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Introduction,

In the following account which I have written of our
trayels across the plains, I wish it understocd that I have
depended upon my memory for but very few of the details. I have
a rumber of letters written by my father while on the road and
sent back tc his father, The letters are not in the form cf a

diary, but writter in "secticns" as he says in his letter, written
just at such times as he could get the chance. I have given dates
ard circumstances just as he did in substance, but used my own
language. While there are meny places and happenings that I
vemenber as distinctly as things that happened lately, I have
avoided relating thcse things; but sickness, deaths and buriale

I seem to see just as they occurred. I have been surprised in
reading my father's letters to note how little he said about deaths
of other members of the company other than of us Salem peorle,

but I suprose he thought our folks here would not know anything
about them. He speaks highly of them and of their kindness and
said he never exrected so much kindness from strangers as he had
met with in our company; and I have always wondered why they left
us whern we were all sick in the Burnt River Mountains, as that was
where we had our woret suffering. Smzll as I was I thought we
would all die there, and I almcst hoped we would all die together.
One ertire family died there in the new company. When we

stated on, they pulled the wagcns together, tock out their provisins
and set fire to the wagon, tock their live stock and went om.

I never knew who they were or where they were from, Any one read-

ing tris may know that it is strictly tfe, as my father's letters
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show plainly that there is no coloring or craggﬁratjon used, and

w

even now after the exriration of over €6 years, I cannot read
these letters without feeling a horror c¢f what my parente, slster

and uncle must have endured, and their sufferings were nc worse

than the sufferings of hundreds of others of the emigrants in

5 .

847, =28 that has passed into history as the

ickly seascn on the
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In the spring of 1846 there was 2 small company crganized
at Salem, Iowa for the rurpcse of crossing the plains to Oregon.
I do not know what prompted them to undertake the trip, neither
do I remember the names <f any of the company except one. It
seems that cne, Edward Tremble, was the leading spirit in the
movement, as it was always spoken of as the Tremble Company.
Sometime during the summer of 1846 letters were received by their
friends at Salem, stating that Edward Tremble had been killed by
the Pawnee Indians on PlattlRiver. It seems that was about the
only misfortune that befell the company. They got through safely,
early in the fall, before the rainy season, and settled near
Oregen City on the Willamette River, and wrcte back in such glow-
ing terms about the country that a great many pecple began to talk
about emigrating to Oregon; but when it came tc a showdown, there
were but four families from Salem that made preparations for the
journey; and these families were not an organized comfany, but
just banded together as emigrants to cross the plains.
The company consisted cf:
Henderscn Lewelling and wife,
: One daughter, 16 ycars cld,
One scn, 14 years old.

Spicer Tease, a young man about 21, who went
as a teamster withcut other compensation than expenses.

John W, Fisher (Son-in-lsw of Mr., Lewelling),
and wife, and daughter about 4 yesars old.

Enos Mendenhall and wife, amgd young married
couple just commencing hcusekeening.

Nathan H. Hockett (my father), anﬂtmrther, one
sister 16 years of age, a brother 14 years
of age, myself © years, a baby brother 18
months old.




Thomas Hockett (my father's brother) who had a wife
and three children, but left them here in Iowa. He went along
to assist on the journey and to see the Western country.

The greater part of the winter was spent in making
rreparations for the trip. It was arrangedthat all draft
animale should consist offoxen, but each family should have at
least one saddle horse, While none cof the company would have
been called wealthy, yet all had ample means to provide them-
selves well for the jcurrey; Henderscn Lewelling with two wagons
and teams, Johm Fisher one wagon and team, and Mr, Lewelling and
Mr, Fisher fitted out one wagon and team in vpartnership, which
was lcaded with nursery stock, seeds, picks and such tools
as they thought they would need in the nursery business, as
they intended to make that their btusiness when they got to
Oregon., Mr, Menderhall fitted cut one wagcn and team and
bought up 25 head of young cowa and heifers, as he intended
to go into the stock business. My father fitted out two
wagons and teams and bought up 50 head of young cows and
heifers, as he alsc intended tc go into the stock business, but
was in no way in rartnership with anyone. Sc you see our

cmrany consisted of % wagons and teams, 4 saddle horses, 75
head of stock cattle ard 17 men, women and children.

By the 1lst of April it was considered all necessary
rrovisions had been made for the trip, and on the 10th of

April, 1847, we bade farewell to friends and relatives and

started for 8t. Joseph, Missouri, intending to cross the river




at trhat point and finish laying in provisions at that place to
save hauling it, as gras=z was not yet good and we would have to
haul feed for the stock, We made slow rrogress on account of

bad raads and high waters. When we got orno@ﬁie St. Joseph

we learned that the ferry boat was at least one week behind A&@V&l
in setting passengers acrcss the river, so we sent two men to

St. Joserh on horseback tc get what letters might be there for

us, and we went cn to Savarnah, Mo, where we found plenty of

rrovision such as we wished and at reascnable prices: flcur at

£2.00 per barrel, htacon 3 cents per pound, shoulders and hame 4
cents per pound, coffee 10 pounds to the dollar, etc.

After suprlying 211 our need, we traveled on to
Independence,Mc., a small town, We arrived at the Missouri
River May 14, 1847, arossed the same day and went intoc camp
where trere were about 200 wagens, and two or three companies had

already started on the trail. There was & company being organ-

o
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ized arnd we made application to be admitted intc the comrany, and
were accerted. There were about S0 wagons in all, On Mayl?7,
1847 we started on our westward march. After traveling

several days we learned that almost all e company were Mormons
and emigrents bound for California, and expected to travel the
South pass; and as we intended to travel the north pass, which

we called the Marcus Whitman trail, we thought best to withdraw

from the comrany, which we did. So the Salem comrany with-

drew and thirtsen other wagons thzt were bound for Oregon with-
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drew, making our company consist of twenty wagons.

We laid by the next day and recrganized, re-numbered
the wagons and elected Thomas Hcckiﬁt, my uncle, captain, and
on May 20th we statted on; but as we had several hard rain
stcrms which made the roads very bad and gave us a great deal of
trouble about crossing the water courses, some days we would
scarcely get out of sight of our camring place of the night
before, and it seemed that each day was only a duplicate of
tke day before. " May the 30th we arrived at a beautiful
small stream called Little Blue where we laid by, as many of
the company were nearly unable to travel, John Fisher, who
had been quite unwell, was much worse, but after one day's rest
we started on, and on June 4th we came tc the Platt River.

John Fisher was much worse, but we moved on nine miles the next
day and laid by, and on June 6th, sbout 6 o'clock in the evening,
John Fisher died. A company of forty wagons came up and cn
learning of his death, went into camp near us and remained until
after the burial. A grave was dug 2t the nocrth side of the
road nine miles from where we first came to FPlatt River, on the
bark of a mmall stream, near a bunch of willows. The grave
was dug abtout as common and cotton wood poles‘split and the
grave lined up with these. He was buried in his usual wearing
apparel, the grave filled up and sodded over. As no stone could
be found, a rost was set at the head of the grave with his rame

carved on it, "John W. Fisher, died June the 6th, 1847, aged 31

years." Abcut cne red ncerth from the grave a pcst was set in
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the ground and a mound thrown up around it, as a secticn corner
is fixed in- Iowa ty the surveyors, About 80 cor 100 people
witnessed the burial,

We heard of a great deal of sickness in other com-
panies, but this wre the first death, and there were but few
well persons in cur company. It was usually called the camp
fever and was believed by some tc be con‘zgious, and by many to
be caused by bad drinking water, We heard of many deaths in
other companies. We broke camp that same afternoon and moved
on with aching hearts, not knowing what trials we would have to
meet with further on.

We were now in the heart of the Pawnee land and the
Sioux and Fawnee were at war, We saw many bands of Indiams,
as many as 500 or 800 in a comrany, but they did not give us much
trouble yet. June 9th we were overtaker by a hard thunder storm.
It would be impossitle to give a description of a rain sterm on
the plains so that it could be realized by one who had never
had the exrerience, and the rain is almost always mixed with
snow, hail or sleet. We went intec camp on a stream that we
could not cross,; and as there was a nice, open valley about
two or three miles wide, the cattle and hcrses were allowed out
in the valley feeding without guzrds and about € o'cleck it just

seemed that the Indians just raised out of the ground amcng the

cattle and horses, each swinging his blanket, yelling as no

one but an Indian can, and they stamreded every hoof of stock we




had except four saddle horses that were tied tc the wagons,
and run them off towards the foothills scme two or three miles
away, but as they neared the hill land the horses circle.d
around the Indians and came back to camp, but by the time the
horses could be caught and got in readiness to go in pursuit,

the cattle and I
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1dians were out of sight. About twernty-five

3

of the men who were in pursuit struck the trail and soon over-

§

tock them, but not until they had killed thirteen head of the
cattle. The first sight the Indians gst of our men they fled
and were out of sight in the gulches and rcugh land. As my
uncle and J. M. Robinson was out in that direction hunting, a
rart of the men rounded ur the cattle and started back to
camp, while the others went to look for the hunters. Af ter

a while they found them, but the Indians had found them first
and robhbed them of their guns and clothing,leaving them nothing
but their hats and boots. My uncle resisted sc stubbornly
about teing robbed that they bent him over until his head was
cn his knees, ard ther the chief beat -him over the back with
his bow. Some rlaces the gkin was split four cor five inches.
Robinson was not injured. They got £7.50 in silver from my
uncle. June 15, The Indians had been giving us more or less
trouble ever since they ran cur cattle off, so we went into
camp until the same comvmany of forty wagons came up that had

besn present at the burial of Johm Fisher. My uncle drove the

Widow Fisher's team and she and her little girl rode in our




. June 16th

=

family wagon, and J. M, Robinson acted as Captai

the company expectasd came up with us and said tlat a amall
comrany consisting of eight wagons had been attacﬁed by the
of
1dians, al heir stock run the wagons bed/everything
Indians, all th tock off, th go robbed/everything

they wanted, and even the men, women and children robbed of most

of their clothing. Arother large company had taken them 1in
and had rromised to see them through. We here thought best
to keep n:ar together until we got across Scuth Platt, We

would be sc close Ft, Laramie then that we hoped the Indians
would rot bother us. 8o we traveled on several days in this
way but did not camp together, We saw many bands of Indians,
always moving in the same direction we were, but gave us no
more trouble, My uncle's back gave him so much trouble, that
the Widow Fisher took in a2 young man by the name of Henry
Willoby to drive her team, but she contirued to ride with us.
Then my uncle could rest. I well remember of hearing him
make a sclemn vow that he would never miss a chance of killing
an Indian when he could do so without endangering the lives of
others. His back socon healed up, but he carried the s{cars.
June 17th we crossed the South Platt and were now on the
Marﬁus Whitman trail, or the north pass, June 19th my

father and urcle killed the firet buffalo that had been killed
by our comrany, though we had killed very many antelope and

some deer and elk, Many of cur ccmpany were very unwell at

thie time sc thet it was difficult to find well men tc stand




guard at night ard many teams were driven by women, but we were
in hopes that the sickness was czused by btad water, and the
water secmed to be getting better. On June 28th we arrived
at Ft. Laramie where there was a stcckade and a company of
dragoons, a2s the cavalry was called then in that country.

We went into camp near the fort, We found out that
there was to be a great war dance that night by the Pawnee
Indians, as they had beer successful in a battle with the
Sioux and had carried off a number of scalps and wished to cel-
ebrate the victory. The scldiers allowed them to have the

dance inside the stockade, but they were not allowed to carry

any arms. A number of our company wert to the fort that night.

I was allowed tc go with my uncle; but when that dance was
setarted, if ever a bey wished he was somewhere else, I was
certainly that boy. I was certain we would all be killed. I
do not think anyone could describe that performance sc that cne
could realize what it looked like, There must have been 300
or 400 jumping, writhing, yelling and twisting and waving Rhose
Sioux scalrs which were held on the end of sticks about four
feet long.

On June 29th we broke camp a2nd started on our West-
ward march. July 4th laid by to let the stock rest and to
let the women wash. We were now about 80 miles from Ft.
Laramie, and we thought half way to Oregon. About 100 miles

a week was the‘best we could do. The trail led up *the Sweet

Water, a tributary of the FPlatt River. July 7th Thomas




Hockett, my uncle, was taken sick with the dreaded fever a few
days before t his and was very bad. He was unconsicious mcet
of tre time. July 16th we laid by to await the results of
my uncle's sickeess. Our camp was at the Devil's Gate con Sweet
Water, in a beautiful Valley some three miles wide where the
river cuts through a spur of the mountain, |
A number of our comrany have died, but I am unable to |
give the names of just how many. The burials have been at night i
on account of the Indiars robbing the graves for the wearing ap-
parel. The graves were ccncealed by building a fire on them
and then driving the ertire train of wagons cover them when we
broke camp in the morning. July 20th my uncle was so far
reccvered that we were on the trail again and 185 miles from
Ft., Laramie, bﬁt many of the company were very sick znd it was
a great difficulty to find enocugh well persons to drive the teams
and stand guard nights,
August 4th we were in the Burnt River Moutains, laid
by on account of the sickness, mcstly confined to the four famil-
ies from Salem. My father was amcng the number. My sister and
oldest brother both were takern sick here. As there was another
cempany of 20 wagons laid by cn account of sickness, our com-
pany ccncluded to move on and leave us, which they did. I can-

not tell how long we remained here, but it &= must have been

three weeks. All of one family of the new company died and 2ll
of cur Salem folks gct much better, so that my sister and
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brother got well and my father sc far recovered that he drove
the team a few days. The laet date in his memorandum was
August 16, 1847, OQur company concluded to leave the Whitman
trail, stzy on the south side of Snake River, take what was
called the Green River cutoff. From Big Sandy to Green

River was 45 mileﬂ/(an&_héving nearly a 100 mile drive) of
sandy desert without vegetation or water, we laid by at the Big
Sandy, restedthe stcck, filled every available cask with water
and made the start just before sundown, drove that night, the
next day, the next night and until sometime in the forencon the
next day without aﬁy food or water for the stock only what was
hauled. I do not think we lost any of the stock, but soc much
of the water was given to the stock that there was much suffer-
ing amcngthe people. I rode a horse at night and urged up the
straggling cattle and rode in the wagon in the heat of the day.
The last time I can remember of seeing my father alive he came
back on the last night and brought me some coffe and thought

we would get to Green River by sunup. I think he must have
taken a relapse about this time for his death weas recorded in
the family Bible Aug. 23, 1847. I well remember his death

and just how he looked, but I do not remember his burial.

Uo to this time my mother@nd little brother had been well, We
were now following down Snake River on the south side.
Therefore we left Ft. Boise to the right as it was on the Whit-

man trail.

Our course was much the same as Snake River, but as
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yet had n& been~n;ar to it, but on the evening of August 27th

we arrived at what wee called then Snake River Fall, but I be-

lieve is called Shcshone Falls now. We went into camp near and

orposite to the Falls. Most of our comranw@ere much better,

My mother seemed as well as she had since father's death, but in

the night my sister woke un and fecund mother had passed to the

Great Beyond., I believe today that if any perscon ever died of

a broken heart, it was my mother. We laid by the rext day, and

the next night a grave was dug at the right hand of the trail

opposite the south end of the falls and near the trail, A

vault was dug in the bottom of the grave. She was dressed in

rer usual wearing apparel and then wound in blankets and placed

in the vault without any kind of a casket or box, but was covered

over with boards from goods boxes out of the wagen; the dirt was

put back, well pressed down until the&'rave was full. The

rest of thed'irt was carried and poured intc the river and a

fire built on the grave and the next morning the entire train

was driven over the grave to conceal it from the Indians,

This is the last date that I shalllte able to give. My sister

entered the death of my mother in the Bible thus: Rebecca

;:gﬁgitt died August the 27th, 1847. Only five days before my
/' had been laid away in an unmarked grave without shroud or casket.

How my sister escared a nervcus collapse is more than I have

ever been able tc understand.
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On the morning of August 88th we started on our onward
march, Ft. Hall being cur objective point where we would strike
the Whitman trail again. Some three or four days after this
where we stopped to let the stock rest and feed near the hank
of the river, on the orposite side of the river there was a
great spring gushing out of the side of the mountain, fig€ming a
cataract that rushed down to the river. J. M.. Robinscn, my
uncle and others went to the river to get & better view of it.
Robinson concludeéd he would swim across the river to get a
still better view of it. He miscalculated the force of the
current. It carried him down into the ccld water; he took the

cramp as scon as he was carried into the cold water and sunk to

rise no more. It was useless to try to recover his body, as the
river at this point formed a series of rapids and falls. "
never knew who he was or where he was from, He had no family;

was very porular with the whole ccmpany. He and my uncle were
the best of friends. It was he who was with my uncle when rob-
bed by the Indians. When anycne was sick he would drive their
team, and was universally respected, My sister told me he was a
born leader and was welcome at mess time with any. Yo one
would have hteen missed more,

At this time Oregon Territory included both what is
now Washington and Oregon, but as were?gound for the Willamette

Valley, we alwaye thought of that when we spoke of OTegon. I

am now without chart or cempass. I know nothing more cf the




trip, gonly what my elders have told rme, excertirg that I was
taken sick of that dreaded fever at the grand rounds, I had
been very sick all day and when we struck camp my sister brought |
me some tea and said she thought I was taking the measles. I |
was tokd that the comrany who weited with cur Salem company was |
kind and loyal, but voorlysurplied with provisiens. From all
acccunts ocur Salem people were as well provided for as almost
any who ever crosszd the plains, good wagons, the best of teams |
and a supplus cf provisions, Many wagcns had to be left. 8ome |
cut their wagon boxes in two and made carts. I know but little

of the hardshirs of the trip to Ft. Hall, but I have been told

that the rcad from Ft, Hall was the roughest ofthe whole trip.

We struck the Whitman trail at Ft, Hall and stayed on it, I

don't know what time of the year it was now, but it must have

been the early part of October. We kept to the whitran trail

tc Ft Walla Walla. We were now in the Cayuse Indian cocuntry

and there was great fear of an vprieing, 2s a great many of them

had the meszsles. Many had died and they blamed the white pecple .
Certain it is that we did net reach Walla Walla until after the

rainy seascn set in and it must have been in November when we

reached the Columbia River. My uncle and sister sold our ox

wagons and what few cows and heifers we got through, to the

Hudson Bay Cc., keering the faithful mare that we had for a

saddle horse and one cow, our beds, bedding, wearing apparel,

prcvisions, etc., and chartered a flat opren boat or barge, and
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loaded our entire belcngings on it. The Widow Fisher had
ridden in cur family wagon since her husbznd's death, sc she and
her little cirl remained with us, but let her team ccntinue with
the comrany down the Columbia to the Falls. The boat we hired
wae an open boat. I think this transfer to the boad was de-
cided upcn becesuse of my sickness,

How long it took us to make the trip to the Falls I
never knew. The first I remember after I was taken sick was
when we were at the Cascade Falls. They were trarsferring the
boat around the Falls similar to moving a house. I seemed to
awake from a sound sleep. I knew it was raining and my sister
was learing over me. I asked why I was in the rain. She told
me it had been raining on us six days and nights, so I think we
may have made the trip from Walla Wa la in six days and nights,
The next thing I was conscious of was that I was hungry and I was
hungry from then on, but it was three or four months bsfore I
could walk as I hac lost the use of my lower limbs, My hips
and backbone had worn through the skin, but we got safely trans-
ferred around the worst of the Falls and the boat launched ,re-
loaded and continued down the Columktia to the mouth of the Will-
amette where a t9W boat took us up to Portland where we arrived
December 12, 1847, having been on the road since April 10, 1847,

or eight months and twc days from Salenm,

We were abtle tc get a small log house in Fortland to
we
move intc and/were once more sheltered from the rain,. The
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great problem was, what were we fc A0, Father and mcther gone,
among strangers snd in a strange land. Portland at that time
consisted of a rew of houses alcng the river, with a few shacks
back, and was usually called "String Town." I cannot recall how
long we stayed there. There was a esmall coleny fizfmed 16 miles
"ést of Portland on the Tualitin River and we moved out there,

An old hunter and trarver by the name of Squire FEberts, who had
an Indian woman of the Rlackfeocot Tribe for a wife, gave us the
free use of a log house of his to live in. H's vpartner, Bill
Wilkinscon, lived near him. His wife was an Indian woman from
the same tribe, and no cne could have been more kind or more
helpful to us than these rough men of the mountains. N8t very
long after we landed at Portland the rest of the Salem people
came. They got as fat as the Falls and for some reason could
get no further with wagons, I think they were blockaded by snow
in the Cascade mountains, At any rate, they sold wagons and
stock and ceme by water to Portland. Mrs . Lewelling and Spicee
Teas, the young man who had besn tearster for them, were both
sick and died soon after they got through, making in all five
of our Salem peorle who had died. Soon after.we moved out and
joined the Tualitéh Colony Govéﬁor Abernethy called for 500
volunteers to go to North%& Oregon to try and suvpress the
uprising of the Cayuse Indiarns who had murdered Dr. and Mrs. Whit-

man and twelve of their missionaries and had taken I think, forty-

two prisoners, mostly wemen and children. Whitman's mission
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was near Ft. Wal-la-la, what i: row Washington. The name of
the Mission was Waiilatpu. My uncls, Squire Eberte and Bill
Wilkinson volunteered, and we now fzlt very lonely.

I never could see how my uncle could go off and
leave us as he did. Our two old mountaineers also went, and it
seemed we re just left alone in the world. My sister had
about #1200.C0 in gold, the faithful mare and one cow, but -soon
after an# administrator was appéinted and everything was taken
possession of and sold, even my parents' clothing and books.
My sister had to buy the family Bible to keep it from passing in
to the hands of strangers, but some way, I never knew how, my
sister kent the $1200.00 in gold. I never krnew of it until
she sent my share to me when I became 21 years old, My sister
was appointed guardian for us children, She found a home for
me with one Jacob Rezd and they w ere as good to me as anyone
could have been.

The gold mines had been discovered in Califcrnia and
nearly everbody was aiming to go. My oldest brother found a
home with & man by the name of Magee, This was late in the fall
(o) il 1 2 Ve had not heard from my uncle and supposed he had
been killed in the Cayup® War. Atou t the lst of March, 1849,
Mr, Reed moved to California and took me with him. That was the
last T knew of my folks rntil}?he suﬁmer cf 1850. Mr. Reed

Reed returned from California and brought me back with them.

I then learned that my sister had married and gone to California,
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that my brother was also in California and that my uncle,
Wilkinsen and Eberts had been dispatched to St. Joserh, Mo,
after govermment troops; that in the fall of '48 Wilkinson and

Eberts had vilcted the troops back; that my uncle had gone home,

(8]

got one of his brothers and had crossed the plains in '48 to
California and expected to take us children back home when they
went, In the fall of 1850 they found the other children in
California and brought them back to Oregon where we were all
together again, tu}%y sister would not return to Iowa, neither
would she let my little trrother come,

In the spring in 1851 my uncle made prevarations to
return to Towa, and about March lst we took passagze on the
gsteamship Columbus for San Franciséo and tfere we unfortunately
took passage on the steamship McKim, an old vessel that had been
condemned by the government and had been repainted and stole out
with 450 passengers bound for Panama which we should have reached
in ten days. After we had been out four or fiove days we en-
countered an awful storm. The vessel sprung a lea@éLd filled

with water until the firzs were put out and the steam pumps stopp-

ed., The pumps had to be Tun then by details from the passengers.
It toeck 24 men at a time to rur the rumps, Everything possible
was thrown overboard to lighten the ship. We drifted for two

weeks with a north wind. By this time we were south of the

equator and cut of provisions and fresh water,were allowanced on

a nint of bean soup and a pint of water a day for a week, and
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then cut down to one-half pint of soup and one-half pint of
water. Here was where I met with the greatest suffering of my
life. The weather untimely hot, with h=1f a pint of stagnant
water every 34 hours, with our lips swollen and oug/tongues
parched and cracked @pen, but the carpenters finally got repa@@e
made, the fires rekindled, the steam pumps started and we made
our way back to Acarulco and there took cn flour and fresh water
and arrived at Panama after having been out %6 days from San
Franciseco, We crozsed the Isthmus of Panama on donkeys and
shipped on the steamship City of Mexico for New Orleans, and there
tcok a river boat for Keokuk and arrived at Salem, Iowa, May 21,
18561,

So far as I knew my yocung brother and I are all that

are alive now of this company. My brother lives at Eugene,

Oregon. My sister died in 1858 in Oregon. My pldest brother
died in N. E. Washington in 1SCE. My uncle was out buying
sheep in Jefferson Co., Iowa near Fairfield, and just sunk out
of sight. The last time he was ever seen that we know of was
on July 3, 1857, He was twelve miles from Fairfield. Said

he intended to sprend the 4th with his family in Fairfield.

Many thought he was drowned, a2s the water courses were very high,
and he told the last man he was known to talk with that he was

going to Fairfield that day if he had to swim,
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‘ : I Ain't Dead Yet.

‘ I've knocked around amazin'
| In this wor of calm and storm,
And I've se some hard cld bat tlea,

n
ept a plodding on,
And my spirit's just as cheery
As it ever was, you bet.,

Oh, I've had my tribulations,
But I ain't dead yet.

d
1
But I've kep
i
W

L2 a hear o' changes
In country mound about,

And my old time friends and heighbors

Is most all g dving out,

But I guess I'm tough Pni hearty,

And the time for me ain't set.

I've seen my friends a2 leaving, 4
But I ain't dead yet.

And sometimes I get to thinking,
As I'm gettin' by myeelf,

That there must Be a reason for it
Why I ain't laid on the shelf;
There might be soms leetle service
The world would never get

If I was taken from ift,

S8c I ain't dead yet,

And so I'll keep a hustling

With all the might I've got,

And so I'11 rlant a few more flowers
On this old wcrld's garden epot,
And though I'm old and fogy,

I won't set down and fret,

I'11l just show the folke around
That I ain't dead yet.

@

And when I get
Where eternal
And s*tand with

gonder
c*&xs bloom

ther thousands

All around the great white throne,
I'll gay to them around me,

Even though we haven't met,

"Why this just beats all creation,"

For I ain't dead yet.
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