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				Preface

				

				This is the fifth volume of the books of the Boone and Crockett Club, the last one having been published in 1904.

				The Club is fortunate in having for the volume the chapters which treat of the hunting adventures of Colonel Wm. D. Pickett, from 1876 to 1883. For many years Colonel Pickett was one of the vice-presidents of the Club, representing Wyoming, and has had an experience in hunting the grizzly bear greater probably than that of any man who ever lived. A keen sportsman, a lover of outdoor life, and a Southern gentleman, Colonel Pickett represents the ideals of the Boone and Crockett Club. He hunted in the Rocky Mountains at a time when people there were few and game was abundant. The day of the trapper had passed, and that of the skin hunter was just beginning.

				As indicated by its title, this volume deals chiefly with hunting in the high mountains. Yet this hunting does not all, lie close to timber line. Mr. Harrison’s narrative dealing with the great game of Rhodesia, and that of General Roger D. Williams, about the introduced deer in Cuba, bring up forms of sport to most of us unknown.

				It has been thought well to reprint here the “Brief History of the Boone and Crockett Club,” prepared some time ago, and issued separately.

				Madison Grant’s article on the wild life of Alaska, written some years ago, has been brought down to date.

				The Club has consistently striven—and with some success—to secure the establishment of game refuges in the different forest reserves. There is great promise in the State of Arizona, where, through the efforts of Charles Sheldon and E. W. Nelson, much popular interest in this subject has been awakened.

				A matter in which the Club may feel a just pride is the share it had in assisting in the passage of the bill to place migratory birds under the charge of the Federal Government—a measure which originated with one of its own members, Hon. George Shiras, 3d, and which became law in March, 1913.

				

				

				GEORGE BIRD GRINNELL. 

				New York, July, 1913

			

		

	
		
			
				Col. Wm. D. Pickett

				

				Colonel Wm. D. Pickett was born in northern Alabama, October 2, 1827. His parents, George B. and Courtney (Heron) Pickett, were natives of Virginia, and he was the youngest child. When Wm. Pickett was ten years old, the family moved to Kentucky, where he was reared and educated. 

				While engaged as chainman in a party of land surveyors on the northwestern frontier of Texas, near the site of the present city of McKinney, in January, 1847, the call was sounded for volunteers for the Mexican War, and he at once enlisted in Captain Fitzhugh’s Company of Bell’s Regiment of Texas Mounted Volunteers for twelve months, from February 2, 1847. Their services not being needed for Mexico, this company was assigned to the protection against the incursions of the Comanche and other hostile tribes, then very active, of about one hundred miles of the northwestern frontier of Texas. This frontier began at Preston on Red River and ended at a point on the south fork of the Trinity—near the present site of Fort Worth.

				After young Picketts discharge from the service he returned to Lexington, Ky., and entered the profession of civil engineering. Serving under such distinguished engineers as Sylvester Weick and Julius W. Adams, he assisted in the survey and construction of the several systems of railroads of central Kentucky until the spring of 1855, when he was transferred to the Memphis & Ohio R.R., of Tennessee, as principal assistant engineer to Julius W. Adams, Chief Engineer. After about one year’s service in the survey and location of the upper end of that road, Mr. Adams resigned, and W. D. Pickett succeeded him as Chief Engineer, and as such he finished its construction to Paris, Tennessee, in the fall of 1859.

				He remained in the service of the Company until the latter part of 1860, and until the clouds of impending war cast their shadows over the land.

				In the conflict which followed, he cast his fortunes with his home State, Tennessee, and except for about six months’ service in the State Army, he served continuously in the Confederate Army from about April 1, 1861, to April 26, 1865, when he was paroled with the army of General Joseph E. Johnston, as Colonel, and Assistant Inspector-General of W.I. Hardee’s Corps.

				During 1861 he was engaged as an engineer in the location and construction of water batteries between Memphis and Columbus, Kentucky. On January 4, 1862, he was transferred to the staff of Major General Hardee, with whom he served until the end came. About this time, certain Confederate detached forces were formed, as the Confederate “Army of Tennessee,” consisting of two to three corps of two to four divisions each, according to circumstances. General W.I. Hardee commanded one of these corps, which won distinguished prominence in all the battles that followed: Shiloh, Perryville, Murfreesboro, Missionary Ridge—all the battles of the famous “Dalton to Atlanta” campaign, including the battles of “July 20th” and “July 22d” around Atlanta, and the two days’ fight at Jonesboro, Ga., ending in the evacuation of Atlanta on September 2, 1863.

				In all the battle reports in which this corps were engaged, W.D. Pickett has honorable mention from his chief.

				In 1867 he was compelled to return to his profession as civil engineer, and was engaged, by the owners of the franchise of the Memphis & Ohio R.R., in its reconstruction and rehabilitation after the ravages of war, until the latter part of 1873, when he resigned to take a needed rest.

				After some years of recreation the voice from the Western wilds so persistently called that about July 21, 1876, he found himself on a steamer, at Bismarck, Dakota, bound for the headwaters of the great Missouri. He spent some years traveling and hunting in a country then almost unknown, and it is the adventures of those years, beginning with 1876 and closing with 1883, that are described in the following chapters. In 1883 Colonel Pickett, as will be shown in his story, took up land on the Grey Bull River, and for a long time held a ranch there devoted to raising of thoroughbred Hereford cattle.

				Colonel Pickett twice represented Fremont County, Wyo., in the State Legislature, and was State Senator from Big Horn County, in the organization of which he was prominent. He has always been a devoted Democrat in politics. Since the year 1853 he has been a member of the American Society of Civil Engineers, a member of the American Association of Political and Social Science and of the American Association for the Advancement of Science. He has lived a long, honorable and useful life.

			

		

	
		
			
				Memories of a Bear Hunter - 1876

				

				On Friday, July 14, 1876, I left Minneapolis, for Bismarck, Dakota, and the country of the Upper Missouri, and the next evening reached Fargo, the crossing of the Red River of the North. Here I met the Episcopal Bishop of Saskatchewan, on the way to his bishopric in the Northwest Territories. His residence, 600 miles west of Fort Garry, or Winnipeg, covered a very large district. The winter before he had traveled two thousand miles by dog-train, his team consisting of three or four dogs, which covered about forty miles a day. He camped where night found him, sleeping on the snow. His food three times a day was pemmican, tea and frying-pan bread.

				On Tuesday morning I left for Bismarck, about two hundred miles distant, reaching there that night. The plain over which we passed was generally level, and the country looked bald, gloomy and grand, without a tree, except on the streams. In this loneliness and monotony it reminded me of the grand prairie west of the Cross Timbers of northwestern Texas. During the day no settlements nor habitations were seen, except an occasional section house for the railroad hands.

				Bismarck, however, was full of people, brought there by the gold excitement in the Blackhills. At that time there were about five hundred people in the village, which was on the bluff, about a mile and a half from the Missouri and four miles from Fort Abraham Lincoln1 on the opposite side.

				1The numbers which follow in the text, refer to the Chapter of Notes by the Editor.

				It was less than a month before this that the Seventh Cavalry, U.S.A., under command of Lieut. Col. Geo. A. Custer, had been badly defeated on the Little Big Horn River, Montana, seven of its companies surrounded by Sioux and Cheyennes, and most of the men killed.2 A division of the regiment under Major Reno took refuge on a hill-top, was joined by Captain Benteen and by the pack-train with ammunition under Captain MacDougal. A little later General Terry came up with a large force of men, the Indians retired, and separating into smaller bands, disappeared. It was supposed they were arranging to cross the line into Canada. This report caused steamboat travel on the river to be regarded as somewhat hazardous. However, on the evening of July 21, I boarded the steamer Western for the Upper Missouri River, sleeping on board, for, as the steamboats did not commonly run at night, the Western was not to start until early next morning.3 The mosquitoes here were very numerous, voracious and troublesome. However, during the latter part of the night, the weather turned cool, and this, with the motion of the boat, which started at seven, gave some relief.

				The immediate bottom of the Missouri here does not differ greatly from that of the Lower Missouri, or the Mississippi below Cairo. Just back of the timbered bluffs, however, the ground rises in high hills, often abrupt and precipitous. Late in the afternoon we saw two antelope, and at midnight came to the site of Old Fort Clark, and there tied up for the night. At 2 o’clock the next day we reached Fort Stevenson,4 a two-company military post in the bottom between the highlands and the river. In the evening we reached Fort Berthold,5 said to have been established by a Frenchman of that name, where lived the Arikara6 Indians, who at this time were occupying lodges made of canvas. Near the fort was their burial ground, where the bodies were placed on scaffolds supported by poles, and from every grave fluttered something which looked like flags, but which really were offerings of calico. These Indians are said to be most friendly to the whites, having long been at peace with them.

				During the night of July 24 the steamboat lay all night at a woodyard above Berthold. An early start was made next morning, and about 9 o’clock a war party of twenty Indians appeared on the south bank of the river. When they appeared on the hills in the distance, most of us thought they were buffalo, but my field glasses soon corrected this impression. A few of them appeared on the cliffs above the boat and shouted salutations to us, waving a flag, but the most of them kept back out of sight. As they moved toward the river, and when they appeared riding along the bluff, 300 feet above the steamboat, it was supposed they intended to fire into the boat, and there was a scampering of the passengers from the decks. They were elaborately painted and were evidently a war party.

				A rumor was current at Berthold that General Terry had had a battle with the Sioux on the Yellowstone River, and had beaten them.

				During the morning we passed the mouth of the Little Missouri River. Since leaving Bismarck, the weather had been pleasant. There had been some cloudy weather, but no rain. The hills among which we were constantly traveling were often completely bare of vegetation. At a woodyard where we stopped, we found half a dozen Gros Ventres Indians,7 who reported a camp of Standing Rock Sioux Indians on a hunt only a few miles away. Many of these Indians were armed with Springfield needle guns and Spencer rifles. From time to time they received runners from Sitting Bull, and the report was that Terry was moving against the Sioux and pressing them.

				Here for the first time I saw one of the Indian bullboats.8 It was nothing more than a buffalo hide stretched by willow twigs about an inch in diameter into the shape of a large, but quite deep, bowl. At the top it was about four feet across.

				Early on the morning of July 25, a few buffalo were reported in the hills. They were seen by a number of people, for here the mosquitoes were as bad as at Bismarck, and all the passengers sat up and fought mosquitoes all night. During the morning we passed a band of eighteen lodges of Sioux Indians, who were crossing to the north side of the river. They declared that they were very hungry and seemed anxious to stop the boat. Some of the passengers thought them hostile, but they made no offensive demonstration. The men seemed large and athletic, and were clad in blankets and breech clouts:

				The woodyard9 passed today was on the defensive, for here an Indian had recently been killed by one of the choppers. A party of Indians were seen in the act of creeping up to another woodchopper, and just as one of them was about to shoot at him, one of his fellows shot the Indian. The others scampered off, and since then have more than once attempted to kill the keeper of the woodyard.

				About 6 o’clock we reached Fort Buford,10 where we discharged much freight and livestock for the Yellowstone Expedition under Gen. Terry. Buford was an eight company post, pleasantly situated on the north bank of the river in an extensive plain, with a range of hills a mile to the rear. The garrison consisted of about a hundred men.

				For a hundred miles above Buford the country bordering the river is not so broken, and sometimes broad valleys with a few cottonwood trees and covered with fine grass, come down toward the river. In some places it almost resembles a Kentucky bluegrass woodland.

				We reached Wolf Point at 7 o’clock that night, and found here a large band of Sioux Indians. These were of the northernmost group of the Sioux, known as the Assiniboine.11 They had just returned from a buffalo hunt sixty miles to the southwest, where they killed 370 buffalo. Deer and elk were reported plenty.

				My roommate was Major Mitchell,12 of Quincy, Ill. He was the Indian agent for all the Crow, Blackfoot, Gros Ventres and Sioux Indians living between the Missouri River and the British line, and from Fort Union west to the Marias River. He was a pleasant fellow and seemed to like me, and when he invited me to stop with him at Fort Peck and make a hunt for buffalo I determined to accept. It was to this agency that Sitting Bull and a part of the Sioux belonged, who were now fighting the troops on the Little Big Horn River.

				When we reached Fort Peck in the evening, I found a stockade of two or three acres in extent. It was made of cottonwood trees twelve feet long and ten inches in diameter, set on end, which would make a very good defense against rifles, but immediately in the rear of the fort was a range of hills two hundred feet high, and this commanded the post. Within the stockade stood comfortable log huts, with sod roofs, yet there were only ten or twelve men to man the fort, and any reasonably large force could capture it in a short time.

				For a day or two now it had been very hot, a dry parching wind blowing from the south. I had been troubled by illness since leaving Fargo and this grew worse daily, so that I was feeling quite badly and was in no condition to move about much.

				The garrison of the little fort was much alarmed about hostile Indians reported in the neighborhood, and indeed the smoke of a camp was visible in the southwest, a few miles distant. The day before a Hunkpapa Sioux reported from the hostile camp on Tongue River, riding a gray horse branded “C Company, 7th Cavalry.” He told Major Mitchell that he had reached the hostile camp after the fight was over, and that he had traded for the horse, but to others he said that he was in the fight, and this no doubt was true. On being offered some flour he refused to take it unless sugar also was given him. He asked for clothing, and this also was given him, for Major Mitchell wished to conciliate the Indians, as perhaps there might be hostiles in the neighborhood.

				Early in August I was still quite ill. A general feeling of uneasiness pervaded the fort and there were occasional reports that hostile bands were approaching to attack it. On the second of the month, twelve more Hunkpapa arrived from the hostile camp, and two of them were riding horses branded “E Company, 7th Cavalry.” One had a Colt’s revolver and a part of a surgeon’s case of instruments. They had three more cavalry horses in their bunch. Later the same day another band appeared on the other side of the river, but suddenly decamped, because they believed that the whites were about to fire on them.

				All these Indians talked as if they did not wish for war, and Medicine Cloud professed to have been sent by Sitting Bull to ask for peace. They said that they would not fight the soldiers unless attacked, but if attacked, would defend themselves. All wished to buy ammunition.

				The Indians who were coming in reported other Indians on the way from Sitting Bull, and no one knew what this scattering meant. Some believed the Indians were trying to purchase ammunition to take back to the hostile camp on Tongue River, while others thought that Sitting Bull’s force was deserting him on account of the number of troops being concentrated against him.

				Believing that there was reason for alarm, I advised that a new block house, already begun in front of the stockade, be finished at once and stocked with ammunition and provisions, and that if seriously threatened we should all retire into the block house and burn everything in the stockade. Major Mitchell declared that he would do this at once.

				During all this time there was a camp of four or five hundred Indians only a short distance from the agency. It was occupied by old men, women and children, the families of the actively hostile young men who were with Sitting Bull fighting the soldiers, while these non-combatants were being fed and cared for by the Government. The warriors recently returned from the hostile camp, thirty to fifty in number, and bringing with them the spoils of the fight in the shape of cavalry horses, arms and other plunder, were going directly to this camp.

				One day word was brought to the agency that a war dance would be held at the camp that night. The affair was genuine, the participants having just returned from the slaughter of a part of Custer’s regiment. During the previous winter I had attended a war dance by a band of Chippewa Indians, at Vermillion Bay, Minnesota, and I was curious to see the difference between this dance as performed by tame Indians and by these thoroughly savage people of the plains. Believing that “one might as well be killed for a sheep as a lamb,” I set out with one or two employees of the post, and was on hand soon after the performance began.

				The tipi used in the dance was the usual living tent. The spectators were women and children, and were gathered in groups close around the sides, leaving the center open for the dance. The dancers appeared clad only in their breech clouts. Their bodies and faces were horribly painted, mostly in black.13 The three musicians squatted at the side of the tent, each holding in the left hand a drum with only one head, on which each beat with a stick. As we approached the tipi, we plainly heard the shouts and whoops of the dancers, and when we entered found ten or twelve warriors dancing in the middle of the tipi. As they moved about, each jumped up twice on one foot, landing on the heel, and then repeated the jump with the other foot, keeping time as they danced to the music of the drummers. These, as they beat the drums, chanted a mournful song, which in some cases was taken up by the warriors. Frequently these last appeared to be in a high state of excitement and uttered blood-curdling yells and whoops. The women and children lying about close under the lodge coverings did not seem particularly interested in what was going on, nor did they enter into the excitement. After remaining about one hour we withdrew.

				The principal object of my stay at Fort Peck was to take advantage of the opportunity to make a hunt with the French half-breeds,14 who, as Major Mitchell was informed, would soon reach Fort Peck to deliver a quantity of pemmican, which they had contracted to supply to the agency. These people were the descendants of the Indians and the original French population of western Canada. They were civilized, Christianized and Catholics, and certain bands of them came across the border each season and followed the herds of buffalo which roamed over the plains between the Missouri River and the Canada line. In winter these vast herds tended to drift southward before the northerly winter winds, as far as the valley of the Yellowstone. The French half-breeds earned their living by following these buffalo, killing them as they needed them, saving and dressing the skins, and making pemmican.15

				Pemmican consists of meat that has been thoroughly dried, beaten and ground between stones until it is very flimsy and loose. It is then packed into a mold of green buffalo hide from which the hair has been removed. The interstices are then thoroughly filled by pouring in hot melted tallow. The dried meat must not be packed so tight as to prevent the melted tallow from thoroughly mixing with the lean dried meat. The package is then sewed up, and when thoroughly cold is easily handled. It weighs about a hundred pounds to the package. Sometimes choke cherries or buffalo berries are mixed with the tallow. Pemmican is very palatable and nourishing, and is largely used in winter travel in the British Northwest.

				These French half-breeds were well armed, good hunters, and made their living from the buffalo. The robes they sold at three or four dollars each. Pemmican they sold to the Indian agencies, always reserving enough for their own winter use. Their means of transportation was unique, and suited to the open prairies over which they roam. It consisted of two-wheeled carts with wooden axles and without any iron or steel in their construction. The entire vehicle was bound together with buffalo rawhide. These carts were usually drawn by one or two hardy Indian ponies. If two, they were driven tandem. If a cart broke down it was easily repaired by means of the strings and lines and rawhide which all possessed. The axles were ungreased, and when the half-breeds were moving, the cries of the wheels could be heard a mile off. Their wives and children traveled with them, and they lived in lodges like the Indians.

				These half-breeds were seldom molested by any of the prairie tribes, and were on good terms with all of them, though occasionally young men on the warpath approached the camps and tried to run off horses. In case of danger, the half-breeds brought their carts together in a circle, placed the ponies within it, tipped up the bodies of their carts, and behind this fortification were absolutely safe from the charge of any enemy that might attack them.

				Soon after my arrival at Fort Peck the band of half-breeds came in, their carts groaning under their loads of pemmican. The leader was a wide awake, fairly educated and intelligent man. I could have gone out with them, except for my illness, which would have made the trip suicide.

				I shall never forget the kindness that I received from the officers of the agency during this illness. The surgeon, Dr. Southworth,16 was especially kind, and I saw a great deal of him. He was much interested in collecting freaks of nature, and among his trophies were pieces of three separate white buffalo robes. These he valued very highly. Dr. Southworth told me of a white beaver skin owned by a person in Fort Benton, Montana, whither I was going, and said that he believed it the only white beaver ever heard of this side (north) of the Union Pacific Railroad. I determined that I would try to obtain it for the Doctor, and when in Fort Benton the following November, I hunted it up. I found it in possession of a Mr. Evans, who told me that it was trapped on what was afterward called White Beaver17 Creek, a tributary of the Yellowstone River, below the mouth of the Big Horn. Believing this to be the only white beaver ever trapped in the Northwestern Territories, I gave $25 for the skin and sent it to Dr. Southworth, who was much gratified to receive it.

				On the prairie back of Fort Peck was a great burial ground of Indians that had died at the agency. It could be seen for a long way down the river, and used to attract much curiosity. The graves were not dug in the ground, but each body wrapped in its robe or blanket, was placed upon a platform about twelve feet high.

				The scaffold18 rested on four poles, to which it was bound by thongs of rawhide. While the people were journeying here and there over the prairie the bodies of the dead were deposited in trees, where they were firmly tied, and at a date later than this I observed that all the trees on the river near Cow Island held one or more dead bodies. After having been thus put in the trees and on scaffolds, no further attention was paid to the dead.

				It was not difficult to surmise the origin of this custom; if buried, bodies were quite sure to be dug up by wolves and other predatory animals. Besides this, the Indians, until the advent of the white man, possessed no tools of steel or iron. Pick and shovel, the only tools with which a grave might be dug, were unknown among these nomadic tribes at that time.

				My stay at Fort Peck lasted for about a month—from July 29 to August 27, on which day I left by the steamer Key West to go further up the river. This was the first vessel that had passed up stream since I reached here. During the whole time of my stay I had been ill and had been treated with the utmost kindness by Major Mitchell and Dr. Southworth, whose conduct emphasized again the lesson learned long ago, that this world is full of good, kind, high-minded people, no matter what their condition and surroundings in life.

				Cow Island Crossing, where we landed four days after leaving Fort Peck, was the only route by which “bull teams” could reach the river. The post was located near the mouth of Cow Island Creek, which comes in from the north, and was the head of low water navigation. By the large freight outfits which came down to the river at this point, was distributed a vast amount of freight over all Montana. The route, after leaving the valley of the river, skirts the foot of the Bear Paw Mountains on the south and goes on to Fort Benton, about a hundred and fifty miles from Cow Island. For protection to the freight discharged here, a company of the Seventh U. S. Infantry was stationed at this point. The freight was under charge of Col. Geo. Clendenin,19 an old-timer in the country and a very intelligent, reliable and good business man. He was from Washington, D.C.

				Among the large and well organized freighting outfits of that day, I recall one, the Diamond-R, and another owned by Murphy, Neill & Co. Each outfit consisted of seven teams, and each team of seven yoke of oxen, each team of oxen pulling three wagons linked together. At this time the leading wagon was commonly loaded with about 3,500 pounds of freight, while the intermediate and trail wagons carried smaller loads. To each outfit there was a foreman, a driver for each team and a night herder; all were well armed with repeating rifles. Usually they made camp early in the day and then turned loose their bulls to graze under the control of a night herder until the next morning. The average day’s journey was from ten to fifteen miles. These freight outfits could follow almost any route over the plains country. If they met with steep ravines or boggy places they had the labor and tools to repair the road. In case of a steep, hard pull, the trail wagons were dropped, and each wagon pulled up separately and then assembled at the top of the hill. If danger from hostile Indians threatened, the wagons were brought together to form a fortification, and the nine or ten expert shots within the circle of the wagons usually gave a good account of themselves. It was through men able so to adapt themselves to surrounding conditions that the magnificent Empire of the Northwest was wrested from the control of the savage. At that date Bismarck was the nearest railroad point on the east, while on the south it was Ogden or perhaps Corinne. The great waterway of the Missouri River furnished Montana and a great portion of the British Northwest with most of the necessaries of life, as clothing, sugar, coffee and canned provisions. The only articles of export were gold from the placer mines in the mountains—which usually went out by Ogden—and the skins of various furred animals, such as beaver, fox and wolf, together with the hides of the antelope, deer, elk and buffalo.

				At Cow Island I spent a very enjoyable month from August 31 to September 28. Blacktailed—mule—deer were fairly abundant, but there were no elk or bear. I made frequent excursions into the adjacent hills and killed some deer, which were always acceptable at the post. As the weather was dry and the temperature agreeable the time passed very quickly.

				During the autumn the gold excitement in the Black Hills brought down from up the river a number of miners on the way to the Hills. From one of these I purchased a black, bald-faced horse, Charlie, with saddle and bridle, while from another I secured a pack mule with a complete outfit for packing. I was now independent, and could go anywhere.

				During my stay at Cow Island, two boats came up the river, the Durfee and the Benton. On one of these was Lieut. Schofield, of the Second Cavalry, with a number of recruits.

				It was unsafe to make the trip to Benton alone, and for some time I had been awaiting some company, and this was my chance. Lieut. Schofield needed a pack animal, which I had, and which carried a part of our things. A good man was employed as packer and cook, and on the 28th of September we pulled out from Cow Island. On the second evening we camped at the foot of the Bear Paw Mountains. I had gone ahead and killed a buffalo, which furnished food for the fifty souls of the outfit until Fort Benton was reached on the 3d of October.

				Fort  Benton was then a place of about eight hundred people, and contained three trading stores— I.G. Baker & Co., T.C. Power & Co., and Murphy, Neill & Co. Here I met W.G. Conrad, manager of I.G. Baker & Co., and his brother Charles, who were from Virginia, and had served as Confederate soldiers during the Civil War. I met also Colonel Donelly, who had served in the Federal Army, and who later was conspicuous in the Fenian troubles on the Canadian border. For ten days I hunted with Colonel Donelly in the foothills of the Highwood Mountains, and later made an arrangement with two sons of Mr. Hackshaw, living on Highwood Creek, to make a hunt lasting for a month. Their object was to get a supply of winter’s meat for Mr. Hackshaw, while I was anxious for sport.

				We left the Hackshaw ranch October 20 for the Judith Basin, about fifty miles to the south, where buffalo were reported abundant. My hunting companions were Cornelius, twenty-one years of age, and John, sixteen, both wide awake boys and good shots. I took with me my riding horse and pack mule, and my rifle was a long-range Sharp, carrying a 90-450 or a 90-520 shell. Our route lay by the ranch of Oscar Olinger on Belt Creek, and we consulted with him and his partner, Buck Barker, as to the best hunting grounds. They had just returned from a buffalo hunt in the Judith Basin, and told us that a party of Nez Perces Indians of ninety warriors had just passed through the Judith Gap after buffalo. They advised us to go up on the west slope of the Highwood Mountains for elk and buffalo. We took their advice, and on the 29th day of October moved up one of the branches of Belt Creek, a day’s journey, and made permanent camp.

				It was on a beautiful mountain stream full of trout, and we caught enough for one or two meals that evening. The next day, riding up to the base of the mountains, about a mile distant, we saw during the day twenty-five deer. I killed a blacktail buck, and Cornelius a whitetail buck. About one o’clock, just as I had killed my deer, a fierce snowstorm set in. When I reached camp with the deer I found everything comfortable. The storm ceased before dark, and during the night the sky cleared.

				The next day it again began to snow and stormed hard all day from the northwest, but on the first of November the storm ceased, leaving fifteen inches of snow on the ground. The following day it was cold, only a little above zero, but I hunted and killed nothing. The snow was now getting so deep that the horses could not dig through it and secure food enough to keep them in good condition, so we determined that they should be sent back to the ranch, to be brought out here again as soon as the snow melted enough to enable us to get the wagon out. Accordingly, on the 5th of November, John started for the ranch, packing two deer on one horse and riding the other. He believed that twelve or fifteen miles would take him home, but I feared that he might have trouble with snowdrifts. Cornelius and I remained in camp with little to do, for the snow was two feet deep, and it was difficult to move about in it. However, we had plenty of provisions, abundant venison and a brook full of trout, almost in front of the tent door.

				On the 6th of November Cornelius and I determined to make a hunt. We did so, and killed two deer; but returned at night almost broken down with fatigue, for the labor of walking through two feet of snow was extraordinary. The next few days we spent in camp, loading cartridges, fishing and performing various camp tasks. The weather was mild and the snow thawed so rapidly that we determined to hunt the following day. It was still warm, and I set out and followed three whitetails up into the vines where I killed a large buck at three hundred yards distance. On my way home I killed a large doe at a hundred and fifty yards. I saw two elk tracks. Cornelius, who had returned before me, had killed an old doe and had crossed the trail of a large band of elk—forty or fifty, he thought—that had passed through our hunting grounds the day before. One of the deer that he had killed before had been eaten by some large animal.

				November 10 was mild again, and the snow too noisy for hunting. I found deer very scarce, and believed that they must have left. I saw but one and got that at long range. On my return to camp I found John had come back with the horses. On his way home on the 4th he was lost in a snowstorm and lay out all night.

				Now that we had the horses, we packed into camp the game that we had killed, and Cornelius killed another large buck. On the following day the work of bringing in the game continued. I went hunting in the morning, but saw only four deer, and reached camp on my return just before one of the fiercest snowstorms I ever experienced. The wind blew fiercely, and the snow fell fast, while the thermometer went down to 5 degrees below zero at 7 P.M. The next day it was still colder, 16 degrees below, but windless. We packed up and moved camp to Willow Creek, where there was very little wood. At 6 o’clock the thermometer was 5 degrees below zero. We slept on the snow without putting up a tent, and went to bed early to save firewood. The next day it was warmer, 20 degrees above zero at sunrise, and there was every sign of a hard storm. We determined to go to Highwood Creek without delay and reached Mr. Hackshaw’s ranch by dark. A few miles from the base of the mountains the snow was almost all gone, except what had fallen a few days since. It was reported from Benton that Tilden had been elected President, which greatly rejoiced me.

				After a few days at the ranch, I asked Mr. Hackshaw to take me to Fort Benton, and we set out on the 8th of November. In the town I found the result of the recent election still in doubt, and the Democrats very much wrought up over the belief that the opposition was determined to hold the control of the Government at any cost. So strong was the feeling that Colonel Donelly wrote to a prominent Civil War comrade, now residing in Illinois, that Montana was prepared to furnish a regiment of men to assist in seating Tilden.
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				Fort Benton In 1881

				

				At that time Fort Benton was remarkable as being the most orderly place in the Territory, perhaps in any State or Territory. There were twenty saloons in the place, yet I never knew a town more free from disorders of any kind. In past years, when two or three “bull outfits” happened to meet there, the men connected with them, having been out on the plains for several months, would often set out to have a good time, and would be very boisterous in the work of “painting the town red.” This had been carried to a point where it became an unbearable nuisance, and at a recent election the best people, saloon-keepers and all, had wished to elect a set of county officers who should reform things. They had chosen a sheriff,20 John J. Healy, a man noted for high character and fearlessness, a county police judge, who was a discharged U. S. soldier of proper characteristics, and other officers of like stamp, and a strong public sentiment sustained all these. At the least disorder the offender was brought before the police judge, who promptly fined him fifty dollars or imposed a jail sentence, or both. This course was firmly carried out until the little jail was full to overflowing, and by that time the disorderly class recognized that the public were determined to have good order, and accepted the situation.

				After two weeks pleasantly spent at Fort Benton, I started on December 3 by wagon for the ranch of Oscar Olinger on Belt Creek, about thirty miles to the south of Fort Benton. Here I remained until February 7, 1877. Deer were abundant in the foothills of the Highwood Mountains and Belt Creek valley. The weather was bracing and splendid. For most of the time it was a comfort and pleasure to be all day out of doors, especially when one had an object in view—the finding of meat for eight healthy souls and two dogs. With this feeling and with my love for hunting, it may be understood that these sixty six days were greatly enjoyed. During thirty seven days of this time the temperature in the middle of the day was so mild that the snow melted, and sometimes this melting continued through the night. On only two days was there rain. The temperature was above zero for forty-five days, and at least fifty days were sunshiny. The minimum temperatures for January were 16 degrees below zero on the 23d, and 26 degrees below zero on the 24th. In February the minimum temperature was 15 degrees below zero on the 18th.

				The waters of Belt Creek were open over the rapids most of the winter, and on the 5th of February, Donelly and I went fishing near the ranch, and after fishing two hours on this warm day he had caught twenty-four mountain trout and I had caught twenty three; my twenty three weighing, after being dressed, sixteen pounds. I sent these to Fort Benton with my friend Donelly. I did most of the hunting for the ranch, though Olinger occasionally went with me to help pack in the game.

				During my stay here I exchanged my horse Charlie for Olinger’s mare Kate, a little animal only fourteen hands high, well-formed and enduring, and trained through Olinger’s long use of her in hunting as a most perfect hunting animal. I valued her very highly and owned and cared for her during the remainder of her life. At this date she was six years of age, and she died at my ranch on the Grey Bull River in 1893, which made her twenty-one years of age at death. Olinger had a well-trained dog, Major, thoroughly broken to follow at heel, and if a deer was wounded he always caught and held it.

				At this time and earlier, the plains bordering the Missouri and Yellowstone rivers, the Marias River, the Judith Basin and Musselshell country and the Yellowstone Valley on the south were roamed over by antelope and buffalo in countless numbers. In the foothills of the mountains which rose from the plains were large bands of elk and white and blacktail deer in great abundance. Many of the early settlers of that day, as a means of livelihood, devoted their time to obtaining the hides of all these animals and poisoning the carcasses with strychnine to secure the hides of the large gray wolf, the coyote and other carnivorous animals.21 These hides, after being dried, were salable at the various trading stores. One man, Barker, had a record of killing thirty-two antelope in one day. As the antelope left the. Missouri River, after watering, they went up a narrow coulee in the Bad Lands, from which there was no outlet. Barker followed them, and by his repeating rifle, as they attempted to pass him, he killed thirty-two.

				At this time Olinger had a few cattle and had settled down on his ranch to attend to them, while Barker was prospecting for precious metals at the head of Belt Creek. In the end, as the discoverer of the Barker Mine, which I was glad to learn he sold for from $15,000 to $20,000, he was successful. Col. Geo. Clendenin, already spoken of, became in after years manager of these mines, and eventually lost his life there.

				Although I was kept fairly busy in securing meat and packing in the deer, occasionally assisted by Olinger, I visited Fort Benton during the Christmas week, leaving the ranch on the 24th of December. When we reached the river opposite the town, we found to our dismay that the ice was running so thick that it was impossible to operate the ferry boat, and we could not get across. We were without blankets, food or firewood; the temperature stood at 12 degrees below zero. There was no house behind us for twenty miles, and before us ran the turbid river, surging with broken ice. We were at a loss what to do. At last someone suggested that three miles below there was a cabin where we might find shelter. We went there, found the owner at home, and he took us in and made us as comfortable as possible. The next morning we found the ice not running and the river frozen over, and by careful sounding with an ax and pole, and stepping from one ice cake to another, we finally crossed over and reached Benton at noon.

				As I walked about the town with a friend, I saw on its outskirts a very large adobe building22 with a high adobe wall in front, and asking about it, I was told that fifty years before it had been built as a fort and trading store by the Northwestern Fur Company; that it had only one entrance through the outer wall, and was built for defense against Indians.

				I asked my friend why it was that it was no longer occupied, and he replied, “It is occupied,” and gave me the following explanation:

				“When a military post was established at this point, this old adobe building, apparently unoccupied, appeared just what was needed for a fort, and the Government at once purchased it and installed its garrison—two companies of infantry. No sooner were the soldiers settled in their new quarters than the inhabitants, who had occupied these quarters for twenty five thirty years, sallied forth in defense of their home, and in bands of thousands assaulted this detachment of the United States Army. The severe conflict lasted for a week or more. Every device of the military art was brought to bear, every pound of the druggist’s art was applied. All efforts were futile. After a gallant fight this detachment of the U. S. Army was driven bleeding from the fort and compelled to take refuge in a frame building in the center of the town, where it was quartered at the time of my Christmas visit.”

				Early in February the blacktail and whitetail deer were both becoming poor, and as winter was now at its worst, I determined to go to Helena, Mont., for the rest of the winter and spring. The contrast between life on a ranch engaged in hard work, and living in town seemed worth trying, and accordingly I started. After spending a week in town I went with I. Hill, the manager of one of the stores, to Fort Shaw, in his buckboard, and from there to Helena, which I reached February 17. Here I spent the remainder of the winter.

				My chief recreation in Helena was long-range target shooting with a few gentlemen of that city interested in this sport.

				Wm. D. Pickett.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Memories of a Bear Hunter - 1877

				

				I spent part of the summer of 1877 journeying along the Missouri River from a point opposite Helena to Fort Benton. Apart from my hunting experiences, the most interesting thing I saw was the Great Falls of the Missouri, about thirty miles above Fort Benton.

				There are a succession of falls, extending seven or eight miles up the river. The lower falls form a cascade of eighty feet fall for half the width of the stream, the other half having a slope of about 45 degrees. At high water, these falls in volume and in evidence of power are second only to Niagara in this country.

				The Great Falls of the Yellowstone are more beautiful, but lack the grandeur and mass of the two just named. Of the Great Falls of the Missouri, perhaps the most interesting is one about three miles above the main fall, with a cascade of about forty feet fall for the full width of the river.

				I had come so far north as this, expecting that a friend from Fort Benton would accompany me through the Yellowstone National Park in the early autumn, but in this I was disappointed. I therefore prepared to make the trip alone.

				I had not yet discovered the luxury of traveling with a pack outfit, and was using a light, two-horse spring wagon, driven by Levi, a Missouri colored man, who also acted as cook. The route lay through the Judith Basin, thence around the great hills of the Crazy Woman Mountains to the Yellowstone River, and up that stream. The Judith Basin, formed by the Highwood Mountains and Belt Mountains on the north and west and the Snowy and Moccasin ranges on the south and east, was rich in grass, and at that season of the year was usually the resort of immense herds of buffalo. Buffalo were usually followed up by the Indians. I was advised by many old-timers and frontiersmen that it was very dangerous to make the trip through that basin at this time of the year. The only white men on the route were a ranchman at a trading store on the Musselshell, and another ranch on the Yellowstone River, five miles above the mouth of Big Timber Creek. As the abandonment of this route would oblige me to give up my trip through the Yellowstone for that year, I determined to go on. Levi, who had seen a good deal of the Indians, was willing to go with me.

				On the 15th of August, we passed from the waters of Belt Creek through the Belt Pass and into the Basin, which contained many rich valleys and has long been occupied by stockmen. We passed through the Basin without mishap, though almost every night there was an Indian scare. In the outfit there was a little red mule that was a splendid sentinel, for whenever anything approached the camp he would give a succession of snorts. We reached the vicinity of the Judith Gap August 19.

				On making camp on the evening of August 19, we discovered the advance of a herd of buffalo coming through the Judith Gap from the Musselshell country. The next morning camp was not moved, but we approached the outskirts of the immense herd with care, so as not to alarm the main body of the buffalo. After killing what meat we needed—a fat calf—a high butte was climbed, and we had a view of the whole gap, about one mile in width. It was a warm, lazy day, inducing in man or beast that common malady known as spring fever. There, in sight of us, were about 5,000 buffalo, lolling about in various positions, some grazing, some lying down and some old bulls sitting up. The scene was new to me, and I viewed it for an hour through a good pair of field glasses. I noticed then, for the first time, a peculiarity in which the buffalo differs from other split-hoofed animals. Cattle in rising from a prone position lift the hind part first and then the fore part, as do also the deer family. A white-tail deer, or antelope, if alarmed, will spring from the ground hind and fore parts at once, apparently. My observation that day with wild buffalo was that they rose with the fore feet first, and then the hind feet. A horse rises in the same way. On that lazy spring fever day there were quite a number of old bulls sitting up, something like a dog, lolling about and enjoying the sunshine, and from this peculiarity of the buffalo doubtless old Sitting Bull derived his name.

				At 11 o’clock at night a courier passed our camp with dispatches for the Seventh Cavalry, Colonel Sturgis, with orders to repair at once to Fort Ellis in consequence of the setback received on the Big Hole River by General Gibbon in his attack on the Nez Perces Indians, who, after repulsing the onset of the soldiers, continued their march toward the Yellowstone and the buffalo country.

				We reached the trading post of Mr. Fettig at the forks of the Musselshell on the 20th, and spent a day at the camp getting information from Mr. Gordon and other ranchmen of that vicinity as to the best route for wheels to the Yellowstone Valley. They agreed to put me on the trail of the only bull train that had ever passed through that country around the eastern foothills of the Crazy Woman Mountains.

				We left camp on the Musselshell, August 22, accompanied by Mr. Gordon, who volunteered to stay with me until the wagon road was reached. At noon we passed Big Elk Creek, where we met a Mr. Miller, who had established himself in a dugout on the side of the mountain and was looking after a considerable band of Oregon horses in a splendid range. We camped eight or ten miles beyond.

				It was many years afterward—in Billings, Montana—that I met this same Mr. Miller, who informed me that the night after we had met on Big Elk, a band of Piegan Indians had swooped down on his band of fifty horses and made away with them. The country was too sparsely settled to get together a force sufficient to pursue. The loss did not appear to have discouraged him, for at the time we met again he was a prosperous sheepman of the Yellowstone Valley.

				Just one year afterward, in the same vicinity, a war party of the same tribe made a dash at about 11 o’clock at night on a large horse freight outfit loaded with rifles and ammunition for Walter Cooper, of Bozeman, Montana, which was camped at the big spring in the Judith Gap. But for the vigilance of the night herder in giving timely alarm, and the vigorous fusillade given them by the foreman of the outfit and the drivers, they would have made off with about fifty horses. My small party was camped about six miles away on the road to the forks of the Musselshell. We were not disturbed.

				After dropping into the wagon road from Judith Gap to the Yellowstone River near Porcupine Butte, Mr. Gordon left me on the 24th of August, much to my regret. He is still living, as is understood. Without mishap we reached the Yellowstone Valley at the mouth of Big Timber, and made camp in the first or lower cañon of that stream on the evening of the 26th. We had passed only two ranches on the route—Gage’s and Carpenter’s—the only ranches seen since leaving the  Musselshell. This camp was within two miles of the present site of the flourishing city of Livingston.

				At daylight of the morning of the 27th, camp was aroused by a commotion among the horses made by a black bear, which had been feasting on bullberries all night in a neighboring thicket. Levi, who was investigating the cause of the racket, had a close shot at the bear, but on pulling the trigger found no cartridge in the rifle, and the bear escaped.

				It was a cool and sharp morning, and old Bones, the horse I had been riding for ten days, was made lively by the crisp air, and on my mounting, in a shorter time than it takes to write it, he had commenced to pitch and eventually threw me a somersault over his head. I landed on my back—a very hard fall, the effects of which I felt for several days. This was the second fall he had given me, and I determined on revenge. I decided that I would never mount him again, and that I would get rid of him on the earliest opportunity. He had been bought as a harness horse in Helena, but on the first hard pull he had balked and would go neither forward nor backward. After worrying with him for a day or so, it became necessary to put my pet hunting mare Kate in his place in the wagon. I had been riding old Bones ever since. A man who was to travel with me through the Park agreed to ride him.

				After this catastrophe, we proceeded through the cañon, but soon reached a point where, on account of the sidling road over a projecting spur of the mountain, it was necessary for the men to pack our plunder over the spur, and then, by ropes, hold the wagon from turning over.

				As we were soon to come upon the trail where the moving Nez Perces Indians had passed through the Yellowstone National Park, I give here a short account of what we saw and heard of their operations there.

				The Nez Perces Indians23 had arrived at Henry’s Lake, near the western border of Yellowstone Park, on their route to the buffalo country, and to a refuge from the whites across the Canada border. It is not out of place to relate in detail the causes of this outbreak of this tribe.

				Some time about 1840, the Nez Perces, as well as the Flatheads and some other tribes of Indians on the western slope of the Continental Divide, had been converted to Christianity, through the efforts of Father de Smet, of St. Louis, and his co-laborers, and had remained Christians. The Nez Perces had a valuable reservation around the Lemhi Agency on Snake River, which soon attracted the greed of the aggressive white men. They commenced a system of encroachments, resulting first in individual killing, then the killing increased until the entire tribe turned out on the war path and all the white men in their reach were killed. The movements of the military forced them to action.

				Under Chief Joseph and Chief Looking Glass they then began that memorable march to the buffalo country on the eastern slope of the Rockies, and thence toward a refuge across the Canada boundary. A truce was declared in passing through: settlements on the western slope, and in passing out of the head of the Bitter Root Valley and on to the headwaters of the Jefferson, no depredations were committed. On the Big Hole River, a tributary of the Jefferson, they were overtaken by a force of soldiers sent out from Fort Shaw, under General Gibbon. Although with an inferior force, with his enemy armed with repeating rifles, more effective in a fight in the brush than the army rifle, he made a vigorous attack on their camp at daylight. The Indians rallied, made a firm resistance, and effectually repulsed the attack. Gibbon could not renew the fight without reinforcements, and the Indians continued on their pre-arranged route. The Nez Perces were much exasperated at the killing of a number of their women, either with arms in their hands or by stray bullets.24 After this fight, these Indians killed every white man and took all the horses that came within their reach. Up to the time of their arrival at Henry’s Lake, eight or ten white men had been killed and the teams of a freight outfit gobbled up.

				Chief Joseph showed much military skill in the management of the campaign. Whenever he passed an important trail leading toward the white settlements, a scouting party was sent down that trail far enough to avoid surprise. George Herendeen had been sent out from Fort Ellis to learn the whereabouts of these Indians, and in going out to Henry’s Lake, where he expected to find traces of them, he passed at the crossing of the Madison a camp of some fifteen or twenty miners from the Pony mines, acting as scouts, and with the further intention of making a dash on the camp of hostiles to secure a lot of their horses. Herendeen reached the vicinity of Henry’s Lake about the time that the Indians arrived there, climbed a tree and saw enough to satisfy him that this was the hostile outfit he was in search of. Returning by the camp of miners on the Madison—about twelve miles from Henry’s Lake—he warned them of the situation, and advised vigilance on their part. They expressed perfect confidence in their ability to take care of themselves, and the probability is that they at once went to sleep. Late at night a band of Joseph’s scouts came down the trail, discovered the camp, and, after locating the horses, by a fusillade scattered the miners and made off with their horses, much to the miners’ astonishment. They were left afoot on the wrong side of the Madison River.

				In the meantime, a military force of seven or eight hundred men, cavalry and mounted infantry, had been concentrated and was following these Indians, at this time about two days’ march behind them. The next heard of Joseph’s band was at the Lower Geyser Basin, near which they surprised and captured a party of tourists; Mr. Carpenter, his wife and sister-in-law and four or five men from about Helena, Montana, among them Albert Oldham, whom I knew. Chief Joseph rescued the two women and a younger brother and protected them. The young bucks commenced a fusillade on the men, apparently killing Carpenter and wounding several more—among them Albert Oldham—as they took to the brush.

				As it turned out, Carpenter was merely stunned by a scalp wound, and afterward revived, and he and Oldham were taken care of by Howard’s men as they came up. On reaching the vicinity of the Yellowstone, Joseph’s scouts surprised another party of four white men camped just above Great Falls and killed one man, the others escaping to the brush. Before fording the Yellowstone, Chief Joseph gave the two white women a pony each and started them down the trail on the west side of that stream. At the pass over the Mount Washburn range, they met a scouting party of cavalry under Lieut. Schofield, who took charge of them and delivered them at Farrel’s ranch at the mouth of Trail Creek. Mrs. Carpenter then supposed her husband had been killed.

				Two of the men who escaped through the timber when fired upon at their camp just above Great Falls, had reached the Mammoth Hot Springs, where they met McCartney. One of these men from Helena induced McCartney to go back with him and try to find his friend, who on taking to the brush had cried out to those in front, “I am shot.” He might be alive and wounded, he thought. McCartney acceded at once. They found his dead friend—he had been finished by the hostiles—buried him and started on their return.

				The trail McCartney and companion traveled, via Tower Falls, branched from a much traveled trail, coming down the East Fork of the Yellowstone, or Lamar River, passing that stream by Baronett’s Bridge. As soon as Chief Joseph’s outfit reached the East Fork, he sent a strong scouting party down the trail toward the Mammoth Hot Springs, and to the lower river, thus getting behind McCartney and companion. Five miles below these springs, at the mouth of Gardner’s River, was Henderson’s ranch, and at that point was a scouting party of eight or ten citizens occupying the one room-cabin, and bent on getting a lot of Indian ponies.

				The Nez Perces scouting party pushed on to Mammoth Hot Springs on the 2d of September, killing one man, the companion of the man with McCartney; two others—one a colored man—escaping to the brush. They pushed on toward the Yellowstone at once. It was Sunday morning, a warm, pleasant day, and the “boys,” having nothing else to do, determined to go a-fishing in the Yellowstone River, about three hundred yards away. Their horses were picketed near the cabin, their rifles and camping outfit were for the most part in the cabin. About the time the fish began to bite freely, the Indian scouting party, having made a quick reconnaissance, dashed into the camp, swooped up the horses, set fire to the cabin, and were away on the back trail in a very short time.

				In the meantime, McCartney and companion, on their return, had almost reached the head of the trail, coming up a fork of Gardner’s River, about three miles from the Hot Springs. McCartney told me that when about fifty yards from the point where the trail dropped into the gorge of that stream, he was met by a band of loose horses, evidently driven. As they came over the hill in sight of McCartney, they stopped, with their ears pricked up. McCartney recognized the situation at once and prepared to act. In the meantime the! Indians, noticing the action of the horses, rushed forward and opened fire on McCartney and companion, who by this time were in full run to a willow thicket about two hundred and fifty yards up the valley. They were not hit, and in a short time were under cover, firing back at the Indians. These had no time to waste, and cutting the lash rope of the pack animal, took only the horse.

				It so happened that Col. Sturgis, of the Seventh: Cavalry, who was then near the lower outlet of Clark’s Fort Cañon, watching for the Nez Perces, had sent two scouts with dispatches for General Howard, who was following up the Nez Perces. In moving around to avoid the Indians, they had missed General Howard and were on the way to Fort Ellis, traveling the same trail by which this Indian scouting party was returning. The two parties met on Black Tail Deer Creek. With the two scouts, Goff and Leonard, was an Indian boy of about fifteen years, a protégé of Goff. The Indians discovered the approach of the white men, and had time to prepare an ambush for them. Some of them hid in the willow brush within ten feet of the trail; the others took positions on a hill, out of sight. The whites came along unsuspicious of danger, until the party in ambush fired. The Indian boy fell from his horse, wounded, drawing his revolver as he fell. Leonard had his horse killed. He immediately cut the lash rope of the pack horse, mounted it, and he and Goff took the back track under the rapid fire of the whole outfit. Goff received a painful flesh wound in the neck. As soon as possible they plunged down a gorge leading to the Yellowstone, and were not followed further.

				On the river they met a white scout, who brought them into the camp of the soldiers. The body of the Indian boy was never found, nor could any information as to his fate be obtained afterward. In my spring wagon I took Goff to Fort Ellis, and obtained these particulars from him. Afterward, while carrying a dispatch from Fort Ellis to General Howard, Leonard was ambushed and killed by these same Indians.

				The foregoing digression has been made as to the movements of the Nez Perces in order to render more intelligible what follows.

				After passing through the lower Yellowstone cañon, we arrived at Farrell’s ranch at the mouth of Trail Creek in the forenoon of August 28. At this point the road to Bozeman leaves the Yellowstone.

				I halted here to await developments. I found the rumors heard within the last week, of the advance of the hostile Indians through the National Park, and of the killing of the tourists that fell into their hands, were mostly true, and as have been told in the retrospect before outlined.

				That night Mrs. Cowan, her sister and a younger brother arrived. They were then supposed to be the only survivors of that party of about ten who had been captured near the Lower Geyser Basin.

				On the night of the 29th two companies of the Second Cavalry arrived from Fort Ellis. About midnight the camp was aroused by the attempt of Indians to steal horses. They were met by a vigorous fire and were driven off. On Sept. 2, Lieut. Col. Gilbert, of the Seventh Infantry, reinforced the other two companies, and the force moved up the river. During this time, I made agreeable acquaintance with several officers, among them Lieut. H. L. Scott, of the Second Cavalry, a friendship which has been kept bright ever since, whether as Major Scott in Cuba and the Philippines, or as Colonel Scott of the West Point Military Academy. During this time, scouts Goff and Leonard and Mr. McCartney and companion, who were ambushed by the hostile scouts, came into the camp.

				On the 6th of September, Colonel Gilbert, having failed to get in communication with Howard’s command by the Yellowstone trail, came back through the second Yellowstone cañon and went up Miners Creek and over to the Madison River. Had he delayed one day longer he would have learned that General Howard was at the Yellowstone Lake, and the hostile Indians had passed on through the Park.

				After this movement of troops, believing it would be some days before the situation could become settled, I determined to go back to Bozeman and await developments. I took Goff, the wounded scout, with me as far as Fort Ellis.

				On the 7th of September I had the satisfaction of selling old Bones to Quartermaster Adams, for a cavalry horse, to be forwarded to General Howard. Good luck to him.

				In a few days it was learned the hostile Indians: had passed through the National Park, followed by Howard’s forces.

				As there was still time to make a hasty trip through the Park before the severe winter set in, I determined to do so. I was urged not to make the attempt on account of the hostiles’ sick or wounded that might have been left behind, and of other Indians. I recognized the risk, but since as a youngster I had served during the Mexican war as a mounted volunteer on the northwest frontier of Texas against the Comanches, and all the bad Indians of the Indian Territory and of the Kansas Territory who infested that frontier, I had some knowledge of Indian ways. Added to this, was the experience of four years’ service in the war between the States. These experiences qualified me to judge of the credence to be placed in war rumors. I was anxious to make the trip.

				Only one man of suitable qualities could be found willing to make the trip—Jack Bean.25 He knew the routes through the Park; he was a good packer and mountain man, cautious, but resolute. We went light. I rode my hunting mare Kate; Jack his horse, and we packed my little red mule Dollie. I was armed with a 45-90-450 Sharpe long-range rifle, and Jack with a 44-40-200 repeater. In addition to a belt of cartridges, Bean carried around his neck a shot bag pretty full of cartridges, so that in case of being set afoot, they would be handy. When Dollie was packed there was not much visible except her ears and feet.

				We left Bozeman September 11, and nooned in the second cañon of the Yellowstone on the 13th. While there, a portion of the cavalry that accompanied Colonel Gilbert on his trip around from the head of the Madison, passed down toward Fort Ellis, having with them Cowan and Albert Oldham, who had survived the hostile Indians near the Lower Geysers.

				In the afternoon we passed up the river, by the cabin of Henderson, burned by hostiles, turned up Gardiner’s River and camped within three miles of Mammoth Hot Springs. As this squad of cavalry passed down, we were conscious that we had to depend entirely on our own resources for the remainder of the trip, for there was probably not another white man in the Park. A note in my diary says: “International rifle match commences to-day.”

				Early on the 14th we went on to the Hot Springs, and spent two or three hours viewing their beauties and wonders. We passed by the cabin, in the door of which the Helena man had been killed a few days before, after having escaped the attack on the camp above the Grand Falls.

				Our trail passed up the gorge of one fork of Gardiner’s River in sight of the falls of that stream. Just beyond where the trail emerged from the gorge, McCartney and his companion had met the hostile scouts. There lay their pack outfit, which they had left behind on the 2d or 3d of September, as before narrated. Among the abandoned outfit was a miner’s shovel, which these brave men had taken along to bury their friend, if dead. We camped that night on the lower Blacktail Creek.

				Early on the following day we passed the place where Goff and Leonard, the two scouts, had been ambuscaded. The willow brush was all “shot up,” and near the trail was the dead sorrel horse that Leonard had ridden. We examined the vicinity of this ambuscade for the brave Indian boy who, as he fell, was seen to draw his revolver. His body was not found. That vicinity was afterward thoroughly searched, but no trace of this boy could be found. His fate has not been revealed. During the day’s travel there were splendid mountain views from the trail.

				In the afternoon of September 15, the trail descended to the valley of the Yellowstone and passed within one mile of Baronett’s Bridge,26 across which Howard’s command passed on the 5th of September in pursuit of the Nez Perces. We soon dropped into the trail taken by that command and followed it back to Tower Falls. These falls are named from the tower-like ledges of rock that overhang the falls, which have about the appearance of the Minnehaha Falls near Minneapolis, with a single drop of about one hundred and thirty feet. Just before dark Jack missed one of the horses, and for a while there was an Indian scare, but fortunately the animal had only wandered a short distance, and was soon recovered. We were a little more sensitive to Indian scares since two scouts from General Howard’s command had been met on the 13th, who reported that about one hundred Bannock scouts from Lemhi Agency had deserted Howard, taking along more horses than belonged to them. They purposed to ford the Yellowstone about ten miles above the Grand Falls, where the Nez Perces crossed, and we were warned to be on the lookout for them, as they were in a dangerous temper. Our danger would come when we should leave the Grand Falls and pass through some open country in the direction of the Lower Geyser Basin about the 17th.

				It rained most of the night at Tower Falls—snowing higher up on the mountains to be crossed—but on the whole, we had a quiet night and sound sleep. When the rain ceased, about 9 o’clock A.M., September 6, we packed up and began the ascent of the Mt. Washburn range. For a few miles the trail followed an open ridge, exposing us to a northeast blizzard, accompanied by snow. After descending into the gulch, up which the trail leads to the pass in the range, the snow became deeper, and toward the summit of the range it was eighteen or twenty inches, knee-deep, which compelled us to dismount and lead the horses, as the ascent was very hard on them. In view of future possibilities, we made every effort to save their strength. It was one of the most laborious day’s work of my experience.

				When near the summit, going through open pine timber, we discovered a large bear approaching us. He was moving along the side of the steep mountain to the left, about on a level, and would have passed out of safe range. I immediately dismounted and cut across as rapidly as the snow and the ascent admitted, to intercept him. He had not discovered us. When within about one hundred yards, watching my opportunity through the timber, I fired at his side. He was hit, but not mortally. As my later experience told me, those bears when hit: always either roll down hill or go “on the jump.” On the jump this bear came, passing about twenty yards in our front. A cartridge was ready, and against Jack’s injunction “Don’t shoot,” I fired; yet it failed to stop him, and Jack turned loose with his repeater, I shooting rapidly with my rifle. By the time the bear had reached the gulch he stopped, to go no further.

				The excitement caused by this incident and my enthusiasm on killing my first grizzly—for I claimed the bear—dispelled at once all feelings of hardship and fatigue. The hear was a grizzly of about four hundred pounds weight, fat and with a fine pelt. We had not time to skin him, nor could the hide have been packed. After getting a few steaks, a piece of skin from over the shoulder and one of his forepaws, we continued our laborious ascent of the mountain. Still excited by this incident, the work was now in the nature of a labor of love.

				Passing over the summit and down a quarter of a mile, through snow still a foot deep, there were evident fresh pony tracks in the snow on the trail, made by an animal that had passed on up the gulch to our right. Jack was called up, and as we were seriously discussing the situation, a most unearthly sound proceeded from up the gulch, which caused us to grasp our rifles and feel for cartridge belts. In a short time that unearthly blast sounded forth again, from the same direction, but this time ending with a “he-haw, he-haw.” The mystery was dispelled; the voice was recognized. It was the voice of the army mule. He had discovered by scent the presence of our outfit, and soon came trotting down the trail, the embodiment of joy and good fellowship. He turned out to be a big Missouri or Kentucky mule, sixteen hands high, that had broken down under his pack and had been turned loose by Howard’s command and was endeavoring to follow on. He was a very forlorn looking animal. Our council of war decided he would soon perish in these deep snows. Jack Bean said the A. Q. M. at Fort Ellis was paying $30 for delivery of all such animals. I told him that I would help to carry him along and he could get the $30 for him; so we took him along and camped as soon as the snow became so little deep that the horses could feed in a small meadow, where camp was located.

				There was an abundance of dry pine, and a rousing fire to dry us out was soon in full blast. The day had not been cold, but the rain, snow and wind made it appear so. We made fine beds of pine boughs, but I ate too much bear and did not rest well. That bear was taking post-mortem revenge on each of us.

				We reached the Grand Falls of the Yellowstone and spent a part of the morning there. I have seen Niagara, Montmorency, Minnehaha, the Great Falls of the Missouri and these falls. Niagara is pre-eminent in grandeur, but its great volume and evidence of power and force have always inspired me with a feeling of fear and dread. The falls of the Missouri are next in grandeur, while these falls are a combination of the grand and beautiful, with great volume in times of high water and a clear width of about so feet and 360 feet single leap. Professor Hayden, who first measured their height, gives it as 396 feet. The cañon below these falls is not less notable than the falls that give it cause. At the water level its width is about 250 feet; from above, the stream appears like a silvery thread. From the water’s edge the sides of the cañon slope back at an angle of 35 degrees to 45 degrees and to a height of about 150 feet.27 To the feeling called forth by the grandeur of these falls is added that of admiration for the beautiful and varied colorings given out by their geological formations.28

				I have seen all the many cañons of the Continental Divide above the Union Pacific Railroad. None, however, compares in everything that makes these wonders of nature notable and grand, with the cañon of the Clark’s Fork of the Yellowstone, just above the debouchment of that stream from the mountains. Its length is about eighteen miles. The lower six miles has sides sloping on the east at about 30 degrees, the high peak on that side being about 3,000 feet above the water level, there being only sufficient room in the cañon for a trail. The upper twelve miles of the cañon is enclosed by solid walls of reddish granite almost vertical, with: a width of about 1,000 feet at top. At the lower end of this part of the cañon the height of the walls is about 1,500 feet above the water level, as attested by a railway survey up the western side. In this part large masses of granite are found, some of at least 300 cubic yards capacity, whose angles are as sharp and as little worn as if disrupted from the cliffs only yesterday.

				The cañon has one unusual feature; a tributary of sufficient volume to be Classed as a river approaches from the south, rushing through walls of granite 100 feet wide at the top and 600 feet deep, and leaps out from the wall of the cañon at least 300 feet above water level, the upper 200 feet being a beautiful cascade. The lower 100 feet passes over broken masses of granite lying at an angle of about 40 degrees. This cañon lies out of the traveled route, and a laborious day’s work is needed to ascend and descend to the level of the valley of this tributary.

				We could not tarry long at the Great Falls, and took only a look at the second falls, about one-quarter of a mile above and 115 feet clear cascade. A few miles further on we passed near the camp where McCartney had buried his friend, and thence out into the prairie,29 extending to the mud geysers up stream, and away to the dividing ridge between the Yellowstone waters and Fire Hole waters—the head of Madison River. The depth of the snow and other circumstances determined me not to go further toward Yellowstone Lake, for the lake was no novelty, and we would see many geysers on the route chosen—to the Lower Geyser Basin, crossing the divide at the head of Alum Creek. Passing through a good deal of snow, we camped in the Alum Creek group of geysers, at the head of that creek. The most interesting sight in this group was a jet of steam passing up through waters of the creek, making a noise similar to that of the blower of a locomotive.

				The night was clear and cold, freezing water to an inch depth. We slept in comfort and awoke with a dense fog enveloping us, caused by the steam of the spluttering geysers.

				On September 17 we climbed the mountain to the Pass of Mountains, beyond which is the watershed of the Fire Hole River. Up to this time we had been constantly on the lookout for Indian sign, and especially on the qui vive for the band of one hundred Bannock scouts reported as having deserted General Howard. On the summit we expected to strike the trail where they would probably have passed if in this part of the Park.

				On the summit of the range we crossed this trail and were gratified to find no sign of anything passing after that made by Colonel Gilbert’s cavalry in its effort to overtake General Howard’s command.

				We descended into the valley of the East Fork of Fire Hole River—now named Nez Perce Creek—by the wagon road cut out by Howard’s command, and were soon out of the snow; for the valley of Fire Hole is nearly one thousand feet lower than the Yellowstone River above the falls. We passed near the scene of the massacre of a portion of the Cowan party before alluded to. We also scared up one or two wild Indian ponies, left by the hostiles, that by their speed and activity to avoid the white man, showed no evidence of wishing to be rescued, as had the lone army mule. This was an unpleasant sign. Reaching the lower Fire Hole Basin before noon, we went into camp, and devoted the remainder of the day to visiting various geysers of this wonderful formation, against the advice of Bean, who was for camping that night at the upper geysers ten miles further on.
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