charge for watering here, not by the gallon, but by
¢ head 'of livestock. There used to be a sign nailed on the corral
Eost, setting out the toll: Horses 50 cents per team; 30 cents per
ead; cattle 30 cents per head; sheep 15 cents per head: dogs free
o There were four stagecoaches on the road each day. One left
rl‘ce northbo.uné every morming; one left Vernal every moming
iomg toward Price. Because it was halfway between Price and
Bel;l;a:;l the ‘only. overnight stage stop on the line was at the Wells.
n;;h-t Ee P}ll‘lce bound and Vernal bound coaches stopped here for the
. Each morning they [ I
iy g they left, one going on to Vernal, the other on
o A‘ti fhe Wells station, there was a large dining roorn, big enough
tionanIc ¢ twenty people at a meal. There were slecping accommoda-
s for all comers, although there might be several to the room
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There was a complete generai merchandise store selling food, cloth-
ing, and hardware. There was a livery stable, a blacksmith shop, a
feed yard, and a saloon. They say, you could buy anythiﬁg at the
Wells that you could find in town.

Grazing livestock on the public domain was big business. Big
sheep outfits used the Wells, because of the water and the supplies
they could obtain. Cattlemen from the Basin drove their cattle to
market over this route and stopped at the station to water their herds.

The campground was large, stretching down the draw for a quar-
ter of a mile or more. Day afer day, there would b¢ from fifty to a
hundred outfits camped here for the night. In the evenings, around
the fires, the campers used to gather after all the chores were done.
There was always the storyteller, always the harmonica, sometimes
the violin, and many times good voices. When the weather was
good, the campground rang with music, laughter and song. This was
not restricted to men; there were women and kids camping, too.
They enjoyed these times of merrymaking, adding their gentleness
to a rough trail. It was very pleasant to hear the sweet strains of old
songs like Lorena, Aura Lee, Genevieve, Pretty Little Primrose and
others, floating over the barren hills of the desert country.

Sometimes the well could not supply the demand and went dry.

At thesc times, there were waits until the well filled again. When

this happened, the activity at the troughs went far into the night,

¢ven until morning. _

The names of famous Americans who stayed here adds luster to;

the history of the place. General Sheridan-;_General Crook, Teddy
Roosevelt, Maud Adams, Lucy Gates, Reed Smoot, William Spry,
Julius Baumberger, all slept and ate here at one time or another.

No story of the Nine Mile Road would be complete without the

covote. He was necar every campground along the way. When the

_ human voice quieted, the coyote chorus began and from far away. ‘
His peculiar yapping and mournful howl filled the air. As time went

T
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on, his voice became almost a Iullaby to the wildemess dweller. It is
truc he was a varmint; he caused loss and trouble to all who had
chickens, sheep, or calves. Even so, now that he has almost com-
pletely vanished from the scene, those who knew him, speak of him
with nostalgia. He is part of those good old days memory has paint-
ed with a golden hue,

There was a dog at the Wells named ‘Bob.” He belonged to no
man; his affections attached to a stage horse¢ named ‘Baldy,” who
returned the affection in full measure. The dog and the horse trav-
cled together, ate together, and slept together. Every time Bob was
fed, hjs food had to be carried to the stable.

Baldy’s schedule was twenty miles a day. One day he went from
the Wells to the Bridge; the next day he came back to the Wells. Bob
always went along,

It was easy to shoe the horse when his foet got tender, but this
dog was something ¢lse. He sometimes limped as he ran. A cowboy
made Bob laced boots out of soft boot top leather. He thought he had
the problem solved. But, the trouble was, Bob could not scratch his
fleas efficiently with his boots on. The station operator solved this;
he took Bob’s shoes off or put them on when he hamessed or unhar:
nessed Baldy.

Sometimes, some joker would ask, “Does the horse belong to
the dog, or does the dog belong to the horse?”

‘ The station operator, a wit in his own right, would answer,
‘Well, I don’t know. All T can say about this “belonging’ business i;
that they “belong’ together.”

Then there was ‘“The Volunteer,” a stage horse who loved the

Wells better than any other place on earth. He was willing to travel

forty miles a day to get back to a dry barren land with only poor
water to drink, all because he preferred it. |

The Volunteer made the run in the forenoon from the Wells to

‘Alger’s in Nine Mile, arriving there about noon. At about four in the
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afternoon, the coach from Price, en toute to Vemal, arrived at the
Nine Mile station. 7

Frank Alger had the horses staying at his place well trained. He
never tied them in their stalls. When it was time to hamess them for
the mail, he whistled to them and the horses came 10 him to be har-
nessed.

The Voluntecr was entitled to rest overnight before he went
back. He ate and rested ustil the northbound coach arrived, then at
the whistle, he came out to be hamessed. He never came out for the
southbound mail. To test him, he was shuttled to other stations along
the line. He seemed to know the Wells bound stages and always, vol-
unteered for them, but never for one going the other way. The tip-off
was that at the Wells he wouldn’t report for any coach at all; the
hostler had to lead him out to be hamessed.

When the stage line ceased to operate, the Volunteer was left at
the old place in the desert he loved so well. He died there, ong sum-
mer day, in his old age. His bones lie whitening someplace out there
in a spot he chose, ina draw where he always longed to be.

The water for human consumption at the station in the draw was
brought by the mail coaches. The stage from Price filled a fifteen
gallon barrel at the Minniec Maud. The coach from Vernal filled afif-
teen gallon barrel at the Duchesne River. This water was delivered to
the station for drinking and cooking purposes. All the water for utili-

ties was supplied by the well.

The old Wells Station is gong now. Nothing remains of the
buildings except a few tumbled down rock walls where the corrals
once stood, a few broken posts, and some tangled wire. The well 1 :

there, covered. Still the timbers hold and water could be drawn, if-3
tor 3

needed, from its musty depths. The automobile and rapid mo
transport has made its use unnecessary so it has faded into oblivio
and ruin. The draw has not changed. It is there as always and th
marks of its past can still be scen as you drive slowly along the road
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) Inthe ol;i days, the run from the Wells to Indian country was alt

ownhill and easy if the weather was

| . good. The stage made good

time to the Bridge and it arrived there about noon. The freigiters

;)am}ll:aed on«::: more time for the night before they came to the
uc; esn.e River. There was a greasewood flat on a low bench below

2(1: place in the road called “The Pitch.” This was called ‘The Dry
amp.” There was no water, uldn’

ijer. , and wouldn’t be, short of the Duchesne

!

barr:lc; pfr;a:)a}tgrzt lfo; ::1; SDgldC;mp, tfre:)ght wagons carried water in
, en, to be used i
usual for the freight wagons to have barrels oit ttltzsoi]tas?; Itfwliis
wagon boxes resting on strong platforms built for fhat purpose?n the
manner of all wagons crossing dry country since the days of the
westward marching pioneers. The barrels were filled eith};r ot thc
Duchesne River or at the Minnie Maud depending on which e
outfit was proceeding, e
Th.c Pit.ch was a steep road up a dugway and then alon
as?endlng ridge, where the road pulled out of the Wells draw, wghi:E
;zzrspiil t:v ;1;31 :ast,b{:dac.iing away from the direct route to ’Myton.
| e e wast S0 in good weather, with rested horses. But if
or snowy, outfits had to double to make it to the
tc?p. To double meant to take all the horses from two outfi
hitch them on one to make the pull up and out. vt ond

Az i i
the Dry Camp, in the morning, with rested horses, the

| fre1ghters tackled the Pitch. If it was necessary, teams were doubled
: untilF t:z;afl:ltewtzgonfwas up, then they continued on their journey.
o p of the Pitch, the road runs down a ridge and drops
small hollow, called ‘Snake Holler,” named either from th
umber of rattlesnake_:s found there, or because it turns in wid :
ar turmns like a snake track in the sand. T
am:tﬂ‘i;l:ihr.nouth of the I.-Iolllow is ‘Pleasant Valley.” Where the
1s came from is, indeed, a mystery, for it is a dry, hot
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desert valley. In the old days, it had no green except shad scale,

greasewood, and rabbit brush. It is said that at the Opening, every-
body who filed in Pleasant Valley was a bachelor. There were no
women in the whole, wide cxpanse and this was very pleasant, hence
the name, ‘Pleasant Valley.” This, no doubt, is a joke. Most of these

places were named by the government surveyors who laid them out

sections. Some surveyor, it is supposed, looked out over
thought how this place would look
brought irrigation water 1o

by quarter
the valley and in his minds eye,
when the canal, then in the planning,
make things grow in this valley. What he saw was pleasant, so he put

the name Pleasant Valley on his map.
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THE WELLS

P ,
Maf:; If?eﬁ: :jcgui ;vjlc.r;me oasrsdbenveen the Duchesne and the Minnie
Aand. s it appeared in the old days, the Butch j
The operator the was LW. Odeki e et e
. s LW. 'k, standin th
This photograph was gi by S s O
as given the author by the late 1, ]
also told too much of the histo S
- uc) ry and legends of this desert oasi.
Used by permission, Uintah Regional Library, all rights rezsiiid

) zzway out in the middle of nowhere is a place where only memo-
es dwell; the rest is wrack and ruin. But once, long ago, it was a

bustling place besi
! side the stream of empir :
© movin
new frontier. p g west to settle a

-

Rj‘-lellx‘latl?i;ht.}lxe ::rmy built-F:t. Puchesne on the banks of the Uintah

. ile they were building their post, the soldiers construct-

wagon road to the nearest rails at Price, Utah. This was the road

: most travelers used as they rode to the Uintah Basin.

Ducls:stwee? the Minnie Maud in Nine Mile Canyon and the
ne River, there was not a drop of water. Nearly fifty miles,
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the road wound through the heat and the dust of the desert and the
drink for man and beast was in the barrels the outfits carried.

only
5, it was not so bad but for the

For men o horseback and light rig
freighters, it was different; too much of the heavy loads had to be

barrels of water.
Owen Smith, with an eye for wealth, could see a gold mine in

er. He measured the distance between the two streams and

plain wat
a hundred feet,

by Smoky Ledge, he sank his mine. Eighty, ninety,
he dug his hole. But it was still dry and dusty in the bottom.

" One day, discouraged and about to give up, Smith rested from
his labors. A friend stopped to chat awhile. In the course of the con-

versation, the friend said,

~ “Qut in Carbon County is a water witch. Why don’t you try

him? If there is underground water anywhere in this draw, he will

find it for you.”
One day, two_days, five days in all, the diviner worked. Then, as

the sun was setting, the wand went down in certain terms and stayed

there witho
to Owen, “Under here is an underground stream. It is deep, near two

hundred feet, but if you dig to it, you will have plenty of water. If
o as I say and the water is there, you will owe me five hundred
end the moncy 10

you d:
dollars. But if I am wrong, you owe me nothing. S

me at Price.”

Owen Smith dug. At one hundred and eighty two fect, the

underground stream came gushing. Smith had his liquid gold.

Owen built a station by his well. Besides selling water, he had a
tayrant, -

storg, a feed yard, a blacksmith shop, a small hotel, and a res

Somehow, the tale got around that Smith never paid the diviner
the tale.

y and paid the:

so those plying the road dubbed him “Owing Smith.” Now,
was a lie, for Owen, in fact, had borrowed the mone

man in full, Tt was the first of his debts he liquidated. When the story:
glass,

finally secped in to Smith, he took his receipt, framed it under

ut a waver: The water witch drove a stake. Then he said .
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anq hling it in his place of business. If somebody said “Owing
Sm;th, he \fvould point to it and say, “I’m Owen Smith all right, but
be an?re;d if 'm owing anybody. Now, how would you like n;e to
prove it to you? With this recei i

it tc : pt or with fist i
B | ist or gun or with that

Natural ;
e CZ;:;:tory ended, except as a humorous yarn, told
This watcring place on the road to Indian country, by common
usage, came to be known as “The Wells.” It is on of thf; storied spot;
of Utah, Its history, as you have guessed by now, has all the fla . j"
the carly westem scene. Soldiers, cowboys, outlaws, Indians lror .
steaders, the great, the near great and just plain peop;e all We’re Emc—
played their brief roles, stepped off the stage and into l,egend -
. S'mith’s desert station was not only about halfivay betv;recn th
anme Maud and the Duchesne, it was also about halfway betw .
Price and Vernal, Since the distance between the two terminals -
too far to go in a day, The Wells was the only overnight stop forv:haz

stage line carrying mail and passengers over the Nine Mile Road

Both the inbound and the outb
ound coaches sto ,
under the big, brown ledge, stopped for the night

Bec
Because the stage stopped, so perforce, did its passengers and

the list of distinguished men and women who sojourned at thi

posedly lonely outpost is endless. Lucy Gates sang one ni }:ts :;p-

supper_dishes were cleared away. Tommy Birchell, the cowbgoy bar?f

E:eé (l?;:: Stewart, the whistling sheepherder; Ralph Cloninger,

= azsemblzdplg:z all went through their paces by lamplight for

o sambled idents and wayfarers. And it was all for frec.
ry night, there was some sort of entertainment,

R .

mm;etd ffmc'xot, Wiiliam .Spry, Don B. Colton and other high gov-
' ‘o icials slumbered in the rock walled rooms adjoining th

ng dining room. J .

.0 - ;
ne day, five heavily armed men rode into The Wells. They
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bought water, hay, and grain for their splendid mounts and had sup-
per in the dining room that night. As darkness came, they went
across the canyon and spread their bedrolls under an overhanging
ledge. Next moming, Jim Hamilton, then the owner and operator of
The Wells, called to them in time for breakfast but they were gone,

A curious drummer (salesman) inquired, “Who were those pistol
packing cowboys who ate here last night?”

Jim answered, “That was Butch Cassidy, Elza Lay, Harry
Longabaugh, Harvey Logan and a kid they cali McVey. Those are
the ringleaders of the Wild Bunch.” : - _ |

. Hamilton, telling about this incident later, said, “I told the truth,
but hell, I could see that drummer didn’t believe me. Come to think
of it, that was the last time I ever saw Butch Cassidy.” _

Around the point below, came the rattle and jingle of cavalry on
“the march. Their guidon identified them as Troop “D”, Ninth U.S.
Cavalry. That night they camped at The Wells. They were moving
out after twelve years of service at Ft. Duchesne.

This was the famous “Blackhorse Troop,” of the Ninth Cavalry.
They were all black men with black accouterments, mounted on coal
black horses. ‘Show Troops,” the army journalists described them

and they were good at their calling. But this was April 1898 and they

rode .on to fame in the annals of American fighting men. At Kettle -
Hill, in-the battle of San Juan Hill, the Ninth was among those who

charged afoot without waiting for orders, up the slopes with the
* Roughriders, behind Teddy Roosevelt, taking the Spanish fortifica-
tions up on top. This, contrary to popular belief, was a Waspish,
deadly little battle against a sharp-shooting, courageous foe. The
‘Show Troops” had proven they were also ready, willing, and able to
fight. :
With the Blackhorse Troop, on the way to Cuba that day, was a
young, black sergeant. Benjamin O. Davis, the grandson of a slave,
climbed up the ladder to become the first black general officer in the
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United States Army. General Davis died in November, 1970, at the
age .Of ninety-three. He had a long, distinguished career including
service on the staff of General Eisenhower in World War II. He will
go down in history as a great American,

When the Ute Reservation was opened to white settlement in
1905-06, the Nine Mile Road was lined with outfitters, Men on
horseback, families in covered wagoﬁs, buckboards, surreys and rigs
of every description were on the move to the brand new towns of
Uintah Basin, They say, you could stand on a high peak at the head
of Gate Canyon and trace the old stage road all the way to Vernal
sixty miles or more, by the dust chumed up by hooves and wheels,
All or most of these paused at The Wells. Sometimes there were as
many as fifty outfits camped for the night on the campground.

The remark was made that at a place like The Wells, the news of
the world must have come late. But an old-timer cried, “Not so! Not
so! We had a telegraph line and later a telephone and something clse
besides; The Salt Lake Tribune, caught the fast express that high-
balled on the road to Denver. When the sun went down and the stage
puiled in, we got the paper on the same day it was dated. During the
Spanish American War, it was as much as the stage driver’s life was
worth, to leave Price without those papers. It was one of the brags of
B@cken and Lee, that their stageline had no equal for service. And
.thls was 50, the record will show, that the automobiles never equaled
it until the roads were paved and they got that new-fangled snow
removal equipment,”

Well, it’s all gone now. The ruined rock walls and the old camp-
ground are all that remain of The Wells. The automobile changed

- everything. But Nine Mile Road still goes almost exactly as it did in

the old days. It is not the mainstream, it was in the yesterdays, but to
th? historian, amateur and professional, this is good, becaus‘; as he
drives the route, the aura of the Old West still lingers. He can feel
the past, the fiber and bone of American Heritage.
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THE MOFFAT RAILROAD

“you know, Mr. Stewart, when Jim and 1 first came out here to
settle on the Uintah-Ouray Indian Reservation, and we came to rest
at last on this place which is our home, we sat in the middle of a
sagebrush flat, in a covered wagon, We had scven boys, seven horses
and seven dollars. We were eighty miles from the nearest railroad,
the odds were cighty to one that we couldn’t make it. But Jim kept
saying, “We got to get up and keep going, Maudy. The Moffat
Railroad is just around the comer. When it gets-here, we must be
ready. Then everything will be going our way.™”

So it was with every Tom, Dick and Harry; every Mary, Jane
and Molly. in a few months at least, in a year or two at most, they
would have a train ronning almost by their door. So, they waited.
But no iron trail with its fire wagon came, then or ever.

You see, in the early days of the settling of Uintah Basin, they
had only one road that could be used to get into and out of the Basin
in all seasons. The rest were all plugged up with snow from early
£all until late spring. The only lifeline the Basin had to the outside

was the old, storied Price to Myton road through Nine Mile Canyon.
Basinites needed a railroad desperately and so they hung on wishing
and dreaming all the while. Somehow they lived—sometimes with-
out sugar for their coffee, if they had the coffee. ‘
But the dreams Basin people had—that most any day now they
would hear the choo-choo of a train and the deep-toned whistle ofa
steam locomotive—were not just idle dreams. Once, twice, three'_"
times their dreams almost turned into reality and here it is: :
David H. Moffat, the Rocky Mountain railroad tycoon had 2
consuming obsession. He wanted to bore a tunne! through the
Colorado Rockies, the longest tunnel in the world at the time. H
wanted to build a railroad between the booming Denver, Colorado
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and the booming Salt Lake City, Utah. It would be the shortest ro
between the two cities and also between the east and west ¢ TL':e
proposed line passed directly through the Uintah Basin e
Moffat went to work, he had to raise a lot of money somewhe
He I"dlS?d some money in the west but not enough. He raised so iy
money in the midwest, but again, not enough. Then he said to hirll;:i

self, “Why not contact the - rai
\ greatest railroad mogul
Gould of New York City?” -‘ vt ofthem el T

!

‘ Gould and Moffat met. Facts and figures, too numerous to men-
t.lon, erre covered. Gould, quick to make decisions, said, “We’ll go!
We wll] meet you in Denver ten days from toda;/ Th:are g'Ol
draw up the papers, sign them, and be on the way.” | e

Moffat walked out of the office stunned but elated.

Moffat and George Gould, Jay’s bfother, met in Denver. All
details were settled. There remained only the signing of the a‘
The lawyers said, “It is noon. If you gentlemen care to havepluTcrlf.

~ eat, and come back at two o’clock, the papers will be waiting for

ks

you.

" They left to eat lunch, Gould affable and Moffat beaming. At

lunch, Gould received five wires delivered to him in rapid succes-

sion. Upon reading the last one, his face fell. and with tears in his

| :gi_esstl.le said, “er. Moffat, I regret to tell you we shall not be able, at
- time, to help you build your road on the new route through

Utah—just your tunnel.” The ¢lock on the wall ticked off one thirty

PM.

It was No ion, -
over. No words of explanation, just commiseration. The

“mv . .
. Gys:e.ry ren?alns to this day. What was the cause? Why did Jay
_Gould pull his money down? No answer, even today

* %k ok

Postscript
M D .
y Dad and I were coming down Wells Draw with a fast little
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team and a buckboard, the fastest means of travel ;n those days, we
thought. Then, around the point below, came one of those roaring,
snapping contraptions leaving a trail of dust behind it as long as the
tail of one of Nutter’s peacocks. By the time we got our horses qui-
cted and back on the road, the “thing” was far up the road and
around the next bend. It was one of Henry Ford’s new automobiles.

At first, these automobiles were looked upon as a joke, a toy, a
play thing meant for damn fools or daredevils. But they were like a
basebal! hitting you in the eye when you weren’t looking; you didn’t
see it, but in the end, they were the answer to Uintah Basin’s need
fora rap'id transit system. '

As times have changed, with fast cars, giant trucks, and good

highways, we don’t need a railroad anymore. We couldn’t or would- .

n’t use it if we had it. The Uintah Basin is on the move at last.

But to those who lived then, who can forget the good old days
when no sugar, no coffec, patches and a good pair of horses were the
order of the day. ' ‘

THE STRIP AND FORT DUCHESNE

THE WHISKEY TENT TREATY

) Chief John Duncan taken at the time the
. Uintah .Ut.e Indian Reservation Agreement was signed.
—Used by permission, Utah State Historical Society, all rights reserved,
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he Strip and Fort Duchesn
e

In northeastern Utah, clustered in the desert sand, about three
miles east of Ft. Duchesne, was the most lawless settlement the
annals of the west have ever known. .

Shakespeare wrote, «All the world’s a stage and all the men and
women merely players. They have their entrances and their exits;
and one man, in his time, plays many parts.” ' -_

So be it, but this is not the story primarily of the actors, this is
the story of the little town, the stage itself. Behind the footlights
walked and played the people of those by-gone days, in a sefting 0
unusual and turbulent, it sounds like fiction, 1t is', nevertheless, the

men, thicves, doctors, lawyers, Indian chiefs, and yes, a few animals
who step onto the stage, play their brief roles and vanish into the
wings to be seen no MoTe.

The place lived only a short time. It came and was gone in a

guarter of a generation. But while it lived, it was s0 unique and
tumultuous, it has become a legend of the west. “She died with her
boots on,” is a fitting epitaph for the little settlement on the desett
floor, indicating its demise was sudden and complete because it van-
ished, leaving nothing behind to mark its place but the blowing -
sands, a biack cut in the hills—and the legends. _

So intertwined are the affairs of the town with those of the old
St. Louis Mine, that the history of one cannot be told without telling
the history of the other. Because the whole thing began with

—Used b ; ,('.?Mef Old Tabby of the Uintah Utes.
. Y PErmiSsion E]tah State Historieal Society, all rights reserved.

gilsonite. The stage was et when white-men became interested in
the black ore and wished to make it their own, , ’

On October 3, 1861, Abrabam Lincoln proclaimed that-the Ute :
Indian Nation should have a reservation in the eastern part of the !

small. incion; .
r en‘dl, insignificant elevation, called from time immemorial, by local
‘resi ¢ . ) 9 . ’

ents “The Sand Ridge.® This is the eastern boundary of the

1dian R tor it divi
’ eservation because it divides the drainage of the Uintah
ver from that of the Green River.

Territory of Utah. The Indians were to have as their very own, for as |
long as water runs and grass grows, all the lands draining from the.
tops of the mountains into the Uintah and Duchesne Rivers. ;

Angling through the country from notthwest to southeast, is

AbOUt 1 W
e S two miles west from The Sand Ridge, running slantwise
and ro i i
; ; I ICk. licsa vemcal, fissure vein of a rare hydro-cm’bon a
o Y lne . i ’ c
ack n ral, ofa type found only 1n the Uintah Basin and nowhere
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else in the world. No one knows when this hydro—oavrbon ::ta}f il:;
covered, nor by whom, but-the‘ﬁrsF man to prove 1tsfw; e
Samue! Henry Gilson, It is from him that the name fo ,
“Gi ite,” comes. _ |
Gﬂs}oitfr; r(:;de the finest paints,_ var1.1ishes and 1a21;1_er2 1;(1) :23
world from gilsonite. Besides the painting products,th i ;‘)inefal d
that an unﬁlatchable insulation could l*.Je made t"rca);lm | Tie ﬂing; of
was impervious to sun, water and eroding chgmlc 8. tml;ted o
historic “Saltair,” a resort on the Gre_at Salt Lake_, Wf:]re n,s_ o
Gilsdn’s insulation. As soon as the excellence of Gilso ' nporc ‘On
became known, the commercial value of the hydro-carbo e,
the markets of the world, became assllred. | N
Bert Seaboldt, a man from nany parts and of many p \

hard on the heels of Gilson in experimenting with the ore from

] . . E F i E . l l ]. ]
l . .

L0re.

Ft.
'ing steps to get the hell off this land by sundown, the troopstfreosmass-
Duchesne will be here in the moming to _he}p you. You are tresp
ing on Indian land.” | -
g. Seaboldt took the necessary steps to moYe by sundo;lv.n,;Jlllﬂi1 =
“because his activities had been hampered, d:dn"; meand is e
sonit re-
ilsoni dampened. He checked. an
asm for gilsonite had been . e
the Survé‘yor General’s office, in an attempt to find an le.rror;rhe ’
'did.some'surveying himself, but his efforts -were futile.
black vein belonged to the Ute Indians. B _  ld 1
R. C. Chambers, a lawyer, expert on mining law, W 5

~ in the shape of a rough triangle and consiste

Now, the heavy hand of the government fell. T. A. Bymes, t:lhke
- - . 13 e _
Indian agent, rode to Seaboldt’s camp and said, “Unless you ar

;1'888, the war drums were t
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but he could find no legal loophole,
Scaboldt and associates were ever to acq

would have to be taken out of the Reservation by act of Congress.”
Into the gilsonite picture walked two more men of stature—-
Mclntosh, a Park City mine owner wit

h ample funds and Charles
Nagel, fater U S. Secretary of Commerce, a politician of excellence.

Both agreed to help Bert Seaboldt and Sam Giﬂlson in
ors. Suddenly the whecls of Washington began to turn.

On May 24, 1888, an act of Congress was passed
into law. It provided that
Reservation,

Chambers concluded, “If
uire the carbon claims, they

their endeay-

and signed
seven thousand acres of the Ute
which included land covering the gilsonite mine, would
be purchased by the U.S. Government for the then fabuious price of

twenty dollars per acre. As surveyed, the purchased tract of land was

d of nothing but sand,
hills, ledges and desert,

The act provided further, that the transfer could not be made
unless the Utes ratified the action of Congress by signing a treaty.
And this was not to be the usual form of a treaty where Awat

Towatch (Big Men) sat around the council ring to smoke, discuss,
think and finally put thejr names on the paper, thereby
people. This time, the treaty must be si
adult, enrol]

Reservation.

binding their
gned by a majority of the
¢d members of the Ute Tribe, living on the Uintah

What a time to attempt a treaty with the Utes! In the summer of

hrobbing in the mountain valleys. Faces
the warriors were smeared with war-paint. There had been pitched
ttles with Colorado stockmen when the Indians had gone up the

hunting grounds, a privilege
and cattlemen had been tres-
ation: their herds had devoured the grass
s grazed, Prospectors were digging for gold
crmission. Everywhere the Red man looked,

lere Indian pony herd
Rock Creek without p
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the White man was intruding into the last green land the Utes had
left on earth, Only the common sense and forbearance of the older
heads of the Tribe, prevented a suicidal break in the peace, setting
the Reservation ablaze with gunfire. _ 7

Despite the adverse conditions, the ratification treaty was to be
attemptcd; But, how could the Indian signatures be bbtained? None
of the Ute people would receive a cent when they signed the docu-

ments; all of the money woul'dr go into the tribal account to be paid

out later in the form of annuities. Without immediate, tangible

reward, how could a majority of the scattered tribe be assembled in .

-  the stipulated places at the rstipulated times?

- Those concerned, sat down together to lay out an acdeptab‘le’
procedure. The Commander of Fort Duchesne, the Indian Agent and
Sub-Agents, and Bert S@abo.ldt were there. The discussion went on-

fora couple of hours without making much headway.

Harry Clatk, a sub-agent, had said little in the meeting. But he
had listened and finally he spoke up: “Hell, men! [ can bring every
In',dian‘lon the Reservation to any spot you tell me to if you will turn
your heads the other way while I do it. .

“How do you intend to do this, Harry?” the agent asked.

“Give them whiskey,” was the reply. _

The proposal had merit, but to supply liquor to an Indian was
against the law. Would it be possible, just this once, to relax the rule?

"

If responsible government officials, acting in their official capacity, '

were to supply and dispense the liquor, would this be a breach of the

faw?
Lawyer Chambers went over the directives and other docu-

ments. His opinion was no law would be broken if the liquor were g

distributed officially. :
The commander said, “I can use all my troops to patrot the ar

and keep the peace. But I céu_r’t justify funds to purchase liquor fo

- Indians.”
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Seabo‘ldt volunteered, “I’ll donate ali the whiskey you need.”

The‘ clu? was cast, Two days in September, 1888, were set f;)r th
treaty sllgmng. The mine property was designated as the place Thc
Agent insisted that the Indians see what they were sellin . the
treaty ground was to span the Carbon Vein. B

Hank Stewart, Newt Stewart and other Indian-speaking whit
men, plus ten or more mixed bloods, all on Seaboldt’s payroll rod:

over the reservation, talking the treaty up to the Utes, Besides these

people, there were the Indian Police and other agency emplo
who urged the people to be present for the ratification., S
One day, an old gray, bent Indian woman came to see the Ut
land the white men wanted to buy. Seaboldt met her, with Han]i
Stewart as interpreter. She wanted to look over the tria;lgle that, by

- this time, had been marked out with tall stakes.

“Do you see the stakes?” she was asked.

“Yes, | sce the stakes and many other things,” she replied. “Once
mjl people o'wned all this mountain country. From the village you
call Denver in the east to the big lake of salt in the west, from the

buffalo plains of the north to the land of the Navajo and Apache in

the s
| :‘{)uth was ours. It took many days to ride across our country. You
could not see across It, even from the highest mountain

But, today, I stand on this little hill and I can see all the land we

Utes have left. You white men have taken all the rest. Even so you
;:ir;eltc;t ;rte and you ask, ‘Will you give me,some more of wha; you
e & I look and T see that what you want is worthless. Ponie
cannot live here. This ground will not grow corn or squash .or m lS
ons. Only tlle prairie dogs and rabbits use it and they can moif;
someplace efse. I will tell my people to sell it to you because $20 an

Ie i i

mls to.o much for it. But, I will never agree to sell you any more

8 kal

._ Sf/eplr):ce. The old woman turmed and rode away into the dusk
aboldt remarked, after the old woman had gone, “I don’t

tow why we wasted i
our time on that old squaw, she can’
help or hinder ys.” quaw, she can't do much
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“Don’t judge the Utes by other Indians you have known or read
about,” Stewart replied. “Among these people, wise women often
speak big words and her people listen. That is Ta-tatch (Bishop)
Sowictte’s (slim belly) widow. I would say that old woman just
agreed to deliver to you the votes of the whole Uintah Band. And
she can do it too.”

Three days before the big mecting day, Harry Clark had two big
tents pitched in the sand beside the gilsonite vein. All the proselyting
was ovet, all the promises made. ‘All that remained to be done was
wait. _

The waiting at the treaty ground was not in vain, for the dust
began to rise on all the trails and roads leading toward Ft. Duchesne,
The Indians were coming. _

Like hordes of Ghengis Kahn, they came—men, women, chil-
dren, horses, and dogs—to set up camp by the big tents in the desert.
The big tents, later became famous as Oopaw Kahn (Whiskey
Tents), because it was here, for the only time in the Indian’s memo-
ry, that he could drink firewater in the presence of God, man, and the

~ devil, without being hauled off to the guardhouse to answer for his

sin.
At last, it was the dawn of the first, “Treaty Day.” The big tents

were entirely surrounded by the camps of the Indians.

Hank Stewart said about that encampment, “At sunup, I rode to

 the top of that high hill yonder. I sat there looking down on the big
Ute Indian camp. I was looking at more Indians in one place than1 "
had ever seen in my life before. I knew I would never see anything

like it again. This big camb was pandemonium: axes ringing, chil- .

dren yelling and crying, men and women shouting over the barkin
and vipping of hundreds of dogs. Moving here and there among th
tents and teepees were Indians in their bright colored clothes an
blankets. It was going to be a big day and they were dressing for it.
thought to myself as I watched, if there is ahy trouble here today,
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the soldiers in Ft. Duchesne won’t be enough to take care of it,”

The great chiefs, Tabby (Child of the Sun) and the youn;g John
DUflcan, with Ta-tatch by their sides, beat the drum and assembled
their people to them., John Duncan spoke for the three of them.

. “Today, we sell all the land inside the stakes you can see, driven
in ground. It is no good. We would have given it to the white; if the

had asked for it. But they are willing to buy it for enough money tz
keep our people for many moons; we will séil it. They want the
black stuff, too. They know how to use it. Let them have it! Besides
the money, they will give us whiskey. I dm surprised. The white man
ha,? always said it sends us crazy. But, today, he says we can have it

Drink it if you like it. And get drunk too, if you want to. But don’t‘:
make any trouble. The bluccoats will be here from Ft. Duchesne tb

-keep order. We don’t need them. If any of you cause trouble, you

“Tﬂl answer to your chief or to the council. This is a big day and a
big gathering, We hope you all have a good time. But keep in mind

. what we say: No trouble. We have spoken,”

| {\t 7 é.m., Harry Clark and his clerks arrived from Ft. Duchesne
with' the instruments to be signed. Following them, came a wagon

- with kegs of whiskey loaded in the back. Behind the wagons came
twol troops of the famous old 9th U S. Cavalry. The promise to the
Indians would be kept; there would be whiskey for them at the tents
and soldiers to police the area if anyone got out of hand,

The final preparations were made, the heads of whiskey barrel;*,

I\;vere knocked out and tin cups, holding at least a pint, with hooks for
andles, were hung around the rim of the barrels.

The tent flaps were thrown open and the people streamed in, As

ach Ute approached the signing table, he was told, “Put your name

l'.ﬂlpll‘!hmbprint right here. Then get yourself a cup of whiskey.”
= e-)f came in at one end of the tent and moved out the other.
1€ signing went rapidly. |

J
ust before noon, Ta-tatch came. She thumb-printed the treaty
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Virginian had shot in self defense. The Whiteriver chiefs, when they
heard all the circumstances surrounding the Feno incident, agreed
that the findings of the court were correct,

Though the clouds of war had appeared ominous, though it
seemed battle and blood would follow Feno’s shooting, incredibly
the last war trail of the Whiterivers came to an end without blood-
shed.

Looking back, both sides will agree, that had the two opposing
veteran contingents of fighting men clashed that fall day in 1905,
there would have been much glory, but many would have died. All
doff their hats to the memory of Henry Harris, the Indian who talked
long ago and saved the peace of Uintah.
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THE SHOOT-0OUT

“You should have seen it then.” Myton-1918.
The crowd at right has been drawn by a shootout; in the group at left
is the author, then a kid reporter (age 12) for the Free Fress.
-—Ulsed by permission, Utah State Historical S'ociefy, all rights reserved.

In 1918, my father and mother operatcd Hotel Myton in Myton,
Utah, then the leading town on the Ute Indian Reservation in eastern
Utah. One day, a tall, dark, man, graying over the temples and bald-
ing, stopped to stay awhile at our hotel. The stranger had a small
black dog he called ‘Blackie’. One could see that the two, the man
and the dog, were great pals, The dog, like the man, was slightly
crippled. The man moved about with a limp. The limp was caused
by an old bullet wound, I learned later. One of the dog’s front legs
had been cut off as a result of an accident some time before.

I'had a big, black dog who, in protecting his rich domain of table
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scraps and beef bones, had become a vicious fighter of great renown
around the town., '

My father called me to him as the stranger and he stood talkmg
under the shade of the portico which extended over the sidewalk in

_front of the hotel. “George,” he said, “I want you to meet this gentle-

man. He is-a very old friend of mine whom I knew when we worked
over on the Strip together Elza, this is my youngest son, George
George, I want you to meet Elza Lay.”

Mr. Lay and I shook hands and then he said, “That little three-
legged dog belongs to me, His name is Blackie. He can’t fight and
he can’t run, and I’d hate to see that big dog of yours chew him up.
Can you see to that for me; and if you have plenty for a dog to eat,
W1ll you see that he don’ tgo hungry?” - :

Since we ran a dining room as part of the hotel and since my

big dog already showed his friendship for Blackie, compliance with
Lay’s'request was easy. ':“I will see to him for you, Mr. Lay,” 1
replied.

Elza Lay? I had heard of him, as all teenage boys had in that day
and age. But, now, could this be the famous outlaw Elza Lay, the

right hand man of the redoubtable Butch Cassidy? Was he one of the
real riders of “The Wild Bunch’?

When I got a chance to ask my father, he told me, “Yes, George,
that’s the ex-outlaw Elza Lay. He’s been out to see his daughter,
Mrs. Murdock, in Heber. He- hasn’t been a bandit for many years
now. I'd be pleased if you’d take care of his dog like he asked you
to.”

I took care of Blackie in sumptuous style and shortly he and I
were fast friends. Mr. Lay came around the comner one time and saw
me peiting his little dog. He saw Blackie lick my hand. From that
time on I had a special ‘in’ with Mr. Lay. ' _

At the time, during off hours from school, I worked on the old

Myton Free Press, a small town, weekly newspaper. I did this and . .
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that and the other thing, whatever needed to be done. C.B. Cook, the
editor, tried to teach me the who, the how, the where, the when and
the why of good reporting and as Mr. Lay and I talked, 1 used the
techniques I had learned on him. Only it wasn’t the events of the day
I tried to find out, but the events of long ago 1 was after, It was dur-
ing one of these conversations that he told me about the shoot-out
between Johnny McVey and Bill Carver. .

/

The Wild Bunch had planned a hijacking of the army payroll
when the money was in transit between Price, Utah and Ft.
Duchesne, over the old Nine Mile Road. In the planning process, the
men were selected for their ability to shoot with a rifle from the top
of a ridge. Johnny McVey, was to act as a scout or spotter or advance
man for the Bunch, and he objected a little, saying, “I’ll bet 'm the
best rifle shot in the crowd, I should be on the ridge.”

Bill Carver was a quiet, casy going cowboy, and at McVey’s
remark, he said nothing. He just winked at Butch Cassidy and let
Johnny’s boast go by without a challenge. :

Butch, seeing a chance for some fun later, said to McVey, “We’ll
be hanging, around here for quite a while, and in the next day or two
we’ll have a shooting match. Then we'll find out just how good you
are. But regardless of that, we want you as a scout because your face
isn’t known all over these parts. You can find out what we Want to
know without bringing the law down on our heads too soon.’

“Oh, that’s it,” Johnny rephed “Well, in that case, I’ll do the
scouting.”

Later, when the tedium of waiting became an irking problem,
McVey, remembering Butch’s promise and wanting to show off his
prowess, challenged the Bunch to a shooting match with rifles.
Butch, always ready for some horseplay, said, “Now that’s a good
idea. Bill, since you don’t shoot like the rest of us, you go first. If
you can’t beat him, then we’ll each go one by one until somebody
comes out the winner,”

P ————
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Carver asked, “What will we use for a target?”

Cassidy picked up six empty cans, he placed them in a row at
about two foot intervals, on a log that had been pulled in for fire-
wood. “Now,” he said, “whichever one of you can shoot these cans
off the log in the shortest time is the winner, and you’ll shoot from
here.” As he was talking, he made a mark on the ground with his
boot toe.

-The distance was long for fast shooting. By this time the whole
crowd gathered around to watch the proceedings.

Johnny McVey was maneuvered into shooting first. He went to
the line, raised his rifle to his shoulder, tock aim and shot six times
in rapid succession, and each tfime a can Tolled. He stepped back
with a confident smirk on his face and looked at Carver. It was
admitted by all that Johnny was a top hand with a long gun, because

his had really been excellent shooting.

“All right, it’s your tum,” Butch said to Carver.
Bill Carver went to the line, he didn’t even put his rifle to his

- shoulder. He brought it up to the hip, then in a blur of motion, six

shoots went off almost in a continuous roar and six cans went spin-
ning, the first can was still rolling when the last can hit the dirt.
Johnny McVey stood duxﬁbfounded; but finally he exclaimed,
“Can you teach me to do that?”
There was a roar of laughter from the Bunch, but just the same,
the kid was. in, mainly because he recognized that he had met his
master, and had not been angry over the trick played on him.

Note: Carver used a carbine in the famous Winnemucca Bank

holdup. Outlaw Trail by Charles Kelly, page 277, ©
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AEROPLANE DAY IN MYTON

This is the picture of the airplane as it landed in Myton.
—Used by permission, Uintah Regional Library, all rights reserved,

You asked in the Standard of April 10, 1975, about that airplane
shown in the photo given to you by Mrs. Marie Benson.

Here is your story:

What you are looking at in that photo is not Just a picture. It’s a
legend because that wasnt probably one of the first airplanes to land
in Uintah Basin, it was the first airplane to land here.

It was the summer of 1921. World War I had ended Just two
short years before, in fact, not all of the AEF had returned from
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‘Over There.’ ; & o

Somebddy in Myton was in the know. He must have had influ-
ence, too, because he found out that a squadron of Army bomb_ers
would fly over Uintah Basin on a leg from Salt Lake City, Utah, to
‘Denver, Colorado. Not only that, but he had arranged it so that one
of the mighty De Havillands would land at Myton—provided a.tar-
mac (now called a runway) was made in proper length and a wind-
sock was placed on a pole to show the wind direction,

Now, remember, acroplanes in those days were new and uncom-
mon. Hardly anyone in the whole United States, no matter where he
lived, had ever seen one. He had only read about them. And now,
here at Myton, away out on an Indian Reservation, one of those
giant flying machines was going to come and land—then take off
and fly to Denver.

No handbills were passed. No notices were placed in the papers.
The word got to every village, town, and farm in Uintah Basin by
word of mouth. ' ‘ _

The runway was leveled off with teams and levelers. It was on
the.South Myton Bench high above Begg’s orchard about a mile
from town. ‘

The ladics sewed a windsock of the right specifications. It was
placed on a high pole. Everything was ready, including us kids.

On or before the day set, the crowds of people gathered. Our
hotel and restaurant was filled to overflowing, so were all the others.

The campgrounds, all of them, were loaded; they overflowed
under the trees and up and down the river. There has never been
such a gathering of people, either before or since. This is where the
idea came from for the first UBIC at Ft. Duchesne.

Well, the day came for the aeroplanes to arrive. Everyone gath-
ered to the runway up on the bench. They ate hot dogs, h_amburgers,
chewing gum, and candy. They drank pop by the gallons.

They waited, and they waited, and they waited. But no aero-
planes showed up.

‘iT

.
|

i

|

1
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Finally, as the sun was near to setting, Roe Krebs, using a
phonograph hom as a megaphone (there were no public address sys-
tems in those days) announced that the weather over the mountaing
was too turbulent. The planes wouldn’t come today, but, weather
permitting they would tomorrow,

The disgruntled people pulled away. Some said the whole thing
was a hoax; the Myton businessmen had pulled it to fill their coffers
with money. It was foolish to believe a faity tale like that—a big
bomber coming to a town as small ag Myton—scoff, scoff, scoff.

But, they hated to give up their dream., It was like the report of a
gold strike down in hell, “There might be something to it,” so they
stayed or came back like the old prospectors.

The next day, as the people waited, they were skeptical, but still
they waited as before.

Then, came Kreb’s voice out of the horn, “We have Just received
a message by telephone. The planes left Sait Lake City. They wiil be
hete any minute. Keep your eyes on the skies.”

All eyes turned to the west-——watching.

An ex-doughboy who had been in France, remarked in my hear-

~ ing, “You won’t miss them, You can hear them before you see them.

They make a roar like you've never heard before and you’ll never
forget it.” :
The ex-soldier was right. We heard the roar, Then, there they
were in sight. There were three bombers flying in V formation. But
they flew on past. For a minute or so it looked like they had missed
us. Then, one of the trailing planes. pecled off, flew down, down,
down, and came back circling over the field once or twice. It was
terrific! |

The DeHavilland was a ‘heavy bomber.” It was meant to carry a
big load a long way so it had a powerful motor, too heavy for its
fuselage and tail. It was inclined, therefore, if lightly loaded, to nose
over—breaking its prop and damaging the engine. This danger was
greater on a soft track. At Myton that day, it was a soft track, As a
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This Is a close-up picture of the airplane after it landed in Myton.
—Used by permission, Uintah Regional Library, all vights reserved,

' conseqﬁenéé, the mechanic climbed out of his seat, and while in the
air crawled far back on the tail to keep the nose up in proper balance.
After the mechanic was in place, the pilot brought her in to a good
laﬂding against the wind. I admired that mechanic for his daring and
his courage even more than I admired the pilot.

They landed safely, but the dust and dirt they kicked up was
unbelievable. ' _ .

A youth, like I was then, noticed eVénything.about the plane. The
patches on the fabric fuselage and wings must be bullet holes, I sur-
mised. This plane must have been in a fight, but it must have won
for here it was still flying. I found out later I was right. It had a set-to
with the ‘Flying Circus,” commanded by Herman Goering, since by
that time The Red Baron was dead. The Spads, fast littler fighters,

had arrived in time to even the score and the bomber flew on to

complete its mission. Lt. Nwitt had hoped to bomb Berlin, but the
War ended before he had a chance to doit. :

The pilot, Lieutenant Nwitt and the mechanic, whose name I
have.forgotten, were met by Myton’s VIP’s—C.D Kicher, Dr. R.L.
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Enochs and R E. Waugh—and taken off to town to be entertained,
They spent the night at C.D. Kichers, in place of our hotel, where
they had reservations. This put me out because I wanted to get better
acquainted with those guys.

By this time, my interest in the plane dwindled. I had time to
look around me, and what I saw was pandemonium and havoc,
About balf the people in that day still used horses for transportation,
Boy, oh boy! What a mess! Horses had gotten frightened, ran away,
and raised hell in gencral, trying to dodge that big old buzzard,
Buggies, two or three were tipped over; riders had been thrown; peo-
ple had been hurt. Dr. Enochs was busy patching up the injured.

Allin all, though, it was fun. There were no serious hurts, just a
few bumps and scratches here and there. The people were excited
but happy, especially us kids. _

Next moming, there was more order. After everything was
ready, the plane, in clouds of dirt and dust, took off. We watched it
climb and fly away. It flew until it gradually faded out of sight in the
blue distance.

Only a short time, a month or so, after their Myton visit, Lt.
Nwitt and his mechanic were flying this plane from Denver to Salt
Lake. The weather was bad, the planc nose heavy and they crashed
in the Uintah mountains near King’s Peak. Nwitt and the mechanic
died in the crash. They brought the bodies out but abandoned the
plane on the mountainside. In 1950, a man from Milwaukee sal-
vaged the plane in pieces, shipped it home, and rebuilt it. It flew
again in the 1960°s. It flew from coast to coast exhibiting in all the
large cities on the way. The Smithsonian wanted it, but [ don’t know
if they got it. So today, it is in perfect order, either in Washington or
Milwaukee.

I should like to acknowledge the invaluable assistance of Fred
Todd of Myton. Without his information and notes, I could not have
completed the information in this article.
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ROOSEVELT HISTORY

This is a history of Roosevelt, Utah, a small town in Eastern
Utah. It is short, only an outline, gathered from records here aqd
there and from fading memories. The story covers a period when the
Old West was still here but was rapid_ly ending, slipping into the age
of technology.

In 1861, Abraham Lincoln, President of the United States, set
aside a reservation for the Ute Indian Nation. No survey was made
beforchand, it had merely a general description as comprising all the
lands from the tops of the mountains to the north, to the tops of the
mountains to the south, draining into what later was defined as the
Duchesne River, ' '

The area thus set apart was vast. It was larger than some of the
states of the Union and larger than some of the nations of the world.
There it lay decade after decade, a primeval land, inhabited only by
a few hundred Indians, government employees and some
Episcopalian Missionaries.

Then came the era of the railroads. Where the rails went, propri-
ety followed. The shortest distance between Great Salt Lake and
Denver, and from there east and west, passed through the Big Uintah
Country and the Indian Reservation. But those thousands of acres,
restricted to the use of Indians only, had to be opened to white settle-
ment.

The Utes, having come to Uintah Basin in the first place to get
the ‘Americats’ out of their braided hair, opposed the fire wagon and
its iron trail passing through their country. They knew full well what
would happen if it did; their wild, free way of life would be over.

In spite of the Indian opposition, the wheels along the Potomac.

began to turn. Slowly, surely, but inexorably they turmed. Finally, in
1905 and 1906, the Ute Reservation was opened to homesteaders.
The big land rush was on! It was not like the land race along the
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Cimarron in Oklahoma, the govemment had learned its lesson there,
so in the Big “U” Country the red tape made the rush much more
orderly. But the homesteaders came by the hundreds.

An old Ute said, “When the Americats came, they came by the
many manys. They came nose to tail like a string of black ants cross-
ing the sand.” Some came from Colorado through Vernal, some
through Strawberry Valley, but most came along the stage road from
Price through Nine Mile Canyon, !

An old-timer, who lived at the Strip before and during ‘the open-
ing’, said, “It was like the touch of a fairy’s wand. Yesterday there
was nothing but wilderness and desert, Today there are fences, ditch-
es, plowing, plantings, houses and towns; scitlers were every-
where.... It was almost magical.” .

It has been said that Ed F. Harmston was an enigma. He was an
engineer and mathematician on one hand and a dreamer on the other:
which he was when he founded Roosevelt City, no one knows.

Way out in the middle of nowhere was a small, flat-topped mesa
or bench overshadowed by a higher bench to the west. Nothing grew
there but rabbit brush and desert grass. There was a prairie dog town
in the center and wild horses grazed across it everyday. The little
bench had a dry gulch on one the side flanked by a dry gulch on the
other. The nearest stream of running water was miles away!

Ed F. knew the country like the back of his hand. He had sur-
veyed part of it long before the opening. Yet in spite of his knowl-
edge, he chose that dry little desert bench for his homestead claim.
One wonders if he was planning or dreaming; it could have been a
little bit of both.

Under the law you picked your land, paid $2.25 an acre for one
hundred and sixty acres. You must then move on the land, build an
abode, improve it, and live there five years, After you ‘proved up,’
you received title in fee simple by way of a patent from the U.S.
Government. _

Harmston made his entry and paid his money. But he was too
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busy a man to move on and make improvemenﬁs. He erected a
boarded up tent and instafled his two sons A.C. (Craig) and Floyd
(Nick) Harmston to begin living out his time for-him. These sons
were the very first residents of Roosevelt, Utah.

A.C. said, “Early one moming, father showed up with all his
surveying equipment, We began that day to lay out the streets, alleys
and lots of a town. I thought maybe my old man had been sun struck
and Nick knew darn well he had, but we kept working day after day
until the job was done.”

Craig pulled from the old files in his office, a plat of a town
drawn on linen paper. It was labeled at the top ‘Dry Gulch City.”
When asked what it was, he answered, “Well, you see, Dadand I at
first called this town Dry Gulch City. That lasted just long enough
for my mother, Mary, to hear it. Then she raised the roof.”

Mary said, “Not on your life, not if I live here. I'll never be
known as a dry-gulcher.”

So Mr. Harmston replied, “All right, Mama, you name it.”

Mary Harmston, was a personal friend of President Theodore
Roosevelt. He was, in her belief, the best president this country ever
had, or ever would have for that matter. She corresponded with
Teddy, his missives being on White House stationary. So when Ed
gave her the opportunity, she spoke up quick as light, “This town
will be named Roosevelt City.”

The plot was re-drawn; the name was changed and now it bears
the name of Roosevelt after Teddy Roosevelt.

Well, now, there was a town platted and named. Its residents
were two kids, a dog, a cow, and a small flock of chickens. Its future
didn’t look bright because there was no water, but nevertheless peo-
ple started to move in and hauled water for their use from far away.

But Harmston had his plans. He formed the Dry Gulch Irrigation
Company, along with others. Soon there were canals, ditches and lat-
crals. Water flowed down many strects and alleys of the town.

When water came, one woman settler exclaimed, “Goodness!
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When I woke up this morming, there was water running almost at my
doorstep.” Beginning there, every kid in town leamed to drink his or
her water, sand and all, belly-booster from a ditch bank.

Nor was that all, on the drawing board were plans for a reservoir
on Pickup’s Bench, the higher bench to the west, and pipeline and
waterworks for the new city with plenty of pressure. It wasn’t long
until even this was accomplished,

In “The Early Days,” Roosevelt was a ‘tent and shanty town,
Even some of the businesses began in tents. But of course, these
were only temporary, lasting only until something more substantial
could be built. When the wind blew hard, as it seemed to do quite
often in those days, it raised havoc all over the place, but the people
would mend and patch, and with laughter settle down again.

Soon more substantial buildings began to appear including C.C.
Larson’s rock store, the Rough Rider Saloon, the Consolidated
Wagon, a machine company’s brick building, the Co-op store, and
others.

There it was. It sprang up almost overnight, a town— rocky,
dusty, rough, and raw with a purely frontier flavor. And it grew,

heaven knows why, but it did.

Even before the tents came down there was a school and some
churches of several denominations. The kids from the Reservation
were not to grow up ‘nincompoops’ or irrcligious either; that is, not
if their patents could help it. The schools were better than you would
think. A surprising number of those reservation kids, vernacular and
all, who had slept in hollow logs and drank muddy water, made it to
the storied “Halls of Ivy”, and returned one day with sheepskins
from colleges and universities.

A.C. Harmston, when he was asked why Roosevelt grew in its
desert setting while other places, which seemed to be much more
favorably located, reached a stalemate and some died, replicd,
“Well, after the opening, Roosevelt was on the main stage road
between Price and Vernal, It was also the mail distribution center for
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the Reservation. Besides, it had telegraph and telephone connections
with the outside, It was the ‘central’. Aside from that, it 'was the hub
of the whole Uintah Basin.” Pointing to a map.of the Uintah Basin
with a red circle around Roosevelt, he pointed out what he meant,

East and west, north and south, do this and you’ll see that’s what it

is, ‘The Hub.’ | |
Roosevelt being the hub, along with its other early advantages,

quickly became the principal trading center for all the western arca

of Uintah Basin. In the days of horse drawn transportation, and even
today, it is easier to get to, shop and return home in the shortest dis-
tance and time,

At first, the settlers hurried in, hoping agamst hope that they d
beat the railroad in. They might be lucky enough to get a piece of
land the ﬂght—_bf-’way had to cross, (although the route was always
kept secret). If they got the right land, they knew it meant a fortune

- for them. The question wasn’t if the rails would come, the only

question was when. The months stretched into years, the years
stretched into decadés and still the railroad didn’t come. It was close
a time or two, but failed to arrive. The legend is that David H.
Moffat, the railroad magnate, missed getting financed by two hours
in Denver. Old Man Gould said he would advance the money, then
within two hours changed his mind and pulled his support back.

~ Then one day, the automobile coughed and spat and purred in.

After the automobile came the motor trucks. Soon no railroad was -

needed. One old-timer said, “We needed them trains once, but not
anymore. I'd feel put out if them long drags started to come through
here now.”

Still, looking back, we know that in the beg_inning, a railroad
would have been a God-send. As it was, everything a homesteader

bought had to come on freight wagons winding slowly over moun-

tains and across deserts from Price. They came along the Nine Mile
Road from some eighty miles away. Prices were too darn high. Not

only that, but everything the farmers had to ‘sell had to go out the
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same way. It was hardly worth it. The farmers could raise most of
what they needed for food: he might have patches on his pants and
mamma might have a dress in calico, but they set a mighty hefty
table,

What the people of the Reservation needed most was a ‘cash
crop’ to buy the incidentals and pay their taxes. So they went to live-
stock. Everybody went for either sheep or cattle, and sometimes
both. The country, with its wide open spaces and good grazing land,
was made for that. They didn’t have to haul these products; they
could drive them to market on their own four feet. Some went up
‘Avintaquin and over the ridge to Colton: some went up Indian
Canyon and over the Hump to Price; some went up Willow and Hill
Creck to Thompson Spring; but by far the largest number went out
the Nine Mile Road to Price. At certain times of the year, the stage-
coach would be late because it had to pass through so many herds of

cattle on the way to market along the Nine Mile Road.

Then the creamery companies were founded because the Uintah
Basin was a wonderful dairy country. There was a time when every
little settlement—RBluebell, Mt. Emmons, Mt. Home, Altonah and
Boneta and others—had stations where cream, butter, and eggs were
bought. Roosevelt at one time had six cream stations in it. Usually,
cream was saved up through the week and taken to the station on
Saturday for sale. Needless to say, De Laval cream separators sald
like wildfire,

Saturday was the biggest day of the week in Roosevelt, the trad-
ing center. Things would really hum as the people came to town to
spend their cream, butter, and egg money. The bank stayed open
until five o’clock and the stores until nine o’clock. Roosevelt took it
in stride, but strangers stood gaping and surprised. This gave rise to
the expression only the old-timers understand. When things are busy
they will say, “Why this is like cream day in Boneta.”

After World War I, a depression struck. Banks went broke: mort-
gages were being foreclosed right and left. One couldn’t sell a thing
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for a decent price. Cattle, sheep, wool, and hogs weren’t worth a
dime a dozen. The situation looked black and it actually seemed to
be the end after all the years of struggle. Roosevelt was so quiet,
even on Saturday, you could hear a pin drop.

Then, out of the blue, without warning, the miracle came rolling
in called the “Billion Dollar Crop.” It was alfalfa seed. By this time,
most of the nsable land in Uintah Basin was planted in alfalfa to feed
livestock. The experts found the Basin could produce the best alfalfa
seed in the world. The new land, the cool nights, the hot days pro-
duced seed of premium quality and plenty of if.

The seed industry is faded and gone now. It is hard to explain
what happened when the seed industry hit this town, without being
accused of lying or greatly exaggerating the facts. But, there are
those still around who know. They all agree on the impact to this
country of the hayseed.

The seed companies came in, crected seed cleaning plants and
bought seed by the tons. Literally, millions of dollars were paid into
the Uintah Basin each year. It was better, in a way, than oil because
evety farmer raised seed, sold it, and walked away with the loot.

At that time, most people still traveled by horse and buggy. But
then came cars of every kind and model from the Hudson Super Six,
the Rickenbacker, and the Cadillac, down to the ‘Tin Lizzy.” Most
people held their heads and bought Fords, Chevrolets and Buicks.

Roosevelt rolled. Business had never been so good. Well, the
seed business has vanished now. It died from the lack of fertilizers,

insecticides, and innovative methods. However, with the new tech-
nology in these areas, sooner or later, the seed boom may come back
again,

A side product of the alfaifa seed industry was honey; the blos-
soming alfalfa fields produced honey by the car load. There were
both big and little bee outfits. Our honey, because of its quality,
became famous from coast to coast. It, too, was a ready source of
money that helped Roosevelt grow.
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Once in a while a stranger stops a local resident on the street to
inquire, “Where is the Indian Reservation and where are the
Indiang?”

The reply usually surprises them, “You are standing on the
Reservation right now!” As for the Indians, just look about you,
Sometimes, it may take you a second to recognize them, but they are
here. If you want to see them in paint and feathers, hear their chants
or see their native dances, you will have to'visit during the Pow-
wow on the Fourth of July, the Bear Dance in the spring, or the
Sundance in the summer. You won’t sce any of these things on the
streets because they are reserved for special occasions,

You sce, the Utes are a part of us, some of our business people
are Indians. They have given Roosevelt their patronage all these
vears and have helped us grow. In fact, there have been times when
their help made the difference between success and failure, as was
the case in the depression of the late twenties and early thirties.
Without the Utes, we could never have gotten Union High School
when we did; nor could we run our educational system as well as we
do without their money.

This might seem like old, old history, but it isn’t. Roosevelt is a
very young town—one of the newest in the state. You realize this
when you know that one of the first two residents of the town, Nick
Harmston, is still alive in Orem, Utah. Then, too, here and there as
you walk the streets of Roosevelt, you can still see the old settlers,
the first who came to live here. They can remember the tent and
shanty town, drinking belly-booster out of the ditches, the first
school and all the rest. |

We are now a thriving, modern community. We have come a
long, long way in the time we’ve had. We have the oil fields and
many other resources. They have always been here, but are just now
on the verge of development. Roosevelt’s tomorrow looks as bright
as the stars at night in our clear blue sky.
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THE RUMBLE OF THE UINTAHS

Years ago, when white men first came to the Uintah Basin, they
noticed a deep-toned rumble that seemed to come from the Uintah
Mountains to the north. Most of the time, it happened in the after-
noon, sometime between two and four o’clock, give or take a little,
Nothing you could set your watch by, you understand. It just hap-
pened oftener then than at other times.

It was while that rumble rumbled that everything came to a
standstill—a pause in the day’s occupations. The horses in the fields
stopped grazing and raised their heads to listen; so did the cows. The
dogs stopped whatever they were doing and so did human beings.
And I suppose if you could see them, so did wild things. It only last-
ed for a minute, maybe two, then it was over. Then life went on as
usual. _ o .
What did it sound like? Well, it is very hard to define, many
have tried to define it but nobody quite hit the mark. Some said it
was like potatoes rolling down a chute into a deep, dark cellar under
a house; others likened it to great rocks rolling down a mountainside
into a canyon; still others said it was like distant thunder without a

cloud in the sky. None of these were quite right, of course, but it will .

give you some idea of what it was really like.

Strange too, it always seemed to be the same no matter where
you were—whether near or far from the mountains, ot in the moun-
tains themselves, Needless to say, this rumble was a deep dark mys-
tery, for no one has ever been able to determine what it was... or is.

There have been many explanations for it, or speculations,
should I say? As for example, the echoes from the blasting at the
open pit copper mine in Bingham, Utah; or the rumbling under-
ground from the shots set off in the deep mines of Park City, Utah.
Some newcomers said it was the echoes of those giant German guns
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that shelled Paris from fifty miles away in World War I. Fine, except
that the rumble seems to have pre-dated all of them.

If you asked the Indians what it was, they would come back with
that bit of grinning Ute humor: “Indians no savvy., White man savvy;
he knows everything.” Or “Big Indian making big medicine in the
mountains; white men better run.” But after the humor the Indians
would say, “It was here a long, long time ago before we came. We
don’t know what or where it is.”

I remember listening to my elders discussing the rumble around
the table at mealtime. To me, it was eerie. It was weird. It was like
meeting something from the unknown face to face. It was as good or
maybe better than a good ghost story.

Of course, after awhile, you got used to it and just took it in
stride. Except you always listened. When some newcomer, hearing
it, asked “What is that?” you replied, “It’s the Rumble,” as if no fur-
ther explanation was necessary.

Is the rumble still there? I don’t know. It’s a noisy world we live
in now as compared to what it used to be when I was a kid. There
are power saws, lawn mowers, cars whizzing by your door, big eigh-
teen wheelers on the highways, airplanes in the sky, sonic booms,
All these things, so who can tell?

I thought I heard it again a couple of years ago way out in the
silent desert south of Myton. But I might have gotten it mixed up
with something else. Even there, modem machines can fool you.

But honestly, I think it’s still there if you can sort it out from all
the other noises you hear, | |
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JOURNEY THROUGH A LOST COUNTRY

CHANDLER—THE CANYON OF MYSTERY

One of the cliff dwellings found in Chandler Canyon.

At the end of a wildemess road in eastern Utah is the ‘Land of
the Sun’ (Tavaputs), Here the Canyon of Mystery lies. To the white
man, it is known as Chandler Canyon; to the Indian, it is the Canyon
of the Dead. This great abyss was cut by wind, water, and weather. It
runs from the tops of the cool, green mountains, down its twisting
length to the Green River in the heart of Desolation Canyon.

| East Tavaputs is Indian Country. The great defile belongs to the
Utes, but their love for it is overshadowed by their fear; for it is, to
them, and to others, a place of uncanny sensations. A deserted

Journey Through a Lost Country 307

wildemness of high ledges, carved monoliths, and brooding silences,
On nights of the bright moon, imagination weaves many sights and
sounds. It is indeed a haunted place, where one is not surprised if
apparitions appear. :

Two great spirits prevail in the canyon. When the sun shines
brightly and the land smiles, then good is in control and no harm
will come. But if the clouds roll over it, the place is dark and sullen.
Then evil is master and danger hurks. ‘

An old Ute said, “If the canyon is angry, do not ride the trail into
its recesses, for the canyon can kill. It has in the past and it will
again. But if the landscape smiles, then it is safe to go. Do not stay
in the canyon at night, for then the spirits of the long vanished
moquitch (old people) are there. They resent your intrusion into a
land they call their own. Ride quictly, friend, do not disturb these
precincts with loud noises, for this is the Canyon of the Dead.”

Whether it belongs to the dead or not, it certainly belongs to the
past, for up in the ledges off the canyon floor are the dwelling places
of an ancient race. They were cliff dwellers. They occupied this
country a thousand years ago. Their houses occupy the shelves and
overhangs high on the rocky walls. Unmolested, the buildings stand
now as they have stood through the centuries. So perfect is the state
of preservation that it is hard to believe they are so old. Seemingly,
they could be inhabited today as they were in those days long in the
past. It is one of the great mysteries of all time. Who were these peo-
ple? Where did they go? Why did they go?

The canyon, where it begins in the grassy meadows, flows north
and then turning at right angles, flows west to Awat Paw (Big
Water). At the angle where it turns westward is a deep fork running
northeast to the mountain top. Up this fork is an old Indian trail
Long ago, an Indian riding this trail, came upon the body of a man.
The dead man had built a small fire. As he sat over it, he had fallen
forward into the fire, dead. There were no marks, no bullet holes, no
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knife slashes upon the body—nothmg that showed a death by vio=
lence, It was strange, though: The man was an Indlan, small in
‘stature, His costume showed he was not a Ute; he was from some
tribe far away. No one knew from whence he came. .
Was he a ‘Moquitch’ come back to visit the. land of his ancient

PASSAGE OF THE RIVER

people?

No one knows. But the trall where the body was found has been'
known from that day to this as “The Dead I;}dlan Trail’ and the fork
up which it goes is ‘Dead Indian Canyon.’

Do the spirits of the ‘Moquitch” still linger in the canyon? On
moonlit nights, they can be heard crymg—-mournmg the loss of this
tand and the loved ones left here. A legend of the Utes says this is
true. The white man, if he is honest, can believe the Jegend if he

" abides in the stretches of the canyon in the moonlight.

Once in springtime, we got our boats together and began our
passage of the River—of the turbulent Green River as it flows down
through the canyon in its transit of the mountains; as it flows from

R —
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Ouray to Green River, through a land of dcsolation called now_,'
‘Desolation Canyon.’

Trying to keep my diary of our boating expedmon I found 1
conld not write. For spells were cast upon me by the land and all its
glory; by the grandeur of the scenery; by this country which remains
as God made it. T took to dreaming only and my pen was stilled and
quiet. 1 knew I could not describe this canyon were I a genius, scribe
or poet. Ali I could do was feel it as we went down—down the
River, through great streiches of this timeless land.

How can I describe it for you, this silent land of ages? There are
no words to paint the pictures, nor to make you feel the moods for-
ever passing over, as the sunhght air, and shadows change at each
bend and turning in our passage of the River.

It is as if the River were a narrow, winding way On right and
left, in passing, are the structures high—so high above you that they .
reach to-the sky. You gasp in awe and ‘wonder at the size and the
grandeur of the many sculptured pieces on the canyon ’s upper rim.
There are the ‘Sleeping Monks,” the ‘Barking Dog,” the
‘Sombreroed Sitter,” the ;Crouching Lion,” the ‘Perched Eagle,” all
brooding out the days, which run on into ages. There are castles

standing high, their battlements unguarded “There are Mosques,
there are Cathedrals; but no bclls no voices ringing. There is

s1lence—-51lence everywhere like a deserted city of the giants,

leence so profound you can feel it deep within you,’

Each bend the River makes changes all the scenes around you.
New scenes rising skyward take your breath away in wonder.. The
fleeting shadows passing, and the sunshine on the faces make the
landscapes dark and brooding, make them scowl and almost threat-

en: make them smile and almost beckon, so that you shiver, laugh,
and smile in your passage of the River. As the mighty faces change
in alternate sun and shadow, or as the mists dispel and gather in
morming, noon, and evening, so your mood changes as you watch
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and dream down the length of the canyon.

| In the stillness of the nighttime, in the brightness of the moon-
llghlt, the great ledges stand there sleeping and their crests are turned
to sﬂ‘ver‘ In the shadows, in the darkness, where the moonlight does
not linger, there is mystery and a guessing of what lies within those
shadows. But it lies beyond your guessing, so you turn your back
upon it. There is mystery everywhere as the moonlight softly pores
ove.r all the land about you; and you gaze and dream. For this is an
ancient land, grand and forbidding. As you look upon it in the quiet
of the night, you wonder, ever wonder of its past.

In y?ur passage of the River, your thoughts go ever backward, to
the carving of this chasm; to the years that carved these splendors
from the solid rock above you. What sights were then occurring
along this mighty river? Were there any men or beings passing by
the points and headlands? When did men, with brain and thinking
ﬁr.st explore this gouged out fissure? What sounds occurred by thi;
mighty crouching lion? All are lost now in the antiquity of yester-
days. We shall never know, but we may dream and weave a tale, all
untrue of course, of the long ago. :

Men were here, there is no doubt, many ages ago. Here and
the.lje upon the rocks are pictures, signs, and symbols drawn by the
ancllents, drawn by men who lived in this deep canyon and made
their passage of the River, That race is lost and gone forever from

 these ledges, from this canyon. All you-'see now are their drawings

growing dim from the passing time and the wearing of the weather
In the shelter of the ledges, they built their camps for lodgi-ng.
Where they built their cook-fires the smoke rose upward, blackeniné
the ro?k above it and the blackness still remains. You may sce their
cal'mpsltes in shelter of the ledges as you make your passage of the
River.

- You will ponder as you view these leavings of the ancients: were
they strong and mighty warriors? Were they skillful, crafty hunters?
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How did they dress in winter? How did they dress in summer? Did

they love this mighty river? Was there laughter, shouts, and singing?
Where were born the children of these people? Did they play along
these banks, making playthings in the sand? Did these ledges throw
back echoes of their happy shouts and cries, as they throw back ours
now in our passage of the River? Thete is no answer, for the crouch-
ing lion speaks not, nor do the sleeping monks.

You get one last impression as you look back up the canyon at
the end of your passage of the River. As you look back and see the
long line of sentries in a row, the monks, the lion, the sitter, and the
rest, you think and you almost know, they are waiting. Waiting for
what_‘f’ You do not know. You never will know for the lion speaks

_not, neither do the monks, nor do any of the rest.

-So we come o the end of the boat trip down the River. I was
gbing to describe it as a diarist should, but I never could. As I have
sai’d, moods and spells were cast upon me so that T could not write
“what I saw, day by day. I could only write, inadequately, what I felt.

Someday, if I may, I shall go again down the River, into the deep-

canyons. Then I shall take pictures of what I see and write day by

day what I feel. Maybe, at that time, I shall do more justice to my

‘Passage of the River.”
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THE WATCHER

F'am the Watcher. And now I shall tell you of a different kind of
watching, for on the occasion of which I write, we watched the gor-
geous landscapes of the Uintah Basin as they appear from the high
places where the pleasant air of “Indian Summer’ wafts across the
wide, deserted places of our homeland. /

We traveled far over a land of desolation, on the east side of
Green River, high into the Bookcliff Mountains, to the land of the
Ute Indians. From there, we looked afar over an area of great spaces.
We watched the changing world as it lay below us, a world of
strange inexplicable charm,

From the green mountain ridges, we looked back over the miles
that we had driven and where the desert lay far away from civiliza-
tion. Its utter desolation is, in itself. a thing of beauty. The many col-
ored headlands, rising high above the mesas, shown in the morning
sunlight through the softening mists of autumn, like ghostly, dim
paintings. At the bases of the headlands, and flowing all around
them, lay the mesas. The sunlight did not reach them and they were
turned dark purple in the mists and in the shadows. As the clouds
sailed slowly over and the rainstorms moved across them, these
headlands and mesas, buttes and valleys, lay in alternate light and
shadow which changed them, while we watched, into a land of
changing colors, rugged and magnificent. It was a grand panorama
of ethercal, haunting beauty. It cast a spell upon us. We were awed
and stood silent as if we were in a mighty guilded temple of the
Most High.

From one point, which we reached by walking, the land fell
away before us in vertical cliffs and ledges, straight down into the
gorge of the Green River as it makes its passage through the moun-
tains, It is a chasm cut in solid rock by the wearing of the waters. It
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was so far down to the river, that it looked like a slender, narrow rib--

bon, winding there among the colored ledges far below. High up on
the gorge sides, where the points of the mountains thrust out into the
canyon, the gifted hand of nature has carved many sculptured pieces
from the solid rock of ages. There is a crouching lion, a pharach
seated on his throne, a cowled monk, a castle, a mosque, a minaret
and a cathedral. All are gigantic and stupendous. But there were no
voices singing; there were no bells ringing. There was only the
silence of the wasteland—only a mystic brooding silence. We stood
there, never speaking, never moving, struck dumb and still by the
colossal splendors there below. _

In the deep canyons cutting back from the river, in the bottoms
and on the mountain-sides, there were riots of many colors painted
by the autumn leaves on the vegetation. The scene was indescribably
lovely.

In this country, long ago, dwelt the ‘Anasazi’ (The Ancient
Ones) or the ‘Moquitch,” as the Utes called them, Their homes are
still there in the ledges. The intangible presence of these people adds
a haunting, mystic air to these canyons and ledges, The fecling is so
compelling that it is hard to be aware that the Anasazi vanished from
these precincts centuries ago. We had a strange, eerie feeling that
they were watching us from the shadows and cliff dwellings above,

as we explored along the ancient trails of their domain. When we

left, we withdrew quietly. We said good-bye in a respectful, silent
manner, hoping, after all, that we had not been unwelcome on our
visit to the places where the ancients had their homeland long ago.
Our time had come upon us, we had to leave that land of won-
ders. But we vowed to return again another day, We shall always
remember the land to which our wandering took us, for it is a land of
enthralling interest; a land of unmatched grandeur, a land of
untouched and unsurpassed loveliness; a land of mystic, dreamy
enchantment. We have been infected by-the subtle virus of what we
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saw and watched there. We shall never recover. As the years go, by
we shall strive to return to it again and again. ,

We hope the Ute Indians, in their love for such wild places, will
hold fast this primitive area. We hope they will preserve this las; out-
post of the wildermess, in the condition that God made it, so that in
the age of broken atoms there will be onc place near—a place of
peace and quiet, where one can go to rest his troubled soul.

Thus we took a pleasant journey, Thus we watched, and saw in

 passing, sights like we had never seen before. I have tried to tell you

of it, but I know no man can write it—neither genius, scribe or
post—for it is a feeling that you get by watching over an immense
land where grandeur, loveliness and dreaminess are co-mingled, It
seeps into your being, but there are no words to describe it, I shall
tell you only this: that if you watch as we did, you will know what I
have meant and have tried to tell you of—this grand old Western
Country which we watched on our Jjoumey into Indian Country.

I shall see you,
The Watcher
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the pick of the land would be in accordance with the number dra\‘avn.
Number one had its first choice, number two—the second choice,
e | | ation to
The people with numbers were allowed on the reserv .
inspect and choose where they would settle, Then they must await

their notices. _ ‘ N
The notices to the registered number holder went out specifying

the day and time they were to report in Vernal to file their claims. If -

they reported on the day and time specified, they mgde the-llz' ﬁlmgs;
If they missed the hour, but were there on the .prope.r dfty, they Wex;f
to the first of the daily line with its .porr_espondmg pnonty n.umb'er.‘

they missed the day that they were to report, they lost their priority

" and their number. Fifty were filed in the forenoon and fifty in the

' ay. . ‘ ‘
aﬁe?ﬁ:;eitédsz(w ,-days allowed' for all registered claimanfs with
. ﬁumbérs to file their claims. After that, the regular homest'ead laws
were in effect. Any 'qualifying_ person could file 0?1_' land in accor-
' dahce with regular procedures covered by the preva,llmg laws on fil-
ing oh t blic domain. =
- CI,E T;Op;j the ‘Teservation opened and the’ wagon wheels roll;:d.
They came in an unending line, one, two, three years and more, they

kept coming. They camie in every kind of vehicle known to man—_-c—:; -.
wagons, in buggies, on horseback, even a f.'oot. There were \zagdo |

loaded with everything the family owned, including .the family : lg |
and cat. Little dust covered kids peeked from wagon boxes, espectal-

ly when Indians were around to be star@d at. They were bound for 2
brand new couniry to find homes somewhere away out _yonder‘

T-héy s’pre'ad out all over the Basin to establish new settlements.

i i cabins,
Almost overnight, the wilderness sprang alive with tents, cabt

_ ) g )
houses and green fields. But the life was hard, some made it, other B

didn’t. _ o L
Am'anda Felter, one of the early homesteaders said, “When

- . . . . and
s Lare we had a waron. six horses, six cOws, SIX kids _
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six dollars. We lived and after awhile prospered, but I don’t know
how. Why, the coyotes came to our door-yard every night looking
for scraps of food that they thought we might have overlooked for
supper; but it was years before they found anything, Arriving here,
Lee drove us to the middle of a brush covered flat and stopped. I
said to the boys, ‘Get busy, this is home.” That night when we went
to bed in our wagon box, I thought to myself, ‘Lee, you’ve got us in
a pickle this time and I don’t believe you can get us out of it. We’ll
“be too hungry to stay and too broke to go.” The government, you
see, bet us 160 acres of land against our $200 (the land cost us $1.25 .
an acre) that we couldn’t settle here and live five years without
starving out. I had known Lee Felter was a good man when I mar-
ried him, but it took life on the reservation to prove just how good he
really was. No man will ever come any better.”
Another old homesteader said, “Sea gulls rightfully have a great
name in Utah history and monuments have been erected to them.
But in Uintah Basin, the gull would have to take second place to
“Tawoots,” the cottontail rabbit. Throughout the opening, he was the
one unfailing food supply the homesteaders bad. He ran by the thou-
sands over the land. He was in every nook and comer of the Basin,
so that no matter where you went out here, he was available. Hunger
would have stalked many a tent and cabin had it not been for the
rabbit. To him, the homesteaders, those who are still around, doff
their hats. Today,.if he raids our lush green fields in modest num-
bers, he is welcome, He is no longer required for food, but our grate-
fulness to him goes back to other days.”

Almost all of the homesteaders, together with what was needed
from the outside world to sustain them, came over the Nine Mile
Road. Strictly speaking, the Nine Mile Road ended at the Bridge or
in later days, Myton. Here, at the bridge over the Duchesne, all roads
from other Utah points outside the Basin joined. However, since the
road from one terminus to the other, in the old days, was a continu-
ous whole over which the main stream flowed, the traffic narrative




268 Tales from Indian Country

, o |
| will continue on to Vernal, the northem end of the old frontier tral

The way led out of Pleasant Valley, across S?uth .Myton ]ien::;
dropped down to th'e_ river bottom. In tﬁree miles it came to .
Bridge, which in later days became the ‘town of Myton. .

Myton is rich in history. It is situated on the ban ls; 0 :
Duchesne River near the end of an ancient ford across the river.

- Father Escalants, the Catholic priest/explorer-and the ﬁrst.w.hlte man
. 1o see the Uintah Basin, camped under the trees at the end of the old
" ford in 1776. In 1869, a trading post and a station for wayfarers was

built where Father Escalante had camped. It' was put there for the
convenience of the Indians after the_ reserv?.tlon had bec;n setdapa;st
by President Lincoln. In 1880, a wagon b@dge made. o £o§ dv:h *
constructed across the river by-the D.*_g.njd P..G. Feulro an
US. dee’rnmént.— From then until the Opening it was lfnown as
-“The Bridge.” S

After Ft. Duchesne was built, there was a trading post, a stage

étation, and a hotel located at thé. qrossing,_ After th_g Opemng, t:i
Bridge became the town of Myton, named after H... P. ii\/lytc:n;1 ;
early Indian Department ofﬁcial and'surveyor. I‘t was, in many wfryn;
the most colorful town in the whole Uintah Basin. All the roads fro

points in Utah joined here, so that all traffic went through the town.

It was also the first water and first settlement reached after crossing. -

the long, desert reaches of the Nine Mile Roafl__. o
The town sprang into being almost ovemlght. It became the f;c: "

ter for the whole reservation. It was a raw, new, frontier tOWI’I, : &

with the smeli of fresh lumber, the sound of the carpenter’s ham

mers. the noise, the hustle of people going places and doing things.

All in a moment, it seemed, the open flats were filled with business
| houses and dwelling places. What yesterday were open flats were
turned into streets and yards a foot deep in dust and mud.

: ' ‘ eli-
Myton was a heterogeneous town. There were people and r -

o d
gions from everywhere, even from foreign lands. As you p;lsi;e
along its streets, you heard the nasal twang of New England,
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clipped British accent, the hard R’s of the westemers, the soft drawl
of Virginia, Kentucky, and the deep south. There were Irishmen,
Scotsmen, Germans, Scandinavians, and Mexicans. All these people
rubbed shoulders with the Indians, who looked on curiously, and
sometimes iresentfully, at all this going on in their country,

- Up the river, about twelve miles from Myton, was the largest
Indian village in the Basin. There were three to four hundred Indians
living there the seasons around. It was a villag"e of tecpees with some
log cabins placed around in a great circle. _

Most of the Indians painted their faces in accordance with the
old Indian customs. Many still dressed in the same style they had
used for centuries. All these Indians, plus those from other places,
came to Myton on issue day and to do their trading. They were curi-
ous, 00, so they came just to watch. _

By 1908, there was a bank, three gencral merchandise stores, a
livery stable, two blacksmith shops, a drug store, a hardware store,
two saloons, a real estate office, two lumber vards, two lawyers, a
doctor, a community hall and amusement centet, and a U.S. Post
Office. The Indian Irrigation Service headquartered there. It was the
cetiter for construction of all Indian irrigation canals and systems.

Stretching a hundred miles and more to the south and east were
wide regions of vacant, desert land with the Green River flowing

_ through the middle of it. At this time. on these wide reaches, grazed

hundreds of wild horses. They were old natives, descendants of the
Spanish horses. The mustangs were small, but they were hardy and
their endurance was un-matched. Mustangers made Myton their
headquarters. From there they caught the wild horses from the desert
country. Their corral was always full where they kept and fed their
catches, pending the day they drove them to market over the Nine
Mile Road.

The winter of 1909-10 had been a hard one, the snow piled deep
over all the Basin and in the mountains, When spring came, it was
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exceptionally warm and all the streams rose in flood. Myton was
built on the river bottom, It was feared the water would leap its
banks and flood the town. ' -

E.M. Jones, the hardware merchant, took dynamite to abig bend
up the river and set charges, cutting a channel across the bend. He
hoped he could divide the water and thus keep the river within
bounds. He succeeded far beyond his expectation, for within four
hours the river changed its course completely. Mr. Jones saved the
town but he left the bridge across which all traffic must pass, high
and dry. L

The river could not be forded, two men who tried it on horse-
back, drowned in the raging torrent. Except for a row boat, used in a
quiet place, there was no communication with the other side for two
weeks or more. Then the river went down. After that the old ford
across the river was used.

The U.S. Government and the State of Utah, joined again and in
the summer of 1910, a new steel bridge was built about a mile
upstream from the old bridge. When the new, steel bridge was ready
for use, there was a big celebration at Myton. Govemor Spry came
from Salt Lake City. Senator Reed Smoot came from Washington
D.C. People-came from all over Uintah Basin to be present at this

gala event. One of the highlights of the day was when the mail coach

arrived from the Wells, driven by Frank Alger. The horses were
changed as always. Then at a gallop, Frank drove the mail across the
new bridge for the first time and disappeared on the road to Vernal in
a cloud of dust. The horses hitched to the coach that day were: Billy,
Sally, Maud and Dingo.

Because they feared the river and because they wanted to be on
the direct road from the new bridge, the people of Myton moved the
old town. In the course of a year, the town moved to a low bench out
north of the river. Henceforth, there were two parts to the tfown—

Myton and Old Town.

T RE———,
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In the early days the s
| : tage left Myton, crog
. . , $
bndgc?, went straight toward Ft. Duchesne for twelved o ooded
what is now Hartford and Independence. It climbed
down Bottle

¢ mileg through

a low hill, went
Hollow and was at the army post. In later days a new

Fown, Roosevelt, was settled to the cast of Myton. So th

is the mail and a part of the traffic, went by way of‘the nejv :Za\f’ o

homEci de@ston,‘ an entc-rprising engineer, from a part ofr‘1 four

'_ es g s, laid out the town of Roosevelt ify 1906 Itwasatal

tlo.n which no sensible person, it was thought, would ever hEL o

build a town. It was on a dry, hot, -dusty benc’h far away froope .

stream or supply of water. It was on the banks of Dry Gulch; innll':my
yezlu's t.he gulch was really dry. But Harmston formed the D’ G (IJSE
Imgatlc‘an Company, which, at one time, was the largest i?;i e:tl'G
syster‘n in the United States, Within a year, by means of canalsi t1 OI;‘
the Uintah River, water was flowing to the new townsite. o

_ The town was named after Theodore Roosevelt, who, at the time

o‘f the town’s beginnings, was President of the United Sta;tes and had
signed the proclamation opening the reservation. It was not becau
Roosevelt was President, though, that the town was named after hir:3
It was because Mary Harmston, the wife of Ed F. Harmston, had t
Teddy when he had been in the Basin some vears before I\,/I va
pfersonally acquainted with Theodore Roosevelt, was a.n.ad;diy éwa?:‘
his, and it was she who gave the town its name, 1 o
| lThe town, situated where a town should not be, grew rapidly and
in time outdistanced all other towns on the reservation.

After the opening, the old road climbed North Myton Bench
cro_slsed it, and pulled into Roosevelt, It left Roose#elt climbeci
Indian Bench, went slantwise southeasterly and dropp:ed down
Bottle Hollow to Ft. Duchesne. For years, until hard surfaced roads
came, part of the traffic went by way of Roosevelt and some still
traveled the route by way of Independence. | |
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MYTON THE QUEEN OF- THE RESERVATION jdwa.y. The army road, upon its completion, became the main routc
) - . into and out of Uintah Basin. There were no towns between Price

: and The Bridge along the way,

Because of the bridge and the new main road, it was literally
true to say, all roads on the Reservation led to The Bridge. Here was
the gateway to Uintah Basin.

In 1905-06, the Uintah-Ouray Indian Reservation, which up to
that time had been forbidden to White settlers, was opened to White
homesteaders. One of the three townsites surveyed and laid out by
the U.S. Government, in preparation for the opening, was a town
which incorporated The Bridge within its limits, This new town was
named ‘Myton,” after H, P. Myton, the Indian agent for the
Reservation from 1899 to 1902,

Then the land rush came at “The Opening.” Myton, because of
its location, quickly became the trading, industrial, and cultural cen-
ter for the entire Reservation. Within a year, it was booming—lusty,

Above is the old &tage and mail station taken ar.My.ton. iypically frontier, and wild.
ission, Uintah Regional Library, all vights reserved, . | | |
e by permissn ' If the town was colorful so were its people. It drew all kinds of

residents to it bankers, lawyers, doctors, preachers, barbers, teach-

, hist be; an almost tv§0 centuries ago ) ers, gamblers, outlaws, gunslingers, Indians, cowboys, soldiers,

Myton, Utah’s .recorded 1story beg - o Franciscan fri- sheepherders, freighters, farmers, mustangers, engineers, carpenters,

when Fathers Dominguez anc Esc'alante, .~ rOvb . 17, 1776 ‘near, writers, miners, ‘Mormons,” and ‘gentiles’ walked its streets. Of

ars, made camp ancrlrstaye.(: the night of Septem un ’ course, it had to have tough marshais—some of whom are still

1 ownsite, )

wha; :;?ﬁg:ﬁfla wooden bridge was built across the turbulent remembered. | | _ |

hesne River. It was the only bridge along the | 1909-10 waju; a year of deep snow @d high water. In the spr.mg,

and dangerous Duc After the bridge was built, an * E. M. Jones, with a charge of powder, inadvertently caused the river

entlre lower reaches of the sirsam. & &F and a blacksmith - to change its course leaving the old wooden bridge high and dry. In

Indian trading post, a stage station, a sub-agency,

) i 1910, a new, steel bridge was built and the town moved from
i i icht bank of the river. In those days it , :
prang into being on the rig

‘_Oldtown,’ on the river bottom up to the low bench it presently
occupies.

shop s

was called simply “The Bridge. At th time, the
ilt Fort Duchesne. At the same time, | ' i

In 1886, the army built Fort Du Nine Mile In its day, Myton had a full complement of businesses like

stdres, hotels, livery stables, restaurants and many-others, including

army constructed a wagon road from the post through. ;
Canyon to Price, Utah, the nearest railroad town, nearly eighty m1ies
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four saloons with gambling dens and one undertaker.

Myton saw the last uprising of the Utes when, B1lly Muse shot _

the Indian, Phenno.

In addition, adding tangy flavor, there were shoot-outs on the
streets, fights and brawls and other excitements. The little jail was
always full, Everything considered, it was a lively place to live.

Despite its notorious reputation, Myton had goo-d, as well as

evil, Except for establishments at Indian Agency settlements, it had -

the ﬁrst-church'es, the first schools, the first théaters, the first base-
ball teams, the first bands and orchestras, the first of almost every-
thing on the Reservation. . |
Today, Myton is only a shade of its fonner self. Three fourths of

its business buildings have been tom down or burned away and, with
a few exceptions, the rest stand empty with glassless windows star-
ing blankly across the old Main Street. But, those that-are left are the
original. Though dilapidated, they'_remain unchanged from the hey-
day of the place, adding charm and atmosphere to its Western lore.

~ Myton, because of its colorful past, has become a living legend.
It was a frontier town, the last of its kind and properly belongs to the
Old West of song and story. As the Old West faded so did Myton,
Old-timers are right when they say, “She ain’t much now; but in her
day, she was The Queen of the Reservation.”
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THE DAY THE BRIDGE WENT DRrYy

This is the oid wooden bridge that went dry. The hoaters are riding on the |
lake that was left after the river changed its course.
—Used by permission, Uintah Regional Library, all ri ohis reserved,

Most of Uintah Basin, in eastern Utah, was restricted Indian
country until the days of “The Opening’ in 1905-1906, So the wild
days of its settling came late. But when those days finally arrived,
they brought with them all the color and unusual happenings that
follow in the wake of the settlement of a new frontier. One of the
trae tales old-timers tell deals with the day the bridge at Myton was
left high and dry in the springtime flood.

The snow came early in the fall of 1908. The mountain peaks
and the lowlands, too, were blanketed in white, sometime in
September. Storm followed storm constantly, piling drift on drift. All
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roads over the mountains to the outside were snow blocked and the
store men rationed their slim supply of staples.

Time after time, the freight outfits banded together for concerted
effort, broke through the snow to Price only to find on their retumn,
they must perform the Herculean task all over again. Never before
nor since, they say, has there been such a winter in the Big U coun-
try. |

Then, it was spring. The warm winds blew and their soft caress-
es melted the snow and ice almost overnight. _

Now, a new disaster threatened; the ice went out of the rivers
with booming bangs like cannon fire. Every quiet, whispering
stream turned into a raging torrent.'_ The angry water came, turgid
and roaring, moving everything in its path.

In those days, Myton was the western gateway to the Basin. The
famed, army built road, up Smith’s Draw, down Gate Canyon,
through Nine Mile and on to Price and the railroad was the main
highway carrying all the travel. The higher mountain passes of other
roads would be snowbound until July. |

Myton stood thriving on the banks of the Duchesne River,
because, spanning the river at this location was the only bridge along
the entire length if this turbulent stream. All traffic, regardless of
which route the wayfarer used, must pass this way. In those days, all

roads led to Myton, '
In the spring of 1909, the safety of the Myton bridge was shaky,
the Duchesne River was on the warpath again. Its deep-toned war

song sounded incessantly, day and night. Besides, the cataracts of

the stream filled the banks to brimming. An inch or two more rise
and the streets of the town would flood. Already the crests of the
waves were splashing over.

 E.M. Jones, the hardware man, had dynamite and an idea. If he
could blast a channel across the axis of a wide, curving bend the
river made as it flowed to the bridge and Myton, he could draw off
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part of the water and thus save the crossing and the t

| . own. Jon -
ceeded on his own and never told an or

yone what he was doing Ka-
boom! Ka-boom! Ka-boom! Three charges went. Then al] wasgqluie?

Suddenly, the roar of the water receded into the distance, Th
worl‘cmg to reinforce the banks were astounded. They saw th 'Ose
falll in its channel until it became little more than a trickle, It v:an:lfr
mlllraclt:lous hand of God, they thoﬁght, not grasping for ﬂ;e mo;eni
:a:ts aj:dfeally happened. They threw down' their shovels; the town

But holy mackerel! The river, given an inch by Jones, had taken
a mile. It had carved itself a new bed. In a matter of minilte-s it had
mo‘f'ed rocks, earth, brush, and trees out of its way. Now it ;lowed
:;;tli:il a::)i 1:;16 across the bend, leaving Myton off to one side—

The trouble was, the only bridge on the Duchesne River had
gone dry; there was no way to cross the raging water. The Duchesne
1s a swiftly flowing stream. In those days before dams, diversions
‘an‘d modern irrigation captured most of its water, attem;;ting to ford’
it in high, springtime flood was suicidal. Already, a mail carrier and
a venturesome cowboy had died in the wild torrent. So freighters
and other outfitters came and backed up on both sides of the river,
wa,it.ing. Almost the whole Uintah Basin was isolated from the res';
of civilization. How long would this go on, the people wondered
When the solid white on the highest peaks of the Uintah Mountainsl
grew spots, like the spots on a spotted dog, the water would go
down, the Indians said,

And so it was, the days went by until the chesty river subsided
and the fords could be used to keep the travel moving,

- Senator Reed Smoot, Governor William Spry, and the commis-
stoners of Wasatch and Uintah counties got their heads together and
came up with a new steel bridge for Myton. In addition, most of the
town moved to a new, higher location. In the future, all would be
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safe from rampaging water.

“Bridge Day” at Myton in 1910 was quite a celebration but that

is another tale and merits a story all by itself, perhaps somejay
someone will write it. For now it is enough to say, thg .olci vTroo en
bridge is gone; it is hard to find its location. The stef:l bndgcl lslgoni
too, only the abutments remain, a new, modern bridge rep acnll)g 1h
above. “0ld Town” and the new town of Mytgn are there, butmot
‘arc only ghosts of their former selves. Still, those IWEO were _f.e;e
and remember, know that, in its day, Myton was the _Qpegn of t lei
Wild Frontier.” Around it, many a yam is wo_ven‘.. AH of them s‘mac
of the Old Wild West. This tale of the day the bridge went Fh'y is one
of théSe. The name I give the event is the one the _old—tlme;rs use
, whéﬂ they tel! of the time, in the ‘Barly Days,’ _wlllen the bridge at
Myton was left high and dry, off to one side of the river. |
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THE COTTONTAIL

Each country to its own. Salt Lake Valley has its Seaguils, the
plains have the buffalo, and Cripple Creek, Colorado has jts jackass.

But out in Uintah Basin, in eastern Utah, there is the small
rodent, with the powerful puff tail, that deserves the accolade. His
name is the cottontail rabbit, f

In the ‘Early Days,” at “The Opening,” in 1905 and 1906, the
homesteaders streamed into the Ute Reservation to settle on the last
free land on earth. It was a howling wilderness and civilization was
far away. There were rivers and streams, of course, but for the most
part it was an arid, barren waste. Here the scttler must make his
home by living on his claim for five years to “prove up,’ or his title
to the land went blooey. '

They came, they saw, they conquered-—some of them—and the
rest starved out. But those who made it say it would have been
impossible without the cottontail rabbit.

You see, the automobile in those days was practically unknown.
There were no refrigerators. The butcher shops in the larger centers
had ice, but a trip to town once or twice a month was quite an
accomplishment, Fresh meat was seldom, if ever, come by during
the long, hot summer, But over the whole country ran the little cot-
tontail. He supplied fresh meat to the settlers, '

They say the 30-30 Winchester won the west. This may be true,

but in Uintah Basin the gun that did the business was the little 22

rifle of almost any make. With this the homesteader got his rabbits,
and ifhe didn’t get them, he got hungry.

As time drew on, the homesteaders’ money grew short. As one
old-timer said, “When Jim and T settled on our place, we had seven
cows, seven kids, and seven dollars, but we made it. Sometimes we
had rabbit for breakfast, rabbit for dinner, and rabbit for supper. And
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1 still think rabbit is mighty tasty when I can get some.”

From these stories comes the truth. Not only was fresh mcat,'

like beef, hard to come by, but even if there was plenty, the home-
steader couldn’t buy it. One of the ‘Early Dayers® said, “We spent
our money before the canal got built. We were too poor to go and
too poor to stay. But as long as we could get bullets, we could get
rabbits. And that’s the thing that kept us alive. I can’t count the times
I would have gone to bed hungry, if it hadn’t been for rabbits.” So it
goes, everywhere the Old Boys gather, the story is the same,

In this fast, modem age, the memory of the cottontail recedes
farther back, until now, the part he played is almost forgotten. This is
why 1 hasten to write these few words for the record. If it were me,
somewhere in a proper place on the reservation, I would erect a
monument to the cottontail. I respect the gull, the buffalo, and the
jackass, but the rabbit would have my prettiest blue ribbon. Because,
you see, I am an Old-timer. 1 was born, was reared, and have lived
all my life on the Reservation. The cottontail is not unknown to me.

ttioa b | i,
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THE LAST WAR TRAIL oF

THE WHITERIVERS

Myiton as it apeared around 1905 '
B ap but not in its ‘heyday.’
Used by permission, Uintah Regional Library, all righ}t; r;;erved

. As the c%ays of the Old West were drawing to a close, the fierce
o-va-tavi-ats {Sun Blanket People, officially known as

Whiterivers), one of the northemn bands of the Ute Indian Nation

made their final bid for glory. It was war against the intrusion of the

‘Americats’ (white-men) in '
to the last count
could cali their own, ' ¥ on cah fhe Utes
Loxllg-.before, in 1861, the Great White Father, Abraham Lincoln
I;ad set aside a reservation in the eastern part of the territory of Utah
ér- as long as water runs and grass grows, this big Uintah Country
was to be for the exclusive use of the Ute Indian People. Forty-four
yea?rs the Indians lived without too much interference from the
white-men. They were happy.

Then, around the turn of the century, the Awat Towatch (big
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men), along the banks of the Potomac, decided to open the Ute
Reservation for settlement by homesteaders. '

It was unbelievable to the Indians that the words of Father
Abraham should be written in the dust, to vanish away in some
vagrant springtime wind. So the rank and file of the Indian people
treated ‘The Opening’ as a rumor.

In 1905, came reality. Drawings were held for choice of land.
There was the first dribble of settlers into the region the Utes had
ruled for centuries. Fences and cabins sprang up on the wide expans-
es where the Red-man had roamed, unhindered since before the ear-
liest memories of living men. In sullen silence, the Utes watched.
Everyone knew the smoldering tinder could burst into ﬂame at the
first ill wind that blew.

Feno, a sub-chief, was a trouble-maker and hated the paleface
with a passion. At every opportunity, he harassed these men whom
he considered to be thieves and trespassers.

One day, at gun point, he forced the stage-driver to drive his
coach, with all his passengers, over the edge and down the steep side
of South Myton Bench. Only the driver’s skill saved injury or death
to the wayfarers. Jet Alger, the driver, made the whole, impossible
descent right side up and without accident.

Another time, after he had been refused whiskey by a saloon-
keeper on The Strip, Feno fired a fusillade through the window. It hit
Albert Davis in the hip, a nasty wound from which Davis never fully
recovered. Sooner or later, everyone surmised, Davis or Alger or
someone else would force Feno to a showdown and trouble would
ensue.

Myton at the time of ‘The Opening,” was the largest town on
the Reservation, In 1905, it was brand new; smelling of fresh pine
boards and tar-paper. The influx of settlers was yet to come, S0 the
town had only a fow permanent residents. Those who were there,

were building in anticipation of the rush when the general home-
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stead laws would come into effect the following year.

At Myton, formerly known as ‘The Bridge,” was an Indian
Trading Post operated by Hayden Calvert. In 1905, it was doing a
land-office business in general merchandise. One of Calvert’s
er'nployees was ‘The Virginian,” who hailed from somewhere around
Richmond. His real name was William (Billy) Muse,

| Feno had tried to frighten The Virginian .into buying liquor for
him, .But Muse didn’t scare worth a damn; he ;fhrew the chief out with
the admonition, “Don’t you evah come in heah, full of licka again or
I will use a buggy whip on you!”

Ag the Indian left, he threatened, “One day, I kill you, Billy
Muse.”

Two kids were playing in the yard of their house in Myton.
Feno, a little drunk, aimed his rifle and shot ¢lose to the voungsters
to frighten them. Billy Muse, hearing the screams, came up in time
to see the action. He shouted at Feno. Feno turned and pointed his
gun at Muse but he was too slow. The Virginian drew his gun and
killed him.

A few minutes after the gunplay, the little town didn’t have an
Indian in it; all had vanished away as if by magic.

That night, the war drums sounded in the big Indian village, on
the banks of the Duchesne River at Antelope, a few miles above
Myton. The smoldering tinder had burst into flame; the Whiterivers
were on the warpath. All night long, the drums beat, accompanied
by the wild, chilling war song, rising, ever rising, toward crescendo.
The big war fire bumed brightly. Around it, the warriors, stripped
and painted for war, danced themselves into a frenzy.

The whites, in Myton had been given an ultimatum. “Give us
Billy Muse,” the Indians said. “We will kill him and bury him side
!Jy side with ano in the same grave. You are in Indian Country. This
is the Indian law. If you refuse to do this, we shall kill you all and
burn your town to ashes.”
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“Go on your way. We won’t give you Billy Muse. We will try

him by our law and if he is guilty, we will punish him,” the towns-
men answered. o
Through the night, couriers rode to warn the scattered white set-
tlers. “Better ride for Mytoh or Ft. Duchesne,” they urg_ed,l “iest the
gathering war parties of the Utes finds you and lifts your hair.

Night time dust rose on the roads and trails leading toward -

Myton and Ft. Duchesne. The few s_éttiers were hurrying to add their
guns to the embattled settlements. , S |
) As day was dawning, many of the women and children from

" Myton, were on their way to Ft. Duchesne and safety. But the men

stayed on, resolved to fight and save th“'eir property. o

At sunrise, the watchers on the big hill below. town, could see
tﬁe rising dust cloud as the warriors, in a body, rode frolm Antelope:
toward Myton. The Indians were determined now to drive all pale-
faées far BEyond the boundary of Ute Territory. They were also
determined to capture The Virginian, o :

The postmaster telegraphed to the commander at‘Ft. Duchesne,
telling him an Indian attack on Myton was m the offering. He got the.
short reply, “Hold your fire. We are coming.” |

But the Indians got to the town before the soldiers. They rode up
and down main street on the g'a;llqp,l brandishing the_i_r. guns and
shooting into the buildings. Their high pitched ki-yi (war cry)
echoed and re-echoed in the streets. 7

The white men stood armed behind the doors and windows of

their barricaded buildings. “Hold your fire. Don’t shoot unless the

Indians try to get in or try to set fire to your belongings. Then shoot

" to kill,” were the structions.

And so they waited, knowing full well the braves were wc.nrking
themselves up to a point of desperate courage, before they tried to
force entry into the b'uildings whgre many would die. .-

Colorow, Wero, Redcap, Arapoo and others were there, all veter-
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ans of the fight at Mecker and Mill Creek in Colorado,
Thomburg and many others had been slain. These lg
afraid. Soon, they would lead their men on the final assault

In the nick of time, the soldiers came. This was the famed olg
Seventh U.S. Cavalry, some of them veterans and survivors of the
campaign against the Sioux when‘,(}enerdl Custer and his men were
killed on the Greasy Grass in Wyoming. They were not aftraid, for
they were old at Indian fighting. /

As the troops approached the town, they could hear the staccato
bark of many rifles and the war whoops of the attackers. The order
was given; the bugle sounded the charge. Away they galloped in col-
umn of twos, the pennon with the big, red seven, leading the way.
Across the wooden bridge they rode, sounding like a long, low peal
of thunder as their horses hooves pounded on the planking,

The Indians heard the bugle and the thunder of the cavalry hors-
©§ and retreated out of town and up the river. They retreated, not
because they were afraid—after all they had fought the Long Knives
before—but Redcap was a good field general. Anticipating the
arrival of the troopers, he wished to draw them into a pursuit and
smack into a prepared ambush.

The commander of the Seventh was no fool. He entered the
town of Myton and halted. There was no pitched battle.

- Hard on the heels of the troopers came the Indian Agent from
Ouray, bringing Henry Harris with him.

Henry Harris was an educated Pawguan-nuance (Lake Shore
People, officially known as Uintahs). Harris, courageously rode
alone to meet the chiefs of the warring band. All day long, he sat
explaining, talking, and promising. And as the sun went down, his

diplomatic skill had made peace between the Americans and the
Whiterivers.

where Major
aders were not

The Virginian was escorted out of the country. At his hearing
later in Salt Lake City, the findings were, “Not Guilty.” The






