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			Introduction

			Riding by the side of the commanding officer was a tall, slender citizen with a long flowing beard of reddish hue, his face shaded by the broad brim of a drab slouch hat, but with a pleasant face lighted up with a pair of bright, piercing eyes of light blue. I looked at this man with considerable curiosity, for this was Jeffords, the man who was to take us to Cochise, if any man could.1

			This was how Captain Joseph Sladen, aide-de-camp to General2 O. O. Howard, described Thomas Jefferson Jeffords at their first meeting. The Apache called him Tyzaalton, Red Beard, and respected him. Their chief, Cochise, called him brother and friend.3

			It fell to me to write a biography of Thomas Jefferson Jeffords because no one had ever completed one, unless you count Ben Traywick’s eighteen-page pamphlet.4 Historians relied on Elliott Arnold’s 1947 novel Blood Brother as the best available source.5 Besides, I thought everyone knew of Tom Jeffords. Today I get blank stares. I grew up with Tom Jeffords and Cochise every week on TV in Broken Arrow. Jimmy Stewart played Tom to Jeff Chandler’s Cochise in the 1950 Broken Arrow, still a classic. Tom Jeffords had the courage to ride alone into Cochise’s Stronghold to make the peace and end the Apache Wars. 

			Digging into the record I soon found that Tom didn’t leave behind a journal or body of letters to tell us what he was thinking or feeling. The letters that have come down to us from Tom Jeffords are not in his hand. Clerks, partners, friends, and lawyers wrote them for him. His signature doesn’t match the body of any document. We come to know Tom Jeffords through his friends. Ranked among them are mayors, merchants, and businessmen, the wealthy and powerful men of early Arizona, the Arizona Pioneers who arrived before 1870. Closest and most important of all his friends was a man who was also the most unlikely of comrades, a hostile Apache chief, Cochise. Among these founders and leaders were men who were also scoundrels. Fred Hughes served in the legislature, as Pima County clerk, and as president of the Pioneers Society. He absconded with money meant for the Pioneers but was forgiven. Zebina Streeter looked up to Tom as an older brother, but chose to ride with Geronimo, perhaps avenging wrongs done to Tom. Nickolas Rogers ran a stage station and “saloon” for the soldiers of Fort Bowie. Tom’s friend and occasional partner, he paid with his life when he sold whiskey to the wrong Apache. As a frontiersman, Tom Jeffords had high regard for his personal code of honor, but low respect for formal rules. Smuggling seemed natural to him, though whether he engaged in this activity is unclear. His enemies said he did and we learn about him from them as well. They opposed his efforts to treat the Apache as men and to provide them with schooling. They distrusted him for this unorthodox approach and claimed he sided against his government and country. Nothing was ever further from the truth. We see Tom Jeffords not from what he said about himself but from the shadow that he cast, a more honest picture.

			Jeffords was a man with many friends who was always welcome. When the occasion called for it, he liked a drink. The military and government officials saw him as a crude frontiersman, but his peers respected and trusted him, placing him at the head of companies and projects and putting him forward for political office. He said little about himself. We hear his statements as garbled as a children’s game of telephone. These pronouncements contradict each other. He was misunderstood and his statements misinterpreted. We also see in this his sense of humor. He’d let a tenderfoot who misunderstood believe what he wanted to believe, undoubtedly enjoying the greenhorn’s confusion.

			I found the tracks of a number of historians who had gone before me and left notes and collected documents. None of them succeeded in producing a biography, though some left interesting published articles. I applaud their work and have incorporated much of it. They blazed the trail and made the way easier.

			At a similar impasse, I found myself with many inferences drawn from knowledge of time and place and person, but unable to find a document to prove each point. If I explain why I believe something to be so and lay out the argument in my text, it will become ponderous and hard to read, thoroughly academic and of little interest to the public who deserve to know Tom Jeffords as a real man. I’ll tell the story as it should be told and leave the explanations to the endnotes. Read a few of them so you can decide why I’ve taken this path and decide for yourself if I’m an honest broker of the past. I hope you’ll find the notes interesting.

			As an historian I believe that only one thing happened and that, even though we may only know what it was imperfectly, it is the historian’s duty to come as close to truth as possible. How this or that class of person may have felt about it and may feel about it today is interesting, but doesn’t make it what happened. Sometimes these perceptions are key to why things happened as they did and why players chose one path over another. In the final analysis, perception is not history. Historian John L. Kessell tells us:

			The historian has but few tools, so he must use them well. First off let us ignore the postmodernists’ claim that none of us can possibly know objectively what actually happened, only objectively what is said to have happened. As historians, that is our business to say what happened, to pursue historical truth as objectively as possible. Historians Jacques Barzun and Henry F. Graff suggest in The Modern Researcher (1992) that practitioners of the craft apply six rules: accuracy, orderliness, logic, honesty, self-awareness, and imagination (I might add calmness). Evidence gathered in this way one bit reinforcing or challenging another, provides us with the probability upon which to base our “truth,” that is, the probability that something actually happened pretty much the way we say it did.6

			Please measure me by these standards to see if I have done my job. I’ll be working from a handful of statements from Tom Jeffords and the statements of others that say they are repeating something Jeffords said. The first of these often leave blanks, while the second require interpretation. For instance, Tom Jeffords wrote:

			Dear Sir: 

			I hereby acknowledge your invitation to attend a meeting of the “Arizona Pioneers.” I am in full accord with the object of the meeting. I presume I may be regarded as a pioneer. I came to the territory first in 1860. In 1862, when I saw Tucson, the population did not exceed one hundred, outside of the California column of soldiers. It was at this time that I first met Hiram Stevens, W.S. Ouray and Wheat. Tucson was a very small place then. The Apache was in full possession of the country from the Rio Grande to Tucson. In those days, the Pioneers had about all they could do to save their hair, but they were men of determination, and came to stay, and the present general prosperity of the territory shows plainly that they were men of foresight, as well as of industry and enterprise. I regret my inability to be with you in person, but I assure you my best wishes are for the complete success of the association.

			Very Truly Yours,

			T.J. Jeffords

			Tombstone, Jan. 30, 18847

			If he came to Arizona in 1860, why didn’t he see Tucson? Why does he write as if he first saw the town in 1862? Since Tucson was almost the only town in 1860, it was hard to miss. All of the trails except one ran through Tucson. Tom must have taken the other. The record shows that he was going from gold rush to gold rush. There was no gold in Tucson. Many of the statements attributed to Jeffords come to us through various filters. Tom was prone to letting tenderfeet pull their own legs. If that was what they’d heard and believed, he wasn’t going to disabuse them. His one and only interview with Professor Robert Forbes ended abruptly. Jeffords excused himself and didn’t come back. This didn’t stop Forbes from referring to himself in later years as “friend of Tom Jeffords.” Here is an excerpt from that interview, important because Forbes told us that this is what Tom said:

			In the early 1860s he had a contract for the carrying of mail between Tucson and a point east, through dangerous Apache country. The delivery was by riders on horseback whom he paid liberally, but he rarely settled with them because they were killed en route by the Apaches. He stated that he lost twenty men in this way and that he, himself, had the scars of Indian arrows on his body.

			The situation became so bad that he determined upon a most dangerous contact with Cochise to make arrangements for the passage of his riders with mail through Indian territory. Alone, he rode into Cochise’s camp in the Dragoon Mountain Stronghold and, dismounting and laying aside his weapons, made his way to Cochise’s wickiup where the astonished chief asked him if he expected to return. Jeffords, speaking the language, stated that he came to talk with a brave and honorable man about his riders passing through Apache territory. . . .

			Cochise died in 1874, with Jeffords nearby. He was buried in open ground out in front of the Stronghold. His Apaches rode their horses over the area until the grave was completely obscured, only Jeffords knowing its exact location. Asking, with promise of secrecy, for information, I was refused by Jeffords who said, “It would soon be a bone here and a bone there,” and the secret died with him. . . .

			My dinner with Jeffords ended rather abruptly as though he was tired of the curiosity of a tenderfoot and my refusing refreshments.8 

			Part of this statement is Forbes letting his imagination run away with him. Part can be reconciled to history. Tom did not become superintendent of the stage line from Tucson until after 1867. Tom Jeffords may have driven a stage on the Butterfield Road, albeit the stage was a buckboard, and it was the Butterfield Road, not the Overland Mail stage line that Congress ordered moved in 1861 to the California Trail through South Pass. Apache arrows may have wounded him, but we have record of Apache attacking only one stage and Tom was not the driver. Apaches rarely molested his pony riders. Their horses were fast and they didn’t carry anything the Apache wanted. The job still required courage more for the threat of what might happen to a man alone than for that which did occur. Tom Jeffords kept the secret of Cochise’s grave.

			From such material I’ll try to tell an honest tale. 

			Elliott Arnold’s 1949 historical novel, Blood Brother, was well received by the critics. It is a wonderful, powerful, exciting novel. The literary world saw it as history. According to the Library Journal: “[Elliott Arnold] has translated matter-of-fact historical incidents into thrilling episodes. . .” The New York Sun went even further. “[Blood Brother] is authentic history, presented, however, with fictional vividness.” The Chicago Tribune called the novel “superb history . . . excellent biography. It takes place with the major works on the American Indian.” Apparently literary critics have as hard a time distinguishing a novel from history and biography as the public does distinguishing movies from reality. Cochise called Tom brother. Arnold invented the mystical blood brother ceremony to show how close the tie was, but the ritual was his invention, a literary device. In 1950, Jimmy Stewart played Tom in Broken Arrow and took an Apache bride to show his close relations with the Indians. In reality, such a bond would have caused Indian agent Jeffords no end of problems. Elliott Arnold’s work is a marvelous novel, part history, part solid ethnography, and part pure fantasy. His history was good for the times, but modern scholarship has shown it to be mostly legend.

			Recently, another scholar has written about the Bascom Affair. You’ll find his conclusion at variance with mine. He describes himself as a cultural historian and has shown the important place of legendary history in our culture. He eschewed many of the primary accounts, relying instead on accounts that came later from men who were not present to witness the events they were writing about. Because they told a simpler story in accord with our cultural perceptions, and because of the lack of historical tools available to us today, these accounts became the basis of our cultural history for the next century. I’ve gone back to the primary sources, which tell a more complex story that blames a generation rather than an individual. 

			I’ve found the primary accounts of men I can verify were at Apache Pass with Lieutenant George Bascom in January and February of 1861 in substantial agreement with each other differing only in minor details. These square with Bascom’s own reports. The account of Sergeant Dan Robinson is especially illuminating and complete. I have rejected the accounts of Charles Poston, Reuben Bernard, and Sergeant Hubert Oberly. None of them were there. Their accounts do not agree with each other or any of the other accounts. Oberly’s version enraged Surgeon Bernard Irwin, who was there. Each contains preposterous elements and shows a lack of understanding of the actual situation at Apache Pass. It is unfortunate that Bernard’s and Poston’s accounts were picked up by early historians. The accounts were available when other material was not. Without them, a very different picture of George Bascom emerges, one of a diligent young officer trying hard to do his duty. 

			I’ve tried to be an honest broker of history. I won’t tell of Apache wives, mystical blood brother ceremonies, or shooting a pistol out of Will Harden’s (John Wesley Hardin?) hand. Even without the fancy stage dressing and legendary nonsense, the story is still compelling. It is the story of a strong man doing what he thought right.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Growing Up

			Eber Rockwood Jeffords trudged westward through the dark forest.1 The road was muddy, stirred up by the big wagons passing over it. The broad-leaf forest dripped. Eber, on his first trip away from his birthplace in Massachusetts, knew he would probably never see his family again. He didn’t have a trade and the family farm was too small to divide again. He would have to go west to find the newly opened lands. Chautauqua seemed the ticket as pioneers had opened the hardwood forests to farms a few years before. Land, Eber thought, would still be free or at least cheap for those with the courage to settle it. It sounded like paradise, the farthest west of New York’s counties on the shores of Lake Erie. There was a new canal being built and it would open soon, in 1825 the newspapers said. He held the long pole that was his whip for guiding the two yoke of oxen that pulled the heavy wagon.2

			As he pulled his moccasined feet from the muck below him, he scanned the trees looking for Indians and highwaymen. His flintlock rifle stood ready, near at hand on the wagon. Open farmland broached the muddy road and there were little towns growing pretty as any in New England. But there were still mysterious forests where Indians might lurk. There had been major battles with the Mohawk, Seneca, Onondaga, and Cayuga during the Revolutionary War, and the Indians were still here in the forests. Eber looked at the wagon. Would he give his life protecting another man’s property? He supposed he would. That’s what the owner had hired him to do—drive the oxen and defend the cargo. There were noises in the forest and his hair stood on end. He’d heard terrible stories of what Indians did to their captives.

			The axle screamed like a dying woman, begging for grease. At the noon halt he’d make sure it got some. Meanwhile, there were streams to cross and hills to climb. The oxen would have to be hitched and unhitched, linked together to make the hard pull up grades. Eber was glad he had a well-trained team. Who would have thought dumb cows could learn so much and answer verbal commands? Who would have thought they could become so powerful? Two big steers were his wheelers, the strong ones who pulled the load. His leaders were a bull and a cow; and she still gave milk! A useful animal.

			Yoking up had gone easily in the morning. His oxen stood still the right distance apart as he placed the oxbow yoke on their shoulders and then inserted the bent-hardwood U-shaped bows that came up from below the animals’ necks and pinned each in place. He chained the oxbows to the wagon tongue allowing the animals to pull with their shoulders. Recently, Eber had heard about a mule train returned from Santa Fe, a far and mysterious land, to Missouri bringing fabulous wealth and strange stories. One had to do with the yoking of oxen. The Mexicans yoked the beast by its horns, forcing it to draw the load with its neck instead of its shoulders, reducing what it could pull. According to the story, the Mexican wagons had wheels of solid wood. They weren’t prepared to pull any kind of load.3

			As a young man of twenty, Eber liked the other stories coming from Mexico. The women smoked in front of men and not from pipes. They rolled tobacco into a tube of cornhusk. Their skirts came high, exposing their legs to view, and their blouses were cut low, exposing their bosoms. He had heard that men and women bathed together in the river. This was too exciting to be true for a young man who had scarcely seen more than a young lady’s neck or ankle.4 Before William Becknell’s successful mule train expedition, everyone who had tried to trade in Santa Fe had been arrested and their goods confiscated by the Spanish. But now Mexico had won her independence and had a different attitude toward trade. It gave hope to a young man. 

			One day as they crossed the breast of a hill, Eber looked down on a body of water that stretched as far as the eye could see. The young man had heard of Lake Erie. It was a lake as big as the ocean. He hadn’t really believed it and couldn’t wait to sample its water to see if it was fresh. From the hilltop Eber could see the billowed, white sails floating above ships like those he had known on the seafront in Massachusetts.

			On reaching the lake, the wagon’s owner paid Eber off for his service. Money was scarce. Banks printed and coined their own, and it was difficult to keep up with how much one bank’s currency was worth against that of another. What really mattered was how much it was worth in goods. Young Jeffords took his pay in kind, a rifle and a few tools he could carry. His real pay had been his passage west. The owner of the wagon had provided food the whole way, and Eber couldn’t have afforded that on his own. He travelled southwest along the lakeshore to the farthest corner of New York, looking for free land.

			He didn’t find it. What he found was a land of stumps where pioneers had cleared the hardwood forest to make way for farms. The frontier had been open too long, and all the free land was in the possession of the farmers who had come first. He decided he’d go to work and save money to buy a farm. Land wasn’t free but it was cheap. He worked as a hired hand helping a more wealthy man pull stumps, cut down trees, and build rail fences to keep out the numerous deer. There were few towns, and these were small but built on a New England pattern around a common or green with a community church at one end. 

			Eber did not have strong feelings about religious doctrine, though he believed firmly in God. He was aware that when pilgrims settled New England two centuries before, two kinds of people had come. There were the Puritan pastors, theologians, and religious teachers. The other half of the people on the Mayflower had been members of the Church of England, and they had been artisans and farmers on whom the Puritans desperately depended for sustenance. Towns weren’t big enough for more than one church so the two religions, opposed to each other in England, had to share one building and one service. It was unwise to talk doctrine in such circumstances. They needed each other and didn’t need to alienate one another. Decades later their religious rivalry would result in witch trials. Churches were not Puritan or Church of England. They became community churches and their members left behind the rigid rules of the Puritans and the high pomp and regal ceremony of the Church of England. Instead they adopted a simpler, blander service. Jeffords knew his family’s roots were Church of England, but he accepted the bland religion of the community church. One had to attend church. It was expected and it was a way to meet girls.

			Labor on frontier farms was back breaking. Eber and his master would dig around the stumps of trees and then cut the roots they could reach with an axe. Finally, they would hitch up a yoke of oxen and have them pull until the stump came free. Stumps could be stubborn. As they worked they watched the forest for Indians. There probably were no hostiles, but fear of the unknown dies hard. There were those among them who remembered times when Indian attacks on isolated farms came frequently. Daniel Boone was only a year or two in his grave somewhere out west in Missouri.

			The community looked forward to the day when the Erie Canal would open. Then there would be commerce from Chicago across the lakes and over the canal to Albany, then down the Hudson River to New York City and from there to anywhere in the world. For now, commerce was limited. Men grew wheat and rye to make into whiskey. In bulk and weight, whiskey was cheap to transport, cheaper than grain or beer. Congress had set heavy taxes on whiskey, and men of the frontier had revolted in the past for the tax was ruinous. In these distant parts, shipping costs cut into everything. If Buffalo grew into a city, if trade were established with Chicago, if the canal opened, produce could be shipped more cheaply and men might begin to know wealth. For now, they were subsistence farmers. They grew things for their own table and had few options for selling surplus.

			Monotony was broken by church and by dances. It seemed like everyone knew how to play a musical instrument of some kind, even if it was only a Jew’s harp. Those who played well were treasured and idealized. The girls seemed to flock to them. Musicians reminded Eber of the story of the grasshopper and the ant. He felt like an ant, until one evening he danced with Almira Wood. To him she seemed beautiful. She was only fifteen. Her parents had been among the first to settle Chautauqua.

			They were old frontier stock, their history lost. They went west, cleared a patch of land, and farmed a bit. They hunted for meat and fur and used the pelts as their currency. When neighbors got too close or game too scarce, they moved west again. They were of the same sort of long hunters as Daniel Boone, people who followed and moved with the frontier. The frontier had extended south of New York through Ohio, Indiana, and Illinois to Missouri, going around Chautauqua, leaving the woods without a frontier near at hand. The frontier was far away, so they stayed.5

			Eber and Almira married on October 5, 1824, when she was sixteen and Eber twenty-one years old. Good news came two years later when daughter Susan was born in 1826. In 1828, James, who would become a sea captain, followed Susan, and Eunice joined her siblings in 1830. Thomas Jefferson Jeffords was born January 1, 1832. There was other good news. On October 26, 1825, the long-awaited Erie Canal opened its locks for business. Construction had begun in 1817.

			The canal offered a new life for Eber. He could give up being a farmhand and working for his room and board and the hope, perhaps, that the farmer might remember him in his will. Now there was commerce. There was a place to sell things. Ships came to Buffalo at the mouth of the canal and Buffalo grew. More than that, the asheries opened and there were jobs.

			The asheries burned the hardwood trees and entered the ash into commerce. The most valuable product was pearl ash, which the asheries shipped to New York City and London for use in making glass and ceramics. Factories used other forms of ash to make soap and saleratus, baking soda. The jobs paid real salaries, and a man might feed his growing family and still put a little aside to buy a farm.

			Tom spent his first seven years in Chautauqua County attending school for the first time. The county was proud of its civic institutions: schools, churches, government. Chautauqua historians make much of being a station on the Underground Railroad that spirited escaping slaves into Canada. Its historians have less to say about the economy, treating it as something there in the background of no particular importance. They detail for us the growth of their institutions. Tom learned tolerance for other races.

			The children grew in a loving family6 and soon they were off to school. By the time Tom was seven, there were four children in school. Eber had to pay for his children’s schooling. This stretched Eber’s meager resources. He wasn’t getting any closer to purchasing his farm. He needed to make a change, and in 1839, he decided to move the family to a lakeport, Ashtabula in Ohio, only a little over forty miles from Chautauqua County.

			Along the way, the family passed through Erie, Pennsylvania, which was connected by river and canal to Pittsburg at the head of the Ohio River. Riverboats were beginning to ply the waterway, taking goods down to New Orleans and bringing the merchandise of New England and the world back up to Pittsburg, where merchants forwarded it to Buffalo and Chicago. Ashtabula, too, saw its share of lake trade and sailing ships. Eber settled in near the docks and went to work. Soon his sons were working as well. They’d had some schooling, but there wasn’t enough money for all of the children to continue on indefinitely. The family needed their economic assistance. Prepared for the ways of the lake, four of them would go to sea and three would rise to be lake captains, two in their early twenties.7

			Getting started again in Ashtabula was difficult for the growing family. Martha had been born in 1834, Cornelia in 1837, and Eber Jackson Jeffords in 1839. Eber had seven children when the family arrived at the port and four of them were school-aged already. The family’s arrival in Ashtabula coincides with Tom’s first break in schooling while he was just learning cursive. The family worked hard and the children grew to adulthood healthy and sound. It took years to save enough, but shortly before 1850, Eber finally purchased his farm near Morgan in Ashtabula County. By then his elder sons were at sea.

			His sons, experiencing the difficulty Eber endured saving up for his farm, learned that they should make their fortune first and then marry. Follow the dream but find your fortune before you take a wife. Four of them would never marry. Tom pursued a golden dream all his life and never took a bride. Younger brother John, a man of violent temper, followed Tom west and often worked for him. Other brothers led a life on the lakes.

			Ashtabula was in the Western Reserve. The King of England had granted this land to Connecticut long ago even though it was separated from that colony by parts of New York and Pennsylvania. Connecticut clung to its claim even after the War of Independence. Its northern and southern boundaries extended westward to the Mississippi River, creating a 120-mile-wide band of Yankee land in Pennsylvania and modern Ohio, Indiana, and Illinois. After the American Revolution, the new state ceded its claims everywhere except Ohio in exchange for the Federal government assuming its war debt. The lands in Ohio became the Western Reserve and the state released them to developers who began to sell parcels. The government administered the Western Reserve, and the lands south of it as far as the Ohio River, as the Northwest Territories. Connecticut Yankees flocked to Ashtabula after 1796, creating a society remarkably like the New England villages of Connecticut. The Western Reserve sprouted Yankee villages built in New England style and peopled by New Englanders. This was another area proud of its Underground Railroad stations. The Presbyterians came with a doctrine close to Puritan, and Church of England came as well, and, of course, the community church. Methodists, made ubiquitous on the frontier by their circuit-riding preachers, were late to arrive.

			Tom’s family probably belonged to a community church. The stiff-necked Yankees had tolerance for the black slaves making their way north, but they knew themselves as God’s chosen people, a cut above anyone else, people who knew what was right and proper. Tolerance is one thing; it doesn’t mean you want to marry a social inferior. This might have made it difficult for Tom to look seriously at Mexican damsels as spousal material. While he was open to other cultures, he may have found it difficult to accept the differences in a spouse. In Tucson, he paid court to a few Yankee women. In later life, we don’t find Tom Jeffords much inclined to attend church, nor do we find him rejecting religion. The frontier where Tom lived seldom provided a handy church. We do note that he grew up with a strong sense of what was right and proper, of fair play, honesty, and loyalty to friends. He always acted as if he was responsible to something beyond himself, to friends, to country, and perhaps to God.

			Webster Jeffords, born in 1853, inherited the farm after his brothers had gone on to other pursuits. Brothers Edward and Locke, born in 1843 and 1848, were also farmers, and may have inherited part of Eber’s farm after pursuing other employment. Locke went to sea first, as did his elder brothers. That the eldest and second son and subsequent sons went to sea is an indication that they weren’t waiting around for their share of the farm and that their father didn’t need them at home as he might have on a large farm. Sister Cordelia married a sea captain, and this is another indication of strong links to life on the waves.

			Neither Eber nor his sons left much mark on Chautauqua or Ashtabula. Historians don’t mention them amongst the hundreds of prominent citizens deserving of a brief biographical sketch. Although most of the family remained in Ashtabula throughout their lives, they made little impact. The only member of the family mentioned is the son of Cordelia Jeffords Blair, and from that sketch we learn a few details about Eber.8 The family lived in the port of Ashtabula for a long time after they moved to Ohio. Saving his money, by 1850 Eber was able to purchase a farm in the country near Morgan. By then James and Tom were grown and serving as sailors on the lakes, James as captain of a ship. Eber stayed on his farm until he and son Eber Jackson Jeffords joined the Union Army at the start of the Civil War. Both served in Battery E of the 1st Ohio Light Artillery. Brothers John and Henry also joined the army. John served in Company D, of the 3rd Ohio Cavalry, and Henry in Company C of the 60th Ohio Infantry. Eber passed away in 1862 while in active service and the army buried him at Nashville, Tennessee. Tom went west before the war.

			Eber thought of himself as a middle-class farmer. The middle class has always been protective of its status, anxious to preserve its good name and careful to appear dependable. Eber only fell on hard times when trying to get back into farming. He wasn’t a laborer of no consequence who passed from job to job with few cares for the morrow. Such men drank and cared little for how others viewed them; there was always another job. Life on the docks threw Eber and his sons together with men from all of the northern European cultures, with lower-class people and even with half-Indian French Canadians. This life taught Tom acceptance and tolerance of others even as he maintained his own personal discipline and standards. He was capable, in a way few are, of making friends with those of other cultures.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Lake Sailor

			The docks of Ashtabula were bland without the tang of salt in the air, without the white crust of salt on pilings, without the strong scent of ocean on the breeze. To a boy standing on the shore, the docks were boring, a place of hard labor and little excitement. But he could gaze out across the endless waves and dream. There must be adventure out there. The lakefront abounded in stories of ships lost and missing. Missing ships—what had become of them? They just disappeared. Shipwrecks were commonplace. Storms, ice, freak waves, and winds took them down. There were narrow passages between lakes full of snares, snags, and shoals. Sailing must be an exciting life. It was certainly better than manhandling cargo on the shore.

			Tom Jeffords grew up on the lakefront, and stories persist that he had commanded a ship. If so, he must have left home very young. Tom was twenty years old in 1852 and was in Denver, far from the lakes, by 1859. Four of Tom’s brothers sailed the lakes and without doubt one, James Jeffords, was a captain while still young. A newspaper article lists a Captain Jeffords on the bark John Sweeney in 1856. If this was Tom, and not his brother James, he would have been only twenty-four.

			On October 13, 1851, the brig Chicago under Captain Napier went down with loss of first mate, second mate, and a seaman. Captain Jeffords of the schooner Home rescued the captain and balance of his crew.1 This is the earliest reference to a Captain Jeffords of Ashtabula. Tom would have been nineteen, so this must have been his brother, James. The brig Caroline A. Bemis sprang a leak on August 27, 1852, en route to Sandusky; her cargo of wheat and flour became waterlogged, and so she swelled, burst her seams, and went down. She was under the command of Captain Jeffords.2 Capsizing or sinking due to a wet cargo was quite common on the lakes. On September 6, 1854, the docks launched the schooner Robert Bruce. A new ship, she had a new skipper. Captain Jeffords commanded her.3 Tom would have been twenty-two. In 1855, Captain James Jeffords of Ashtabula narrowly missed going down with his ship, the propeller Charter Oak. That fall he was the listed commander, and initially the press reported him as lost and drowned, but he was at home with an attack of “fever and ague.” About noon, people on shore saw a trunk floating on the water near where the wreck went down. Inside was a miniature, two inches square, which the newspaper kept, awaiting a claimant.4 

			GOOD TIME.—The bark J. SWEENEY, Capt. Jeffords, left Chicago on Friday of last week, and made the run to St. Clair Flats in 69 hours and 45 minutes, where in consequence of the collision she grounded. This is but little short of the CANADA’s famous time and from what we know of Capt. Jeffords we believe he would have equaled the CANADA’s trip but for the accident referred to.

			Buffalo Daily Republic

			Saturday, July 5, 18565

			The commander of the J. Sweeney is the most likely candidate for being Thomas J. Jeffords. He would have been twenty-four. Before 1859, Tom left the lakes forever. He may have left disgraced since in racing he had caused a collision and might have found himself “on the beach.” This was probably not the case, as setting new records for fast runs was common practice. He may have seen one too many shipwrecks and left this line of work. This seems unlikely, as in later life Tom took risks that suggested great courage. More probably he found the life boring and unprofitable as he was working as an employee of ship owners. He may have thought going west for gold held better prospects. He would pursue gold for the rest of his life.

			On the ocean the wind is in your face, bringing the tang and smells of saltwater. In seaports the smell of fish is always nearby, brought by mounds of clam and oyster shells and fish being processed—dried, salted, and canned. Ashtabula in the 1840s, when Tom Jeffords was young, smelled something like this. The fish smell was there but not the tang. The town smelled of the products coming through, and in the nineteenth century many of these were much more crude and aromatic than would suit us today. Ship builders required pitch and tar to caulk ships’ hulls and protect cordage. There would have been a strong aroma of hemp, as that was the plant from which the rope walks made cordage. Lumber was a principal commodity in lake trade and it smelled of pine forest and resin. The ships stank of damp and moldy things that had settled to the bilges but, perhaps in fresh water on short runs, not as much as saltwater craft on long voyages.

			On the lakes, ships would slide along to the gentle shush of water passing underneath. Square sails on the foremast pulled the ship along while triangular sails aft tilted the decks to one side, allowing the craft to sail closer to the wind’s eye. That advantage could kill a ship especially in the narrow channels around harbors and between lakes where the wind could shift suddenly. Because the lake ships were nearly flat bottomed with no great, deep keel to provide resistance, a sudden shift in wind would capsize a ship, as witness the accounts of Captain Jeffords’s ship coming to the rescue. 

			Another danger came from cargo, which could shift if not properly stowed. Cargo was often flammable. Even grain was a risk. If the hull leaked and the grain became wet, it would swell and tear a ship apart from the inside. Flour, too, was an explosive risk as the dust it brought aboard was combustible. The crews were small, three or four deck hands, just enough to hoist the sails. In danger, there were few hands to respond.

			Ships of the Great Lakes didn’t make long voyages. They made short runs from port to port. After the run, the small crew departed, leaving the captain to recruit anew. He’d need another officer to stand watch, three or four deckhands, and a cook, often a woman. The cook was important. Without a good one the captain would never find deckhands. Lake ships smelled of the cooking of fresh food and bread, not the hard meals of long voyages on salt water. Descriptions of sailing on the lakes from the Canadian side compare it to the hard life of sailors in the Royal Navy. Perhaps it was so, but on the American side, sailors recorded conditions as much better.
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