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Californis Joe

: A check of available material does not disclose that Mosea E,
¥ilner (Cdlifornia Joe) served any definite time at Fort Robinsonﬂfv ;

“of i,

Like many scouts attached to a command, he was in and out of the
various military posts. ' a

It is extremely difficult to amass reliable information about
california Joe, so much of what has been printed 1s more or less
pure fiction, This Soc iety has in its files & typesceript entitled,
california Joe" compiled by Charles Daniel Randolph "Buckskin B111".

\ This wes apparently designed to be a book but we have no information
\ & as to its publication in any form, It contains blographiss of Oal-
ifornia Joe by Col, Prentiss Ingrsham and Raymond W, Thorpe, and a
number of lstters and reminiseezs:jﬂ:ijgzﬁfing the famous scout,

The Ingrahem biography 1is -probably mogfly fiction and 1s written
in the approved dime novel style. The Thorpe bio%raphy, although
written in a more restrained manner is probably also unreliable,

But the manuseript oontains other material which gives what seems, at
lecst, more authentis information on California Joe.

Joseph E. Milner, a grandson of California Joe is quoted as writing:
&

‘Mcalifornia Joe" was my grandfather on my father's
side and his 4#B® real name was lioses Embree liilner, He
5 was born near Stenford, Kentucky, May 8, 1828, He was
foully murdered at Fort Robinson, Nebraska, on October
29, 1876, and was buried in the post eemetery."

. The following letter 1s quoted as having been received by Joseph
Bes Milner:

WAR DEPA RTMENT, OFFICE OF THE QUATTIRMASTER GRMNERAL
Washington, Du Ce
In reply refer to (W 203-A-C-lKilner, Moses E,

November 24, 1924

Mr, Joe E, Milner '
410 Pifth Street, Apt. 51
Portland,  Oragon :

Dear. Sir:
In reply to your letter of November 4, 1924, relative

0 ghg location of the grave of your grandfather, Meses,BE, Milner
Celifornia Joe ), the ‘uartermaster General desires you to be




advised that the records show that Soout Milner is buried
in Crave 14, Post Cemetery, Fort Robinson, MNebraska, A
small hesdstone bearing the following inscription marks the
grave:

Moses Milner .
Soout /

Very truly yours,

R‘ P’ Harbo:‘dﬂqéf
Major Q.M.0,
Assistant Y

According to accounts by luther H, North, Dr, V. T, NMeG11} -
Alcuddy and Joseph B, Milner (who received his informaetion from his
two unecles ) California Joe was shot in the back by one Thomas #

&% llewoomb, a young man who had come to the Black Hills in 1875, The
two men had had some trouble at Fort Robinson end got into a row
the evenlrg before California Joe was killed, But they shook hands

afteg;zzi:ﬁ::%ﬁoalled the row settled.

Foukom was put in the guardhouse but sinece Milner was 2 aivilisn
scout the army had no jurisdiction gnﬁ ha was. relessad aftor 4 deys
anceording to MeGillyouddy's aceount, Tt 48 uncertain what became
of him afterward, Joseph T, Milner says he was pursued and shot to
death presumably by George or Charley Nilner, Californis Joe's sons,
But no «@&s authertie information on this was found,

Dre Ve Po MoGillicuddy writing in 1922 to a friend (ss quoted
in the Randolph Mamseript ) had this to say of California Joo exe
Plaining his presence at Fort Robinson in Ostober 1878,

"In the spring of 1876 he joined the expedition sent
out to round up the hostiles under Sitting Bull, serving
under the ocommand of General Crook, He rendered good sare
vice to the end of the scampaign. In this expedition I
was surgeon of the ZJecond end Third Cavalry, snd I was
known as the Surgeon 3Jeout,

"Barly in Ootober, 1878, the expedition broke up at
Fort Robinson in the far nor%hwsat ocorner of Nebraslka,

and the troops were distributed to various wintoﬂ qui:ters.
A ngw expedition was organized er General Magkenz

of ghe Fguv%h gavafry; %o push gﬁ%o the Big Horn country
and round up scattered -bands of Northern Cheyenres end

3ioux, whe were atill active in that section, and California
Joe was selected as chief of scouts.”




CALIFORUIA JOE

One of the Greatest Scouts and Guides of the 01d Frontier

Fort Robinson, Nebraska, in 1&77

The 0l1d Red Cloud Agency

California Joe, Ouster's Favorite Scout




California Joe
The Famous Hunter, Guide and Scout
Photo talken in Nevada one time vhen

Californla Joe was "dressed up" and "trimmed up.”

Picture was presented by Joe Mllner,

hie grendson.

California Joe's real neme was
Moses Fmbree Milner,




"California Joe"
The Mysterious Plainsman
By
Colonel Prentisa Ingraham

Chapter 1
The Forest rhantom

"Who was California Joe?" Kind rcader, that guestion I can
not answer sny more than ean I the queries: "VWho was the man of
the Iron Mask?" "Who wrote the 'Junius Letters?'"™ But from the
time he entered upon the eventful career of a border bdoy, when he
was in his seventeenth year, I can write of him,end many a thrilling
tale of his adventures can be told.

But go beyond that night when he first appeared to a wagon train
of emigrants and became their guide, and all is s mystery, as though
a veil had bien drawn between him and the years that had gone before,
for of himself this strangj man would never apesk.

One night nearly a century ago a train westward bound was en-
camped Just where the prairie met the woodland end hills. It con-
sisted of a score of white tilted vegons drawn by oxen, half as many
stoutly tuilt ocarryalls to which were hitched serviceable horses, and
the stock of the emigrants eomprising horses, ocattle, sheep and hogs.
Perhaps half a hundred souls were in the train, half of them being
hardy, fearless men, and the remainder their wives and children,
seeking homes in the border land.

Vhen the camp had been pitched for the night an hour before sun-
set, for the train traveled slowly, retarded as it was with their
stook, a few of the younger men took their rifles for a stroll through
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the woodland above, hoping to knook over a few wild turkeys and
squirrels for the evening meal. They were guite sugceessful and, lured
on by the sport, they penetrated the hills for a esouple of miles and
only thought of returning when the evening shadows warned them that
‘night was at hand.

"Heaven above! Look therel" The ory came from the lips of one
of the party, and all were thrilled with the sudden exclamation, whioh
told of something more worthy of attention than a wild turkey or even
a bear. All glanced in the direction in which the one who had made
some startling disoovery was gazing, and every eye became rivited at
onoee in a manner that proved the thrilling ory of thelyr ocomrade had
not been uneoalled fors There, some hundred paces distant from where
they stood, was what appeared to be a horse and rider. The animal was
mow-white, and stood as motionless as though carved from marble. The
The rider was dressed in deep black from boots to hat and sat silent
and still, FEven in the gathering glooﬁ hia‘tace.aeomingly very pale,
was visible and it was beardlesss Aoross his lap lay a rifle, also |
seemingly painted blaek, and & belt of arms of the same somber hue
wag about his waists The horse was paddle and bridleless and stood
with head ereot gazming upon the partys This mush all of the young
enigranta saw, But who was this strange being and his ghostlike horse?
One remembered he hed heard their guide tell the story of how a
phantom horse and rider had been seen by old hunters and trappers in
that forest of late months, and none knew sught of him. All then re-
ealled the story and felt th&t they beheld the same mysterious being.

The guide had died e fow days before and been duried dy the road-
side., The train was sontinuing its way upen the indistinoet memory of

one of the wagoners who had before been over the trall, rather than




e
delay for weeks untll another plainsman could be found to lead them,
They, therefore, could not ask the guide, upon their return to eamp,
to describe again the Phantom of the Forest whioh he and others had
geen; but that this must be the horse and rider that had won such
fame, there ocould be no doubt in the minds of the young emigrants.

The guide had sald, they remembered, that the Phantom allowed no
one to approach him and of this they would now learn the truthe. After
a moment of hesitation, pessed in low, earnest conversation, they de-
clded to hall the seeming Phantom. "Ho, stranger!" called out one of
the number. But no reply ceme, and neither horse nor rider moved.
"Stranger, who are yous" Again was the oall unsnswered. "Ho, stranger,
we are lost; our train is on the preirie under the red bank eliff and
we would thank you to show us baek to camp.™ One of the arms of the
mysterious horseman was raised and beskoned to them as though to follow,
end the white horse turned and walked slowly away though no reply came
from the rider,

"Come, boys, let us follow him," cried ane, end taking up their
game, they did. Arriving at the spot where they had Just behdald the
seeming Thantom standing, they halted suddenly. And no wonder, for
they stood in the midst of a dozen graves. The grass had not yet
covered them, whioch proved they had not long held their oscupants, and
no head-boards marked them. But a well~=worn path led from the spot
sacred to the dead up the hillsides However, this path was not the
one the mysterious horseman had taken, as he had turned short off down
the hillaide, As he saw the party of emigrants halt among the graves,
he again beckoned them on, and once more they followed him silent and
wondering. Slowly the shadows deepened around them, and night came on;
but as though to still allow them to keep him in sight, the silent
horseman dropped bask until the white steed ocould de seen winding his
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way through the timber. At last he halted and allowed them to approasch
almost up %o him, and then the white horse bounded away and disappeared
in the glooms They called %o ﬁlm, yet no anawer came baok, and soon
the fall of the hoof strokes were no longer heard., Reaching the spot
where they had last seen him, a ery droke from the lips of all, for
there right below them they beheld the oheerful glimmer of their ecamp
fires. He had guided them truly, and five minutes after, they were

in camp telling over enmd over ‘again the stremge story of the Forest

Phantom,

Chapter 2
The Unseen Guide _

When the dawn broke mpon the scamp, the emigrants were somewhat
atartled to discover a stiak in front of the center fire, atieking up
in the ground, end vith a plece of paper fasbened to i1t, The captein
of the traln read what was written thereon aloud, and 1t was ae fol-
lows: "Warning, If this trein is bound for Smnset Settlement, it im
on the wrong ¥rails If they do not fear to trust the one who writes
this, let them follow the staked trall." This wes all, but it set the
entire train of emigrents to thinking. They had 1little esonfidence in
their amateur guide, for the simple reason he had lese in himself and
hed only guarenteed to go the way he thought was right, Now he said
that he might be wrong and he advised the osptain to follow the "staked
trail." But who was their unimown informer? He had passed the guerds,
that was evident, and had enterad the cemp unseen, for who else had put
the stake there with its warning? Then some one same in with the in-
farmation that a large number of amall aprigs had been out from a tree
near by, end another reported that one was staked out Just beyond the
samp. Instantly the captein went to this stake, and it hed evidently
been plaeed there under ocover of the night Just passed. Afar off a
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oclose serutiny showed that another'stake had been placed, and then 1t
wes declded to follow the trall they marked out. The order %o move
was given, and the train pulled slowly out of its gcamping-place.
Pollowing the stakes, whioh were placed about a mile apart with a bunch
of prairie grass upon the top of each, that they might be the better
gseen, the train sontinued on its way until the noon halt. Then the
mysterious afrfair was talked over and the fact made known that the
trall of a single horese had been left from stake to stake. Could iV
be the Forest Phantom? Such was the question asked by all, It must
be, man& thought, for had he not faithfully guided the hunters back %o
thoir camp the night before?

After an hour's halt the train again moved snd passed through a
valley that divided the range of hills out upon the prairie beyond.
Not earing to go away from & good oampiné ground to perhaps make a"dry
camp” out upon the prairie, the captaln of the train called a halt
Just in the shelter of the hills, although there had been but about
fifteen miles made that day. As soon as night came on, and all gathered
around the eamp fire, the subjeot of sonversation was about their un-
seen guide. |

Plaeing the guerds the camp egain sank to rest, and no sound dis-
turbed them through the night., The guards neither heard nor saw any-
thing of o suspleious neture to alarm them. But atrange to eay, when
the dawn came, therse in front of the saptain's tent was the siake
driven into the ,round under the shadow of the night, end upon it was a
plece of paper,.avidently torn, as had the other pleces been, from an
014 letter, and written in peneil., The writing was legible, but by no
means written by a soribe. This seecnd note read, "You are doing rightl

Follow the staked trail." And all through the day the train did follow
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the staked trail, for the stakes were still placed to gulde them,
though they were farther apart than the day befors.

At dark the train reached a smell stream and in the shelter of
the few willows and‘co#tonwoods npén 1ts banks went into camp. Hardly
had the fires been lighted when far off upon the prairie s light was
visible, That it came from a camp fire was evident and the emigrants
gezed at it long and earnestly, for who could have built 1t unless
1t was their unseen guide? Some wished to go and see, but this the
train ecaptain would not sllow, as he knew well he was in a dengerous
ocountry, for both train robbers and Indiens were to ba dreaded in that
border lamd, Affter blazing for half en hour the distant fire died out,
and then all was blagkness upon the prairie.

At en early hour the train again pulled out and the staked trail

led directly over the spot where had been seen the fire the night before.

A few charred sticks were visible risht on the bank of a tiny stream,
and there were only a dozen cottonwoods near to form a shelter for a
camp. But there, evidently, had their unseen guide camped, for they
could see where blankets had preased down the grass beneath the trees
end where a horse had fed about the lonely cempes On through the day
pulled the train until they came to a spot that was sn excellent eamp-
ing ground, and there they halted. Again were fires built, and after
suppoexr the emigrants assembled around them for a talk, the one tople
of oconveraation being about their unseen guide.

Then there were oroakers in the party, for some said if he were
honest he wuld show himselfs Others feared he wes leading them into
a trap, until at last the general opinion was sgainst the unpeen guide.
But his stanch friends were the hunting party, whom he had gulded back
to camp. They all maintained that he was true, whatever he was, or 1t

was, ghost or men. Some, too, believed they were being led by a spook,
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for superstition held s great sway over the minds of peopls two~score
Years ago, and even now meny believe in the supernatural. At last,
after a warm discussion upon the subject, it was deeided not to follow |
the staked trail the folloving day, but to take their bearings as well
a8 they were able and endeavor to f£ind their way to Sunset Settlement
as best they counld. Hardly hed they come to this conclusion, and
were about to separate for the night to go to their respective quarters,
vhen suddenly into their midet came a vhite horse and upon his baek |
wag the rider in blaecks A few of the women soreamed, men sprang to

their feet, and at once all was a scene of exeitement as they guzed

upon the snow=-white steed and his sable-elad rider.

Chapter 3
"Joe"

That the fowr guarde had been stationed about the camp, the number
nightly placed on duty, all the emigrants kmew, and yet through the
line, apparently unseen by them, the vhhite horse and sable-clad rider
had comes All grnzed upon him an instant in silence, and he at them as
though walting for them to speak. They beheld a snove-white steed of
perfect symmetry, his mouth unrestrained by a blt and his back not
weightcd by a saddle. Instead of the former was a long lariat about
his neck, and in place of the latter were several blankets fastened on
with a sureingle. The rider was a youth of éeventeen, perheps, strange
to say, olad in & suit of bdlack broadeloth that looked as though it
might have done sexrvice for his father's Sunday wear, or upon the form
of gsome itinerant parson. The coat was buttoned up close, us though
to hide the absence of s shirt, and the boots, into the tops of whiech
the pants were stuck, were four sizes too large for the wearer., The

hat was 8 black folt and it, too, seemed never to have been intended to
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£1% the head upon whioh it rested. He carried a rifle large enough
for a man 9_1' full aize, and a palr of revolvers, knife end hatehet in
a horse-hair belt.

To the emigrants he appeared like one who had found his olothing
end arms separately, and hie appearance seemed to tell the story in
eonneotion with the graves in the forest where the party of hunters
had first seen him, of one who might be the only survivor of some fear-
ful messaore of some 1ittle settlement or wagon train, snd had gone
dack,after flying for his life, to £ind all the loved ones dead, and
had plocksd up for himgelf just vhat he enﬁm fm!t_. So 1t smeemed to
thoge who saw him, snd his pale fmoe rather Bdded to this surmise being
true, It was a bold, fearlese feca, & trifle reckless, with sarneat -
blaok eyes, full of fire, that secemed to look straight into one's soul.
His form was well bullt, sinewy and supple, and yet he looked like one
who had been 11l or else met with some great sorrow. |

Seeing thet ths emigrsnts were {00 muoch surprised at his unex~
peoted appearence to speak, the strange youth said bluntly, "Good
evening, folks."

"Good evening, my youmng friend," rotmod 'the captain pleamantly,
while the others nedtiod at the salntation, and then the trein boss oon=
tinued, "May I ask your neme, nmy friend?"

"Joe,"

"Joe?"

"Yos, Joe."

"But you have mother name?"

"Isn't Joe name enough?"

"Certainly, 1f you 4o not ocare to be kmown by any other."”

"l don't," was thc frank reply.

Captein Reynolds was both surprised and interested in the young
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stranger, so he said, "I. beligve we are to thank you for steking a
trail out for uwe tho pest two days."

"Yes, £for you were going wrong if you were heading for sunset
Settlement."

"Phere's whore we are going.”

"Well, you were ging wrong, se I put you right."

"You are sure you are right, ars you?"

"I know," was the quiet rejoindex.

"Well, we do not, for our gulde took sick and died mome days ago,
and we were going by guess, &ided by one of the teamsters who had been
over the trall before."

"Cuess is & bed trall to follow in these parts, stranger, and, as
it ia, you are in danger.”

"Ha! Do you know of any danger threstening us?" quickly asked
Captain Reynolds.

"Yos."

"You will, of oourase, tell us what it 1s?"

"Phat i what I oame here for.”

"You are very kind amd I am remiss in not offering the hospitali-
ties of our oemp. Dismount and let us glve you sone supyer.™

"I heve baen to supper, sir, bt I'll tell you that the redskins
have laid m ambush for you,"

"Hu! That 1s news, indeed! But how know you thia?®

"I rode upon theiyr camp tonight.”

"Ponight!l"

"Yes, they are about ten miles from here, and their sples have
been watehing you all day. They woald have eome nearer, but ere afraid
of me."

"Afrald of you?"
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"Yos., They think I am & spook, or what they esll an Evil Spirit!"

It was on the tip ef'céptain Reynolde' tongue %o say, "1 don't
blame them, for we half thought so too." But he said instead, "What
makes them think so "

"Becanuse I live alone on the prairies and in the forests and hille,"

"Have you no home?"

"No, "

"Where are your parenmtisi"

"I have no parents,"” wag the reply, in the same tone in whieh he
had before ppokon.

"But you have friends.”

"I have no friends."

"And you live in this wild land aloner”

"Yes."

"But the Indisng=~-"

"They dm't harm me., I harm them,” was the laconio response.

Captain Reynolds saw that he had a strenge charaoter to deal with,
it was anxious to find out more about him, so0 asgked, "How long have
you=~"

"Say, stranger, I didn't come here to be asked queations, but te
tell you that your train 1s in danger,” abruptly said the youth, and
he oontinued: "My neme, as I told you, is Joe, and L warder about the
prairies, and that 1s dall you need know about me; but I know that old
Bad Blood and two hundred werriors are laying for your traine. If you
g0 on tomorrow, you run right into their ambush, dut if you stay here,
they will ocome tomorrow night and attack you."

"How do you Xnow this, my young friend Joei"

"I know Injuns' ways, and Bad Blood i8 on the war path. If you
went right on he would wait for you, dbut if you did not, he'd think you

stopped for rest and attaok you."
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"and what would you advise?"

"My sdvioce wwould be to lay a trap for Bad Blood."

"3ut how, Joe?" '

"4 mile farther on i3 a stream with the prairie on one side and
e Miuff on the other. On the blulff is a thisket, and the hills rise
beyond., You o¢an ocsmp on the prairie, making & corral of your wagons;
meke dumnies about the fires, and put all the women end children in a
dugout you oan make, while you and your men can take the bluff and
shoot dovm every Indlan that oomes into camp.,”

"Woll, Joo, you advise like a genoral end we will follow your ad-
vice. ¥%When would you say move?r”

"Now, and I will gulde you to the spot, and then when the Indians
atteck you, I*ll be uround some vhers," was the very signifiocant reply

of the atrange youth.

Chapter 4
Proparing For The Worst
Somehow, all in the emigrant train, ones they looked into the
honest face of the mysterious youth vho amswered only to the appella-
tion of "Joe,"” trusted him. The grumblers became silent, and the en~
tire train was enxious Yo follow him sdvioce. He sat upon his horse
watohing the emigrants get ready for the marech and then rode on shead
as they pulled out of camp. Captain Reynolds rode forward with him
and, more and mopre interested in the strange youth, tried to draw him
out to ppeak more of himself, tut in vain, for Joe was retigent imn a
wonderful degree about himself and made no asécount of why he was there

in that wilé region, the reason for his coming, or whom he had come with.

In referring to the graves in the forest, by which he had bWeen seen

seated on his horse when first dissovered by the hunters, he made no
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reply.

"Whoas graves are they, Joe?" asked Captain Reynolds, kindly.
Joe mude ne responsge. "Poor boy, I fear those you loved ere in -them
and that they were viotime of some massacre," sald Captain Reynolds.

"How many fighting men have you go%, Cap 'n®" asked Joe, as though
he had not heard the foregoing remarks of his ecompanion.

"Mfwenty~seven men and boys that can handle a rifle wsll."

"Couldn't you drum up & few more?" |

"There ure seversl more boye that might be mede useful."

"Boys ure s god ag men often 1 guess,” wap the laconic response,
and looxing et Joe, Captoin Reynolds felt that he at least was.

"Well, then, I can make the force thirty-one.”

"No women what know how to shoot & rifle?" esked Joe, with utter
disregerd for the proprieties of the Queen's English.

"Yes, Wt I vwwuldn't have them risk dcnger."

"Botter risk it than wake 1t certain,”

"How do yuu mean, Joet"

"I mean that 1f you've gobt any women folks that can shoot, take
‘om on the hill with you and pour in & heavy fire the firsi tlme, Then, |
1f you heve sny oxtre rifles and shot guns, load 'em end lay 'em by the
men to use, and the women can reload the othcr weapous. I tell you,
Cap'n, thet Bad Blood is an 0ld soldier for fighting and he has got
two hundred braves. But 1f you can ook about £ifty under the first
two volleys and then pour the mueie in pretty lively, you'll see those
Injung dig out in style.”

"You seem Lo be en old soldier, too, Joe, for your advice is good,
end I will follow 1%."

"I've geen some fighting," was the cocl reply, und then Joe rode

up to the stream and said, "Now, here is camp, and you can't find a
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better plave.”

S0 1t meemed, for the stream made a bend Just there, and the point
ren in toward the bluff whish formed the other banke This presented
a aspace of about an aere for a camp, and the wagons were stationed _
right aoross from the stream on one aide to the other, forming thereby
a breast works The cattle were corraled in.a eirele formed by the
vehioles, and the camp fires were built near the bank beneath the bluff
end under the shelter of a few trees that grew upon the point of land,
As the ptream was not thirty feet in width, a tree was felled that made
a bridge across it, and standing upon this, Joe very skillfully threw
his lasao and ecsught the noose upon the branech of the tree growing
upon the bluff forty feet above. Up this he went with the agllity of a
sallor and soon hauled up & rope ladder hastily econstrueted, which he
made fast o a tree gtump.

"That's called Cable Bluff, end there's no way to get on top ex-
copting you go up as I did, by festening your lasgo on some tree grow-
ing near the edges It's only a few aores in size and the banks are
steep all round, so it would be a good place to hide the children and
women," seid Joe.

Then he gave advice avout not having the guards set the following
night, but to keep the stook feoeding all the next day near l_)y upon the
prairie, but to fasten them securely in their corrals of wagons at sun~
Bot. |

"4snd the dummies you epoke of, Joe?" agked Captain Reynolds.

"Oh, yes. You must keep your cemp fire burning brightly and dress
up plenty of elothes to look like nen lying under bdlenkets, for they
will be what the reds will go for. HNow, I must go, bubt I guess I'll be
round nesr when the Injuns gome," aml without enother word Joe was turne-

ing uway to mount hie patiently wai ting white horse, which hed stood
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unhitehed near, when Captain Reynclds' little girl of five years old
cameé up %o him and sald:

"You doin' sway?® ,

"Yos," and Joe looked down upon tho pretty little golden~haired
girl with & smile that lighted up his pale face and mnde it really
handsoma,

"Kiss Maddle dood~by," she lliapad,

Ho bent over, railsed her in his arms and, kissing her, set her
down once more. Then springing upon his horse with the ecase of a
ocirecus rider he rode out of oamp at a sweaping gallop, unhearing or un-
heading tho rogquest of Captaln Reynolds for him (o remain with them as
their guest,

Chapter &
Joe Mekes a Grand Capture

From Captain Reynolds down to the smallest child in the train, all
were pleased with their camp when daylight ceme to show them its
natural strength of position. The appearances of heving sealed the
bluff were all removed before dawn, so that any Indian's watehful eye
that might be upon them could not deteet that any extresordinary efforts
for saution and defense had been maede by the emigrants, and during the
day the hunters went off as far as they dered in pursuit of game. TYet
there was s feeling of snxlety resting upon all, for none knew what the
night would bring forth.

One young hunter had detested afar off over a roll of the prairie
e heed peering at him, apparently, and he had notioced that it was a
redskin and reported it to Captaein Reynolds wupon his return to cemp,
but this was all that was seen in the slightest degree susplolious. As
for Joe, he war nowhere visible &uring the deay, but'the Captain had
perfeot oontidehco in the strange youth and felt that he waa somewhere
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about and on the wetoh.

At lest the shedows of night begzan to full. $he cuttle were
driven irnto the gorral of wagons, snd neerly asll the foroe set %o work
with a will preparing for the work before them. The wagone were
ditghed Bo that they eould rnoi be esslily moved, and dirt and boxes
were pilled agelnst them, as muoh as possible to shield the animels
from the shots. und to prevent thelr breaking out of the inclosure in
theiy fright when the fight begen., ‘

Dunmies representing human beings were soattered heire wnd there
about the firews, having the appearsnce of men apleep, anid the rope
ladder being placed so thut the trees kept the fire 1li:ht from revealw
ing it, the women und chiidrern were iteken up to the bluff and plaeed
in &« secweo rotreat u fow yards baek in the timber., By degrees the men,
aoting for the benefit of any watching redskin eye that' might be upon
them, vwould throw themselves down wupon the blanket beds about the
fires und then orawl mway in the durkness to gain the rope ladder lead-
ing to the bluffs 4t lust Cuptein Reynolds and a few others, not
wishing to delay longer, tlrew more wood upon the fires and retired to
the tents, to crawl out from the reur of them anl seek safety upon the
bluff, UShen not an eye other than those of the smaller children was
olused in slespe The boys of twelve, even, had been brought forwaréd to
aid in the first volley, and so had a number of the women., All the
firearms, and there wew a large supply in the train, had been laid
along upon the edge of the bluff ready for use:. Soon all was as quiet
a8 the grave in the gamp, and none would have believed bmb that pesce«
ful slumber reigned aubremo.

Slowly the hours dragged aleong, and then the watshera upon the
bluff saw & dark form glide through the line of wagons into the in-

closure. Thenm anolther and another, until several dogs, aroused by
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their presence enl which none of the emigrente had thought to sarry
upon the bluff with them, began to bark furiously eand to fly at the
intrwder:. Then arose a wild, thrilling war ory, and a hundred savage
throats answered it as the redskins sont a cloud of arrows flylng inte
eump at the supposed sleepars and into the tents and rushed forward to
begin the red work for vhich they had come. ]

The burning fires showed their buskekin-oled forms, painted faoes,
and gandily bedaeked heads, snd as they rcached the first line of
blankets, yelling like demons, Captain Reynolds shouted, "All together,
fire!" Twoencore rifles werc Jisohsrged as one weapon, ulmosi, aond
full half s many redsking 4roppod dend in their trackse Then the line
of the dPInff seemed to bo on fire, so constont were the rattling of
the emigrents' rifles and revolvers, end L) women end bays reloesding,
thare w3 kept up 8 eontinual discharge upon the surprised redskins,
who, meebing no foe %o grapole with snd falling by the domen under the
meroileas dullets of the palefaces, broke énd ran et sll quarters.

"You men follow me!" erled Ceptain Reyneclds as he deseended the
rope ladder and arossed ths fullon-tree bridge to the cemp. Oulekly
he wans obeyad and, dsshing over ths dead and dying Indluns lylng here
and there, he gainaed the vegon line of breastworks and poured a hot
fira upon theue Iflying foes, who seasmed utterly panic-siricken at the
tarrific munlshment they had met with where they hed expected an easy
vistory, plenty; of scalps, and quentities of booty. ‘

But for off on the mairie wag seen the flush of a rifls, then
other flsphes snd Toparts as though eoming from revolvers, and then
eame to the ears of the emﬁ.e;:;antﬂ 6 runbling sound like distant thunder.
The flying reldskine heard it, too, and there werce wild yelle of fury
that provad something had gone wrong, and the next instant, along the
trail leading by the camp, (ashed a large drove of mustengs, saddled
and bridled btut riderless, and in their rear rushed a snow-white steed
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with a rider upon his back hooting and yelling like mad as he sped
along. Away pest the camp rushed the drove, and as the single rider
in their midst went by he shouted: "I'm Joe, and I've captured their
whole outfit of ponies. Look sharp, for they may be back on you, and
I'1l1l retwrn 1in & couple of days to guide you to Sunset Settlement.”
.And on he pasmed out of sight, driving the mustangs at full speed and
having by his grand capture dismounted 0ld Bad Blood and his entire

band.,

Chapter 6
Joe's Little Game

Joe, whatever time he had been upon the border or whatever soenes
he had passed through before meeting the Reynolds' emigrant train, hed
certainly been able to becoms a thorough prairieman. He eould mateh
Indian ownning eny time, was able to take care of himself, and seemed
rather to enjoy the thought that he was regarded as a gpook or evil |
spirit. Though wholly uneommunicative regarding the past, and one,

young as he was, who certainly had some myster ious history, some strange

story to tell would he but tell it, he was yet not teciturn, for once
his 1ips were unloocked upon ordinary matters he had plenty to say.
After having warned the train of their threatened dsnger and guided
them to a place of safety at the bluff cemp, he had ridden off st e
gallop as though the kiss given him by little Maggle Reynolds had re-
opened wounds he had thought were healed,

He had not gone very far from the camp before he saw a dark form
suddenly spring from the grass befoare him, Then another snd another,
until two mustengs, which had been lying down by the side of their
masters, were flying away at full speed and upon their backs were their
riders. Jos 414 not hesitate at sight of them, but, on the eontrary,

let his horse inorease his speed. "They are Bad Blood's sples and they
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know Just who I am," he muttered. 4ifter a while, as he galned rayidly
upon the flying redskins, he said, "If I was anybody else, I'd have got
an errow in me, but they're afraid of me." Urging his white horse to'
a 8t1ll greater speed, which the splendid animal seemed readlly capabdble
of, he soon drew vwithin ¢lose pistol range of the two redskins. "It
don't seem exaotly right to shoot 'em when they won't shoot baek,
thinking I'm a spook; but they'll report mighty soon that I was coming
from the paleface camp and then they won't believe 1'm an evil spirit,
80 I guess 1'd better kill 'em." With this, Joe threw his hand forward
quiockly and it held a revolver, a weapon at that time almost unknown
upon the prairie and on the plainse. Instantly followed two sharp re-
ports, and the two riders fell from their saddles without a ery, for
Joe's aim was desdly. Although relieved of thelr weight the ponies
were no mateh for the white animal Joe rode, who was slongside of them
in & mimite's time, and both were guiekly saught. Then back to where
the Indlans lay went the boy end@ he found them just as he knew he would,
dead, It was but the work of a few minutes to place them upon the backs
of their mnstanés end make them fast, after which Joe started off on
the course he had been going vhen he sew the redskins.

A ride of several miles brought him to a range of hills, and through
them ren & swift stream with high banks. Here the boy halted, turned
his own horse loose with perfeect confidence that he would not leave him,
and, s taking out the ponies, relieved them of thelr ghostly loads. To
remove the two scalp locks, with a dexterity that showed he was practicedin
the art of scalping, was but an instent's work with Joe, after which he
took their weapons and robes and threw the bodies into the stream. The
ourrent carried them swiftly away. Then the strange boy built & asmall
fire in a ravine, oooked some dried meat upon the coals, and,spreading

the robes of his slain foes down upon the ground, rolled his blankets
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around him, and was almost instantly asleep. The coming of dawn d4id
not ssem to d&sturd him in the least, but when the sun rose he got wp,
sooked his dreskfast, and, leading his two captured ponies, started
on up into the hills.

At last he gained a point of observation from whenee he could
gee the distant dluff and eamp of the emigrants énd., after = elosé ab-
servation of the surrounding country, he egain settled himself down to
rests When the sun drew near the western horizon he mounted his horse
and, leading the ponies, started to desgend to the prairie onoe more.
It was dark when he gained the level lands and, as though resolved
upon his course, he went off at a lope in the direction of the emigrant
camp. 4 ride of geveral miles trought him in sight of the camp fires,
and then he went along at & slower paoce.

Drawing nearer, he at length ocame to a halt and looked ahead of
him for a long time in silense. "They're coming!" He uttered the words
in a matter-of-faost kindl of tone and dismounted at onoe, ordering his
horse to lle down. The intelligent end faithful animal at onoe obeyed,
and then Joe went to one of the poniles and ordered him down too. Vhat-
ever the brute might have done for his redskin master, he certainly
would not for his paleface gaptor. But in an instant he waes hobbled and
thrown upon his éide in a manner that proved to him he had a master in
this youth. Then Joe took something from & poueh and besmeared his
face with it and next put upon his head the feather bonnet of one of
the dead Indians and sbout hia shoulders a blanket. "We'll go now,
pony," he said, at the same time throwing himself upon the bagk of the
other mustang.

Leaving his own horse lying flat down in the long, prairie grass
end the musteng hobbled, Joe rode on directly towards the emigrant ocemp,
the fires of whioch were burning brightly not two miles distent., After
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riding oonsiderably nearer, he halted and wvmited. With the same
patience that would have been shown by an Indien Joe sat upon the
mustang, watohing and waiting: Suddenly he saw forms pase between him
and the l1ight of the fires and he new that Bad Blood and his warriors
were preparing for the attack, Slowly he Arew nearer. He saw that the
warriors had dismounted and, as he had folt assured, were approaching
the oamp on foot., Then Joe twrned to the right-about and wént rapidly
baock to where he had left his horse amdl the hobbled musteng. Quiokly
he got them both up and, hiding the white animal under robes and
blenkets, he mounted him and rode toward the camp onoe more. Passing
the spot where he had before halted, he eontinued on until he eonld
hear the snorting and atamping of the redskins' muatangé; again he
stopped end staked out the three horses.

At a run on foot he apprcached the herd and gained thelr midst
without attracting the attention of eny of the guards, who were little
dreaming of denger from that point and were taken up wholly in watehing
and waiting for the attask of their comrades, which was to bdbring them
soalps and plunder. From horse to horse Joe glided, his sharp knife |
severing the lariat near their neocks. In a few moments' time he had
set freo the lot excepting the few near the gusrds, who, five in number,
were grouped together waiting to hear the sound of oonfliet begin. The
Indians had left thelr horses over a mile from the camp 80 that no
neigh or sound should slarm the guards, and this distance they had to
g0 on foot and move with the greatest saution. It gave Joe nearly en
hour in whiech to perfeet his little game.

At lest the ringing war ory for the charge upon the emigrants'
ocamp broke on the air, and immediately after came the terrific yells
of the red fiends as they rushed upon vhat they supposed were their

viotims. Then, like a deer, Joe ran bask toward his horses, threw
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the robes aml blankets off his own animal and, leading the two mustangs
by long lariats, dashed toward the ponies of the redskins. Firing his
pistol, yelling, and at full speed he charged the herd, and at onoe,
as he had foreseen, began a wild stempede. The guards in vain tried
to cheock their flight, and over them the frightened animals dashed,
driven stralght toward the ocamp.

As he neared it, by the flaming up of the fires, Joe saw that the
redskins had been badly hurt and were flying too, end he increased the
racket behind the charging mistengs. HNot for an instant belleving
that their own animals were stampeded and fearing that they were
charging soldiery, the redgkins fled from their ponies at first until
too late they discovered their mistake. 4nd on by the camp rushed the
frightened ponies, held at their speed by Jos, to disappear in the dark-
ness beyond, though the thunder of their hoofs were long heard by the
emigrants in the camp and the enraged smd skulking Indlans as they fell
bask on foot towards their owmn village, too utterly demoralized for

- their savage ohief to bring them again to the attacke.

Chaptexr 7
Joe Strikes a Bargain

The sentinel at "the Fort" was considerably surprised the next
morning after the attaok on the emigrant train, while walting to be
relieved from duty, to see vwhat he at first supposed was a regiment of
cavalry coming towerd him. A closer look, however, showed him that
though the equine portion of a regiment was there, the blpeds were
wenting. In other words, the horses were riderless. At a slow,weary
trot they came on over a distant roll of the prairie, nearly two
hundred in number, and they were heading directly for the fort. The
sentinel sang out for the corporal of the guard and made his report,

and that worthy reported to the sergeant, and so to the officer of the
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day, which sent the news flying through the tor’aréaa that a drove of
wild horses was coming.

Officers at once ordered out their swiftest steeds, seized their
lagsosa, anl asouts and hunters Joined them, All dashed out from the
stookade inolosure to suddenly desory that the herd had a driver.

What eonld Lt mean? There was but one man dehind them and he was
waving hie hat as though for those at the fort to head them off. A
line was qulekly formed, and the herd was headed straight for the
sorral and at onos mecured, while all soemed anxious to see the single
driver of aso many ponies that had upon them bridles and saddles thay
Jnew bolonged to redskin mesters. As this person rode up he saluted
the offioers and saild bluntly;

"Them are Injun ponies."

"So I see, my young friend; but who are you?" asked the general
in ocommand of t;he fort; & thorough spertsman he had come cut for &
wild horse chase, as he supposed.

"Oh, I'm Joe," wae the quaint reply.

"Joe who, or Joe what?” asked the general with a smile, looking
fixedly at the strange youth before him.

"Either one or t'other, for it'e all the same to me. But no matter
about me, for I've brought you some ponie‘ I'11 sell to you for the
sogers, 1f you vents to buy 'em end,if you don's, I gueas I'll give 'em
to you."

"I think 1t would be cheaper for me to say I don't oare to buy,"
answered the general.

"Guess 1% would, s0 you can have 'em, all but my white here," was
the 600l response. n

"No, my young frienmd, I will buy them of you, for we are sadly in

need of stook juet now. How many have your"
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"I tried te count 'em as I was driving 'em, but one time I made
& thovsand, neoxt time only seventy, and then I run ‘em up to eight
hundred, so I don't kxnow. Put I gness there are about two hundred,
more or lessg,"

"Well, I'll give you thirty dollars e head for them."

"I'11 1ike 1t," was the frenk reaponse.

"But vhere did you get them, my young friend?"

"I eaptured them from old Bad Blood end his braves."

"Hal that old fiend is then on the wer path? Vhen and where 4aid
this happen?" and it was evident thet the words of Joe oxented great
oxoitement.

nFifty miles from hers at Cable Bluff, and last night several
hours defore daybreak."

"ind you dismounted old Bad Blood and his warriors, you say!"

"No, they dismountsd themselves, &nd I drove their ponies off
vhile they were attagking a train.” |

"fhis grows most interesting, young man. Come, tell me all aboud
it as we ride toward my quarters.”

Joe told his story as it had.hepponod, but not a word regarding
himself could the general get from him, that is, of his antepgedents.
He refused all hospitality extended to him by the generous end kinds
hearted general. And telling him to keep his money for the ponies for
him until he ocalled for it, he mownted his white horse and rode away
from the fort, leaving the impression with all who had seen him that
he was a very mysterious person. But the services he had rendered in
dismounting Bad Blood and his band made him a hero anil the general at
enoe ordered a squadron of oavalry off on the trail of the old eohlef
erd his Wwaves, for Joe had told them how to go to head them off on
thelr way to their village, whioch he kmew that they would at onee mske
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for to gat a remount, as an Indian who is a good horaeman fesls as
though he had lost a part of himself in losing his pony.
(The Comenches nnd nevoral other tribes aro most eowardly vwhem

d¢smounted, but the bravest of the Wwave on horsebasck. - The Author.)

Chapter 8
The Broken Promise

The moraning following their suscessful batile with the Indlans,
the emigrants were greatly elated over their victory and yet most
anxious for the futwre, as they knew not what was in store for them.
Every trace of thelir foes, excepting those who lay dead in and about
the camp, hed disappeared. But those who had fallen, amd they lay from
the camp fires back to the wagon line, lay as ghastly rominders of the
night's red work. There were nearly helf a hundred of them, for the
emigrants had fired with true aim, and the redskins hed been massed
together for full a mimte in the full blaze of the fires. An arrow
wound or two was all to report upoﬁ the side of the palefaces, exeepting
a few stock killed by stray bullets and injured in their tright and
desperate efforts to escape, "An@ all this we owe to that noble boy,"
sald Captain Reynolds with feeling, and there wag no dissenting volce,
though many were anxiocus regarding his asafety.

The dead bdbravees were gquiekly bdburied on the river bank, and the
camp pleoed In order, after which the works were sirengthened to meet
snother attack should one be 1n‘henﬁed. The cattle were driven out upon
the prairie to feed and securely guarded against receiving a surprise,
and those in camp looked to their arms, whioch had served them sc well.,

Thus the day passed away and Joe d1d not return to camp, but he
had promised to do g0 amd none doubted that promise. Night coming on,
the women and children ware taken upon the bluff once more, and the men

nearly all stood guard. Excepting the howl of & wolf upon the prairie,
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no sound broke the stillness of the night, and .dawn came onca more,
greatly to the relief of the emigrants. But Jos cams not with 1%, and
all began to feel anxious about him.

"Do you think he intended coming back?" askoed one.

"He promlised to do so, and to guide uas to the gettlement; if he
is alive, ho will lkeep that promisme," said Qaptain Reynolds, firmly. '

Again the day wes drawing to a slose and still Joe's promige had
not been kept. Suddenly a ory was heard from one of the men driving
in the o‘ut‘tio.‘ "He is coming!" Al)l eyes looked across the prairie,
and far off, just over a roll of the prairie, was visible a white horse
and rider. A shout of Joy at onece went up from every voice in ocamp at
this joyful aight. But almest instantly it wes ohanged to ories of
terror amd a scene of excitement. "Indfans.®™ "Redgkins." "To your
posts - all!" Sueh were the eries, as followlng the horsemen were
vieible moores of other riders. They were soming on at' an easy proe
and heading direstly for the samp. Quiekly the women and children
ascended to the bluff, and the fighting members of the trein arrenged
themselves to resist attack. _

"They are soldiers." This ory from one of the mem quickly relieved
all feers, and a olossr look now revealed the faet that they were indeed
not Indians, but gallant troopers. It was jJust sunset es they rode up
to the omnp,and Captain Reynolds met the officer in eommend, It wss
Major-General Earl Van Dorn, the same offiocer w.h§ rad purchased from
Joe the herd of Indiem ponies.

"I am glad to see you, sir; and, as you may observe, we were pre-
pared to give you a dAifferent welgome, believing you to be Indisns.
Dismount, please, with your men, and accept the hospitalities of our
eamp,” sald Captain Reynolds, ploasantly;

"Thank you, sir;' I shell ageept yoﬁr Invitation with pleasure as
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it 1z gamping time. Let the men go in%g samp, Captain . stewart," said
the dommender, and dismounting he continued: "I am Msjor=General Earl
Van Dorn, sir, commender of Fort Hawkins, and learning of the attack
upon you through a mysterions yowmgster,I went in purguit of 014 Bad
Blood and his dismomnted varriors and gave them a severa whipping.

"Yor, cir, we owe 1t to that myaterioua/ boy."

fdoe,"

*Yap, Joe is what he aalls himself, and we owe 1t to him that we
were ﬁot ell massacred," and Captain Reynolds gave General Van Dorn
the stary of thelir heing guided and warned by Jos.

"But who 18 he?" asked the General.

"T ean not tell ynu, sir, more than having heard our late guide
speak of a mysterione horse anmd rider often seen baok upon the trail,
and whom they called the Forest ‘hantom."

"I, too, have heard camp fire yarns aebout such a person and am gled
to Xnow that it turne out to be real flesh and bone. But you say the
boy hes not retuwrneal"

"o, sir, he has not, although he promised to 4o so and to aoct am
our guide on te Sunset Settlement.”

"I will give you an esoort then, sir, for there are other bands of
redskins roving sbouty dut I hope no harm has befallen thé youth."

Captain Roynoldas them learned of the visit Joe had mede the Fort
and tﬁat he had left there to retuen to the train. "This looks bad,
for this boy would not have btroken hig promise unless harm hed befallen
him," said Captain Reynolds. But the night passed eway, and under
ezeort of the soldiers the train mlled out for ite destinatim, for Joe
had not returned, |

"Whon I Teach the Fort I will mut my best seouts upon his trail and
searech for the bYoy," was the General's remark to Ceptain Reynolds, &s he
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1eft the hrein well on ite wuy to the sottlemont and under s good

galde to conduect it there.

Chapter 9
A Leap For Life

When Joe left the Fort he headed directly for the ocamp of the
emigrents, for he was anxious to get back and gulde them out of the
dangerous eountry into which their being without a guide had led them.,
He had gone but a few miiés when he orossed a traill that he was eon~
vineed wasg made by Indisns. The traoks showed that 1t was a large
force, amdl the trall was so fresh he determined to follow it and see
Just who had made 1%, as he knew,from the direction in whioh 1t led, it
would h.ead off tho'migrants' train on its wey to Sunmet Settlement.
If he gould 4iscover that the Indiems, hearing in some way of the soming
train, had determined %o lay in wait for its coming by a certain point,
by mowing where they would place their ambush he eould flank them and
thms put them at fault. It was with such determination that he struek
the trail and ¢autiously followed it. '

He had not proceeded very far before he knew that there were fully
a hundred horses that had left their trail, but whether or not all of
these were mounted he could not diseover until he saw them. He saw
the trail led toward & high range of hills and into a most wild country,
but he unhesitatingly pressed on until @Garimess hid every trace from
view and he was compelled to ¢emp., In dariness and silence he ate his
frugal supper and then lay down upon the open prairie to aleep, his
horse, to which he had given no name whatever, feeding eround him and
not held by the lariat, for the boy knew that the falthful animal would
not leave him.

With the first peep of day he was up and on the trail once more
and two hours after had resached the foothills. There he came upon the
camp of those he followed, and a glance was suffiecient to show him that
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they wars redsking, as onse at all familier wlth encampments oan readily
doteet the dlfforcnae between a nalefance and Indisn halting place for
the night. Ho Jmew by the still murning fires that the snemy culd not
»be £ar in pdvance and, sequainted with the maturc of the sountry, he
detormined to peek a high hill which would give him a view for miles
around. From the position he had in view he new ﬁtat he aould see
wheth ear the redskins took 2 trail that would amahle them %o head off
the emigranto' train, or orossed the prairie beyond to the mountains
miles away whers they had tholyr village.

Turning short off the besten track, Joe began to elimb the hille
side, and for onge his keen eyee falled to deteet helf a Aozen horse~
nen coming badgk upon the treok, with hesds bent Aown as though they
wore searching for something that had been lost, and whieh he 'had. for
1% was the saored pipe of a ehief and his neeklace of bvear olaws which
the youth hsd picked up in the deserted camp, though sttaching little
value to them. Bagk to their nlsht eamping ground went the warriors.
Not finding the pipe and nesklase, they started wupon their veturn,
8t1ll ssarghing the trail, when the eyes of one of them fell upon some~
thing that attrasted his attention, A eall brought his five somrades
to his alde, and after a fow words they laft the trall and marched off
up the hill, 1t was Joe's trail that they had disocovered and were
following. Up the hill they went until they came to a narrow ridge;
along this Joe had gone and they followed.

As for that mystorious youth, he was standing upon the edge of »
oliff, the point of lookout vhieh he had sought, gesing down into the
valley bslow and seross the lower range of hills to the prairic beyond, -
Far down the valley his guiet glance had caught sight of the Indisns
filing along snd direocting their way seross, and not up 1% as he had
feared. He saw now, too, that they mumbered tut fifty werriors and
thet the other ponies were laden down with game, showing that they were
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a perty of hunters returning to their village. oatisfled that the
emigrant train was not their ohjeet, but that they were meking a flank
movement to ewait any soldiers that might be out scouting for the
fort, Joe mounted his horse and started to retrace his way.

Hardly hed he ridden a hundred yards before he deheld before him
the six warriors. Thiay halted at sight of him, end he drew rein upon
seeingz them. How many more were behind him he Iknew not, but he did
know that there were Just six more than he ocared to see at that time
and in suoh 8 locality. He knew well that the ridge ended in a sheer
precipice aixty feet highs Far below was a pool of water surrounded
by willows and eottonwoods, tut the depth of whioch he did not know.
Upon either side of the ridge,he knew a man on foot ocould not ascend
or desoend, and to think of attempting such a thing upon hogscback
would be madness. To charge upon the six warriors and attempt to
break through their ranks would be next Lo seeking death, tor the ridge
was not a hundred yerds wide at 1ts best, and where they had halted was
in the marrowest part end in the roughest, vhieh would prevent his
horse going at full speed.

They were ready for him, he ocould see, and had evidently followed
him, knowing that he had gone into a trap. 7o meke matters worse for
him, Joe had in his hend the sascred pipe he had picked up and ubout
his neck the bear claw necklace, aml the keen eyes oi the redskins
detected this. Joe's rifle lay aeross his horse 1n-front of him. He
had quiekly thrust the pipe into & pooket in his blenkel and had got ready
for the death struggle. The Indians were armed with bows and arrows
excepting one who carried a muskets Joe took in the chances against
him at s glangce, and they did tpe same, If 1t had been night and they had
been redsking who had heard of him or kmew him &s an evil spiriv, he
would have played the spook business upon them, but it was in the broad
glare of day, and they coculd see that he wms fully armed and well
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mounted, though hie horse dLd look ghostly und wore no bridle.

"I've got to take the ohences of the leap over the sliff," said
Joo 000ly to himeeclf and then added in the amame tone, "But I guess
all of that gang won't live to mee if 1t kills me.” He threw his rifle
forvurd as he had made up his inind a8 to his course, determined no
longer Yo delay, und with the erack of his rifle a warrior dropped from
his horse and bit the dust. 4 shot from the imseket and a chower of
arrows were sent in response, ageompenied by wild yells, but they fell
short or fadilod in their aim, and Joo hastily bvegan reloading his
rifle, This the redskins discovered ,and knowing the deedly aim of their
foe and that their ehanee lay in charging directly upon him they urged
their penies into & run. Joe hed not finished relosding his rifie when
they started, but he gooly did se, threw 1t to his shoulder after ade
Juasting the cap with a hend that 414 not tremble, mnd ugain its sharp
xeport weus heard, end down fell s semond hreve. To Qraw his vevolvers
end meel them Joe kmew would end in hie death, even though he might
k1ll a ocovple more, for they would send their errows through him at
close ranges Bo he wheeled sbout gntekly, &ad a yell sent his horse
into a gwift run,

On he bounded, straight for the 014iff, and to urge him to the leap
Joe prieked the noble animel with the point of his knife. Right wupon
his hesls eams the réﬁskms, determined o fores him over and then ride
around the ridge und seocure his scalp, tut their reins were held Tirmly
in hend to cheek their own ponles befors they went %00 near. 4s he
drew near the presipies, Jos slung his rifle upon his back, settled
himself well upon the baek of his horse, and drew a revolwer. His face
wag oealm und fearless, and L% was evident that having teken the shances
of the leap, ho intended meeiing hiuw fate boldly, even should it be
death, With a yall to his horse ha went ovor, and when the now
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frightened, maddened animal shot away from the lhrink, Joe tuxned
quiokly, dropped his revolver upon a redskin and drew trigger, as he
eried, "Taks that bullet as my perting present, redskinsi" The shot,
in spite of the situation of peril to Joe, was msent to kill and struek
a brave fairly in the heart as he reined his horse upon the brink. Up
went his arme, end from his 1ips broke forth the death ory, and Joe
shot downward out of sight, "

Chap ter 10
Searshing for Joe's Sealp

It muet De admitted thed poor Joe had the idea in his mind that
death was ocertain when he glaneed below him at about the spolt he would
fall, As I have sald, there was & pool at the base of the ¢liff, and
18 depth Joo d14 not know, tut Judged that it was over the heud of his
horse. aAround the pool grew a number of willovie and cottonwoods, and
they almost met in the oenter. Here La where Joe had aimed to go
through, feeling assured if his horse did not turn over in hls downward
*flight, he would strike the water falrly amd, if not killed or erippled,
would soon besr him to sufety,

But the white had not strugk the ¢liff at the exaot point where
Joe had intended he should, and the result was that he went ecrashing
through the tops of the eottonwoods, malking the splinters fly und teer-
ing the limbs and foliage to atoms, and at the same time having his
sunowy sides pisrced deeply at hslf a dozen differemt points. Onoe he
half turned over, yet Joe still kept his seat, snd then & limb cuught
him under the neck and checked the twn, so that he went down fLeot fore~
most into the pool. Joe was still seated upon his back and sank with
him, while the splash sounfled like the exploslon of a heavy gun. Ais
the horse d4id not riee, Joe pushed himself quiekly to the surfaee, and

a omple of strokes of his strong arms sent him to the shore, whore he
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pat amazed, dezed end consideradly shakeyr wp by his fall. His horse
vae killed, he lmeow, and that he himself had not been, surprisced him
gxoatlye 4o 1t wns his feob mmd legs had been seratohed up pretty
badly, but ho was yeb whole, with no bones broken,snd in such condi=
tion felt himeelf eynel to at loast a couple of redsiins.

lg glanged up through the follage and saw three heeds peeping
over the ¢liff end looking samd wondering while they talked. They had
heard the arushing Wwmdies, and even Indian nature hed not the heart
and nerve to look dovm then, nor until half a mimube after the plunge.
Then they dld a0 and they felt asguied the horse and boy were both
dead., Joo urderstoofi enough of thelr langumge to heer one of them
say, "Pony smd palefaco both &esd.” The two others grunted assent.

"I guess not,” muttored Jos, who coul& see thom, thoﬁgh they
oould not soe him.

"Cet palefzoe soelp,™ cald the first speskers The two others
gave & kind of war vhoop, so tickled were they at this,

“I'1l be thore when I'm sealped,” muttered Joe, erinly.

Then thoe hezds disappeared,and Joe set to work to leok at hig
weaponss The rifle had only powder in 1t, for he had mot had the time to
put in ﬁhe bullet, and this he knew he would haeve to elean out well,
as the rifle had got « duckings Then Joe examined his revolvers end
Bmiled; e had over the cylinder of eagh, £rom the barrel dasok to
the stock behind the hammer, a hood of oil-pilk with elastic at eaach
end that held it in place, thus preventing the oaps end powder from
gotting wet, rbr thote werae not the days of metallic cartridges.
"These are dry, and I gnees I'll wait amd mee them Injuns teke my
ssalp," scid Joo, for he had bacome revengeful on eocount of his nodle
horse. Ho sould eesily have got away bdefore the redskins appeared, but

he gonoluded to wait; hense ho made his preparations asoordingly.
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His firat aot was to leave his firearms wupom the bank and dive
dowa in the pool, knife in hands He soon reappeared with his bdlankets,
to whioh were attached his haversaek of provisions and ammunition
pouch, the latter being also enveloped tightly in oil-skin. "Goodl"
sald Joe, a8 he saw that the ammunition was dry. Then he cleaned his
rifle, dried it as thoroughly as he oould under the circumstenses
end loaded it, "Now, I'm recady to receive company," he muttered, as
he took up a position that would command the approach to the pool
around the cliff. And his compeny soon appeared in sight, three in
number. "They've buried the others, but I kilt 'em," he sald, as
coolly as though he d1d4 not expeost the slightest trouble.

Indians are by ne ture as eautious as coyotes, end these three
ocame on with wary advance, though they folt sure that the youth was
deads As they got within easy range, Joe drew a bead upon the one in
advanoe with his rifle, selected his head as his point of aim and
pulled the trigger. The oap mmapped, the weapon failing to explode.
But it checked the advance of the redskins and sent them baek to cover
with ludi arous suddemness. "Holy smoke! my rifle's failed mel" cried
Joe, and as troubles seldom come singly, at that moment he beheld a
score of mounted Indians ooming up the valley not half a mile away.
Evidently they were some of the same band ocoming to see what delayed
their ecomredes ao long.

Joe thought gquickly and he came to the conclusion that that was
no plece for him. Seizing his wet blankets, he threw them aoross one
shoulder and with his rifle in his hamd, bounded around the edge of the
pool and, keeping the elump of sottomwoods and willows between him and
his foes, ran with the speed of a deer along the base of the cliff. He
heard no yell indicative of his flight being discovered, but did not
tarry on this aecount in his repid rurm until he had placed the point
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of the ridge between him and his foes. Seeing a ravine a short distenge
before him, he turned into this and was soon brought to a halt by its
terminating abruptlys He was sbout to retrace his way when the ring-
ing war cries from the direction of the pool told him that his flisht

was dilsoovered, and he knew then that his situation was desperate.

Chapter 11
Joe at Bay

Though matters certainly did look desperate for Joe, he did not
lose his presence of minds His eyes scamed the sides of the oliff
in front, but he saw that a squirrel could not scale them. Then he
caught sight of what appeared to be & break in the solid wall and
toward this he bounded. It was where the ravine turned, but the walls
were s0 alike that Joe had believed he was at the end of the canyon or
guleh. Now he saw that 1t went beyond where he stood several hundred
feet, but there ecertainly did end, though the yawning mouth of a
cavern extended on beneath the hill. It took Joe but an instant to
reach the cavern end dart into it. Once within its dark shelter he
turned to look back over his traeck to see if his foes were in 8l ght,
and %o his delight he discovered that they were not, though he ocould
hear them ocoming ucon his trail like a paek of hounds,

Before recomoitering his qnartérs, Joe set to work upon his
rifle. He lmew he had no time to draw the charge, so he began to pour
powder into the nipple, beating 1t down into the barrel by thumping
1t with his fiats. Steadily he worked at this, although a loud, echo-
ing shout told him the redskins were close upon him. The next moment
they appeared around the bend of the cenyon and ceame to a heal t, point-
ing at the ocavern and gesticulating wildly. But Joe kept on with his
priming until the tube would hold no more, and then he placed a cap
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upon it and laying it down took up his revolvers. From each nipple the
cap was removed and a close exemination made, and in several a few grains
of powder were placed. "Now, I guess I'm ready," said the plucky boy,
as he 1aid his weapons down ready for use, and, rising, unfolded his
blankets smd hung them upon the cavern walls to let the water drip from
them,

| In the meantime his foes, & soore in nuﬁber, had all appesred in
sight and Joe recognized those he had seen upon the oliff, who seemed to
be now the ringleaders of the others. They seemed to be urging the
others to make a rush upon the savern, for they had followed the boy's
trail and knew he could be nowhere else. "Guess that fellow on the
spotted pony 1s wanted in the Happy Hunting Grounds," saild Joe to him-
self, and stooped far his rifle. Hardly had he doné so when a perfect
shover of arrows ceme flying into the cavern, the Indians having cun-
ningly f£itted them to their bows unseen by Joe, and at a word from their
leader, fired them, Had the boy not stooped for his rifle as he diq,
which was laid upon one slde of the cavern, he would have been plerced
by half a dozen arrows., But,as 1% was,not one touched him, though
geveral came dangerously near.

With this volley of arrows the redskins started upon a cherge for
the ecavern. Instantly the boy's rifle went t his shoulder, his eyes
ceught the sights, and his finger drew on the trigger. This time there
wag no misfire, and the warrior on the spotted mustang went down. "I
knew they wented him," sald Joe, as he whipped up his revolvers and be-~
gan to fire away. One, two, three shots; no more were necessary, for
the redskins knew not then what the deadly revolver was and lmegined
they had run upon other foes than the brave boy whom they had brought to
bays. A mustang killed, snother with a broken leg, and a brave wounded,
Joe saw were the results of his pistol praectice. He could not restrain

a burat of mooking laughter as the redskins ran helter-skelter for the
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bend in the ravines. They sent a revengeful volley of arrows bask into
the oavern, then diesappeared; but Joe knew that they had by no means
given him up.

"Phey'll not oome back right off, I guess, so I'll look around snd
pee where I am," muttered Joe, as he roloaded his rifle and then looked
about him. A short distance back from the entrance all was darkness,
but Joe was provided with a tin box full of matohes and he guickly
gathered up the arrows, heapsd them together, whittled off splinters to
kindle with, and behind a Jutting point of the cavern lighted his fire
to have a look around hime In spite of Joe's free-and-essy air in
danger and his great nerve, vhat he beheld by the aid of the firelight

csaused a ory of horror to break from his lipsa.

"Oalifornia Joe"

By Col. Charles D, Rendolph
("Buekskin Bill")

He rode the early pony exgross,

He scouted Blaekfoot, Flathead, Sioux,

He hunted with "Buffalo Bill" and "Texas Jack,"
And "vwild Bill"Hiockok too.

He was a guide for wagon trains, |
He fought Apasche, Pawnee, Crow.

He was "Chief of Scouts" for General cuater.
Was "California Jve."

He soouted in the Black Hills

In the last great Siocux eampalgn,
And met General Crooks scout,

The famous "Calamity Jane."

He also knew "The Foet Scout,"”

John Wallace Crawford, "Captain Jagk."
They scouted together and hunted

In the good old days way baok.
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Chapter 12
The Death Cavern

After his first ery of horror at what he saw in the cavern when his
1ittle fire blazed up, Joe uttered a light laugh, for he was not one to
be nonplused for any length of time, "Holy smoke! but the dead folks
414 scare me for a minute," he said, then coolly glanced around upon what
had so suddenly and unexpectedly met his caze and disturbed his equanim-
1ty for once. What he saw were rows of corpses in an almost mummy state
of dryness ranged eslong upon a seaffolding on elther side of the cavern.
He knew he was in an Indian bturying ground, and from what he understood
of those redskins in the canyon hé wes aware that it di4 not velong to
their tribe, even 1f they knew aught of its existence, which was doubt-
ful,

nI'd like to give 'em & seare that would last ‘em," sald Joe, and
he at onos besame lost in thought, a sure sign with him that he was
plotting mischief. At ls=t he lasughed, and that settled it that he had
deolded what to do. The air of the charnel house was loathsome in the
extreme, but for this Joe d1d not then ecares. Looking up the ravine %o
gee that the Indimns were not in sight, he swung his blanket before him
to catch the arrows they might fire at him and at onee set to work,
Throwing his lasso up over a pole of the soaffolding, he elambered up
alongside of the dead Indlans and took a quiet survey of them by the light
of his fire. He gaw that they were ranged in rows upon each side of the
ocavern, the pletform of poles upon whiech they were placed beginning about
fiftean feet baock from the entrance. Selecting a dozen of the worst-
looking corpses, those from whieh the flesh had fallen from their siulls,
leaving the bony fases bare amdl white, Joe lowered them to the floor of
the cavern with his lasso, one end of whish he then made fast to the pole

on one side nearest the entrance end, descending himself, fastened the
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lariat to the opposite side. Viith strips of buckskin and blenkets, the
belongings of the redsking, he then began to tle the corpses upon the
lariat so thut they seemed to be standing ups Here and there he plased
a pole at the back of a corpse to keep the lariat from sagging too much
and soon had his ghastly row of dead bodles extending aoross the cavern,
It certainly was a hideous sight, but it amused Joe immensely, and he
then gathered enough wood from the soeffold poles to make & large fire.
This he built in & niche of the eavern in sueh a way that he could
wholly shut out the light with his blankets, te the bottom of which he
attached lines made of buckskin and oerried them to the mseaffolding
overhead, where he took up his position with his rifle =snd revolvers
roady.

It was now dark outside and Joe kmew that his foes only awaited
1ts gloom to oreep upon himes He understood Indian cwning enough to
gee that they meant for him to believe that they had gone, as they did
not show themselves again, but he knew that they would not depart
leasving thelr dead comrades In the ravine for him $o sealp vwhen they
had left the canyon. Lighting his fire and seeing that 1ts blaze was
wholly concealed by the blankets, Joe drew himself upon the sgaffold
and perched there, his weapons lying before him ready for use, one hand
holding the lines attached to the bottom of the blenkwts, end the other
grasping the lariat which, by pulling upon 1%, would make the ghastly
oorpses seem to dance, With patience the boy walted, watched and
listened. VWithout he eould see that it was light enough for him to d4is-
cover any one approaching the savern, and there he kept his eyes.

Presently a dark farm came before his gaze, and then another and
another, Each trod as softly as a panther Qreeping upon 1ts prey, end
soon a score or more stood in silence before the ocavern entrance. Their

bodies were bent, their heads pressed forward in the aet of listening,
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and as still) as bronze statues they stoed. That wa;s Joe's moment to
begin his performence,snd a sirong pull with one hand upon the lariat
set the row of coarpses swayilng and nodding, while vith a quiek Jerk
upon the lines he sent a blaze of light into the cavern, revealing the
ghagtly sight to the gaze of the redskins Just as they were about to
spring into the dark cecvern with their knives in hand to meet whatever
foe they there might £ind, But that which thelr eyes fell upon, 1l-
lumined by the red glare of the firelight, was more then their super-
stitious netures oould stand am they dsrted from the plase with howls
of terror and f£led ith the spesd of the wind down the canyon, each

redskin gstriving to lead in the mad race from the death eavern.

"California Joe"

By Col, Charles D. Randolph
("Buekskin Bill“)

Viith his long halr, and dressed
In buekskins,

You would surely know

Thet this was the noted scout
"Callifornia Joe."

A real borderman, brave and true.

In his fringed buekskin outfit
And his high boots

He looked like a Sioux,
"California Joe,"

He wag a man of mystery,

His real name no one seemed to Ikmow.

He was a feerless, famous ssout,
"California Joe.,”

He was killed out in Nebraska
By an unknown foe;
General Goorge A. Custer's scout,
"Califomia Joe."
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Chapter 13
4 Reconnoissanoce

The sudden scampering of the frightened redskins tickled Joe
lmmensely and half ln en joyment of the fun, hulf to urge them on to
greater aspeed und not to siop, he set up a series of most unearthly
yells, as though to make the Buvages believe that they had invaded the
funersel reglons. "If they only imew who I was, that the Injuns below
on tho river call me a spook, this would help me tip~top, for I even
am scared myself," sald Joe. To keep his foes still going, Joe rean
after them, yelling as he went, and reaching the abrupt bend in the
sanyon, found that they had not tarried there; but at the entrance of
the ravine they had, and Joe discovered thut they had beea reinforced
by the entire bamd of hunters, who had doubtless been sent for. They
were building oamp fires with evident intentions of stopping for the
remainder of the night, and here and there in the firelight Joe beheld
kmote of redskine dlscussing the fearful sight they had witnessed and
tolling their ocomrades. "They'll not oome again until morning snd then
they'1l come with a rush or roll logs before 'em, whieh I can't shoot
throughs They have camped for business and 1've got to do something
mighty quiek if I wants to keep my hair, and I do."

Cautiously Joe left his place of reconnoissance and proeesded bdack
to the cavern, for he saw the utter impossibility of getting out of
the oanyon. One thing gave him hope and that was that the wind came
through the canyon, and the smoke from his fire had been blovm baek
into {4t and in some way disappeared. If it did this, there must be
another opening, and he musgt find it., His blenkets had dried by the
heat of the fire, and he rolled them up and strapped them, vith his
other belongings, upon his bagke Seowring his lariat, he left the

mummy-1ike corpses where they fell, lying in rows aorocss the cavern
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entrance, Then with & torch he had manufactured, ho set out upon his
reconnoissance.

He followed the oloud of smoke through several winding passage-
ways and dlssovered that the oavern was indeed s perfoel charnel house
or huge tomb, for hundreds of bodles were there. "Holy smoko! hain't
I soared," he sald to himself, as he glinoced upon the grim lines of
dead Indians, yet he certalinly did not act =8 though he was very much
frighteneds After walking full a hundred yards, he came to & large
chamber or rotunda and here he halted, holding the torch over his head,
to have a look around him. "Whew! this is the high muoky muck of all,
and 1t looks as if the whole tride had died sudden-like and been buried
here. Vonder 1f 'twas smallpox they had. If 1t was, I'm in for it.
Well, well, I've peen 0ld Injuns md squaws, young Injune and pappoose
Injuns along the sides, btut this is where the high-toned btueks camp out.,
Guese they are all bié warriors 4in here,” and in splte of his assumed
fright, he glmoed eoolly around upon the seaffolds with their welght
of dead and saw by the robes, nesklaoes, feathers, bonnets and wespons
that there the head men only had found durial, such burial as 1t was.
"I guess this must be where Kit Carson burles his dead Injuns," gaid
Joe, and them he added grinly, "I've startsed in pretty well myself in
the killin' 1line and I may have a grave yard as big as Xit's when I
get to be awsy in years. But 1f I don't get out of this, I'll have
only a grave."

Ho gaw that the amoke went up over his haad Just where he was
standing am a orevice was visihle in the vaulted roof. Flaoing his
toroch some dilstunoce off, he thor returnocd and looked upward. To his
delight hé saw the stars and he knew that there was an opealng thare
large enough for him to pass through, It seemsd round and about the
size of a woll and could not bve less then a hundred feat to the top.




- 42

But how was he to got there? That he soon decided upon, for he set to
work building a fire and soon had a bright blaze. By its light he
saw that there was a nutural chimney-like opening in the roof, and
remembering the helght of the hill, he Xmew thaut it must be many feet
%o the top. Measuring the width with his eye, he saw that 1t was Just
wide enough for him to reach esch mide by stretehing his legs far apart,
and his hands too0. '

"I've been down a well arnd up egain and I guess I ocan make it 1if
the sldes ain't smooth as gloes,”" he said. "How, to make something I
can ¢limb upon. Injuns, I'm sorry to disturd your rest, but I think
more of myself living then I do of you all deads So here goes!" He
Jerked one of the scaffolding poles out es he spoke, end with a erash
and heavy thuds a scare of dead bodles came dowm to the rooky flooring.
Joo spreng amide to sscape being buriled, while he oried, "It's raining
corpees, hard."” But the bodies werc not exaetly what he was after,
though he made use of gome of them for props for the poles. Selecting
three of the longest poles, he tied the tops together and then stood
thah up like Gipsy cemp stieksm, the center bhlng:direotly in the opening
in the vaulted roof, whieh they Jjust reached. The bodles at the base
kept the poles from alipping. Throwing aside the pack on his baeck, he
climbed up one of the uprighta a8 nimbly ss & ocat eould have done.
Standing on the tops, he glanced upward and when his eyes became ao=-
oustomed to the derkmnese, he saw to his delfight thet the well-like open-
ing oontinued about the same slze all the way tlrough and that its sldes
were so uneven und rough thei{ he sould msnage to make his way to the
auﬁfaca by stretohing his fee?t snd hunds meross it and thus working his
way alongs

Desgendi ng once more, he tled his lariat to his rifle and belt of
arms and then attached to thet a longer line made from strips he ocut




43.
from the buffalo and besr robes he found with the dead warriors. Two
long lines he thus made, one for his weapons, the other for hie blankets
and traps, and then he foutened them to his waitst. But he did not in-
tend to help the redakine find him, and adout the bise of each pole he
bullt & large pile which met in the center so that i1t would make one
grand fire when he got ready to lignite it. (Taking some light sticks
for kindling, he fustened them to his pack and then started upon his
zgoent of the poles, hav;ag diveated himgelf of his buge boolts, as he
knew he gould not elimd with them one

Reaohing the top of the peles, he spread himself so ase to reach
across the well-like opening and found that he eould oling thers. nTt'e
going to be a tough Jobh," he sald, reallzing fully the ¢reat strain it
would be upon him and that a false step wonld hurl him back to death.
He Xnew, too, should his strength fuil bim, beek he rmst fall. But the
Indians would visit upen him a worse fete, he well knew, so up he
started slowly, first one hend and then a foot, and s0 on he went.

The strain now begen to tell on him,and in places he had only the
rough, rooky side for a footing or hold instead of a slight projeetion
a8 in other places, end in each Inamtaence it took &ll his strergth to
keep from falling. The smoke, too ocame up about him, nearly blinding
him, and that, with the foul air of the lmuge tomb, was suffoccting in
the extreme. But on he went, slowly, surely, the aweat dropping from
him in great beads, his feet and hamils blistering and the nails of his
toes tesring to the gulek &s he elung to the rough rocks. Nearer and
nearer the top he drew, yet the way seemed intermineble. o resting
place, his rueclee gtreined, raw, sore, his blistered hends and feet
wearing and bloody, his weight seemed to be hundrede of pounds. But
Joe had @ will of iron and e nerve not to he sublued. VWith shut teeth
and blinded eyes, for the smoke made it impossitlo for him to ses, he
struggled on upward,
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4t 1ast he put his hend out as usual and he nesrly fell, for 1%
met no resistance. Quldkly he folt around him end knew thut he wae
at the tops Then he made a violemt effort and drew himself over the
ledge. He was safe, but so worm out thad he could not move and lay
where he had dragged himself. He was 8o blinded that he could not see,
tut he wee eontent to walt. The cool air soon revived him, the smoke-
blinded eyes were soon able to look about, and he found himself upon @
nigh ridge overgrown with dwarfed treeps The etars were shining bright=-
ly, and the air was ohill after his experience in the cavern,

He shook himself tegether, and seizing the line that wes fastened
to nis arms, 1y down upon the ek and glanoced below. The foul air
and smoke almost stiffled him, and he viondered how he hud lived through
16, Slowly he drew on the line end up esme his weavons %o the top.

He ¢ould hardly repress & shout of Joy when he grasped them. Then the
blanket-pack was Arawn up and leid beside the rifle. Joe gathered the
fagote, which were like tinder, ilghted them and lowered them qulekly
to the pile below, Instantly they blezed up and a hot, roaring fire
wap the resulb. "Rather hard on the deed Injuns, I guess," he said,
with some mympathy for those in the tomb, Iver and anon he lookod down
and sew that the fire was creeping up the poles and that they viould
goon he consumed end all below present no appesrsncs of how un aeseape
had been made from the cavern.

Joe was foobt-sore, weary, in faot utierly worn cut, bub he folt
1t inoumbent upon him to place as much distance as possiple botween
him and his foes by morning, 8o he drew a ils vver-large boots, winoing
with the pain it gave him, and bhen started upon his way. But each
step was agony to him, and at last he kmew he must ropt, Be the con-
sequences what they might to him.




Chapter 14
- Joe's Revenge

A tew‘moment's regt served to make Joc feel so rueh better that
ha deoided to move on, Shouldering his peok =nd rifle once more, he
d1d so, tut the effort was most minful,snd he soon cams to o halt,

It wus ovident thet some bright 1des hod flsshed through his mind,

for he stopd an instant in deep thought. Tﬂen he said, "I guess 1
might am well ride, for there mre n hundred ponles over yonder," end
he nodded in the direction of the Indian camp which was about a mile
from vhere he then atood, Whether the pain was forgotton in the
$hought of oarrying out his plot, he herdly inmew himself, but he
managed to hobhle down the ridge, gein the vslley and make round to
the timber in Tront of the canyor where he had so neerly lest his 1life.
He had been forced to rest severasl times, dut he amil:d grimly hen he
came in sight of the camp fires, It vas elmost Qewn, he knew, and he
wug inxioue to lose no time, =z darlness was his only hope.

His knowledge of Indlan life made him pitsh at once upon the locali-
ty where they would te moat 1ikely to leave thelr ponles, end thithex
he vent. It wee upon tho slde of a hill, vhere the sross was plentiful,
and not a hundred yards from the camp fires, around which he gonld see
grovpe of warriors scustted, soms of them teo anxious sbout vhat had
been seen in the esavern to go te beds It wme evifent that they did not
gsuspect denger rnor believe that thero were any foes near, other thean
the ore, or thosmse in the gsvern, for they ecould not acoorvnt for the
several rapid chote fired, unless there were more men than Joc thore.

Joe yeconnoitered cerefully, wnd he seleoted in hie own mind Just
atout whore the Indlen gusrds wvere stationed cver the ponies. He saw
that the vale in vhish they were, hsd steep sides snd nerrowed toverd a
canyon, wkich he knew led out upon the preirie come fow miles beyond,

for onge before he had passed through that way. The guerde, therefore,
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would naturally be toward the canyon, as none were needed on the
ateop sldea of the vale or toward the camp, "This helps me immense,
end I guess 1If my legs hold out, I'll Just revenge myself a 1little,"
he said in a whisper to himself.

Taking from his pack a buckskin bag of red paint, he smeared 1t
over his face. Then he drew out a war bonnset of feathers, quite &
gorgeous affair, and dropping a blanket about his shoulders, most
cautiously begen to go down the steep side of the hill. He came near
the first pony and saw by him the saddle of packed meat. To what he
needed he coolly helped himself. Then he eut the lariet that held him
to the stake and pessed on to the next, repeating the same trick he
had with the herd upon the prairie. The ponies did not know they were
free, and in this was his safety., From musteng to mustang he went
until he drew near the end of the herd; he dared not go farther, as
he wae aware the guards werc near, asleep though they might be. Then
he orept back to the upper end end saw that dewn would be upon him in
less than half an hour.

Selecting the pony of the herd which in the darkness suited him
best, he put upon 1t the Indian saddle and bridle that was near, and
mounting began to slowly drive those that were nearest him down the
valley toward the eanyon. Slowly they went at first, then in a trot
until, feeling that the stampede was started, Joe whipped out his re-
volvers, uttered wild yells, and fired several shots. 4is one horse
the freed mustangs sprang forward end at once began & wild race. Into
their midst Joe rode, lying low upon the bagk of his horse, not to be
seen by the Indian guards, and like the roll of thunder resounded the
hbofs upon the hard ground.

In vain 414 the gusrds strive to check their advance and turn

them baok, for they could not stem the med current and were forced to
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fly up the sides of the vale for their lives. In wild alarm the camp
arose behind the equine torrent, and fleet-footed braves rushed in
pursuit; but in vein. The stampede had begun well, and the stakes of
thogse animals whioch Joe had not freed were dreawn up by the\pressure;
the whole herd almost was set gings Past the guards they swept, Joe
in their midst and lying low to escape any arrows; unseen by the
redskins, they oould not understand the cause of the sudden stampede.
They had heard the few shots and terrifioc yells that set the herd
goling; then no sound followed to betray the presensce of an enemy. And
awey dashed the herd with Joe in their rear chuekling at his triumph

and his revenge upon his foes.

Chapter 15
The Fatal Chase

Joe knew well that he had not got every pony of the herd and he
only wondered that he had got so many, while he readily understood
thet as soon as the Indisns recovered from their amazement they would
mount those mustangs that remained and come in chase. Should he at
onge, upon reaching the prairie, desert the herd and save himself upon
his own horse, or rather the one he had selected for himself. If he
did 80, would not the whole band, as soon as thelr ponies were re-
captured, give up their game and come hot on hies trail to avenge the
wrongs

VWhile he was dushing along in the rear of the drove, thinking
what was best to be done, in spite of the thunder of the hoofs in front
of him he heard the clatter of hoof=-falls behind. Instzntly he drew
rein aml listened. "One, two, three." He counted them slowly as he
recognized from the sound how many there were. "There may be more
behind them, Bo it won't do any harm if I Just give 'em a hint I don't

want to be orowded." So saying, he wheeled his mustang behind a small
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tree vhioh hsd slipped down from the bank above, and waited while the
herd dashed on. Soon en Indian eame in sight, then another and another.
They had mounted barebasck, as Joe could see in the now breaking dawn,
and were pushing thelr ponies hard. Another thing he diaobvered was
the sound of many feet. "The whole gang 18 coming on foot, by the
Holy Smoke!" he said, Then up went his rif;e, a8 the Indiasns were
slmost upon him, and the orack followed, Joe never miassed if he had
half en aim, snd off tumbled a redskin, while the pony dashed on
after the herd. The other two Indians quickly attempted to wheel thelr
ponies to the right-about, and one succeeded in doing so, but the other
had a hard-mouthed animal end he was amxious to go on after his ocom=-
penions, so before he sould stop him Joe darted out of hie hiding place
upon him. "Injun, I want you," he yelled and hls revolver flashed.
But the startled pony reared up Just then and got the bullet in his
brain and falling back heavily upon his rider, pinned him beneath him.

Joe smpent no time in looking after his foe, but sped on after the
herd Just as two-score redskins, running at full speed, came in sight.
"Farewell, Injuns,"” he phouted, waving his hand and looking back. As
they ocame to the single rider left of thelr band, Joe saw the brave
pulled suddenly off his pony and a shief bedecked with feathers spring
upon his backe "That's the Raging Chief, I guess, and he 1s after me
hot as blazes," coolly sald the boy, as he sped along, loading his
rifle ags he went. "Yes, it's me he wants,” he continued, as the chief,
for so his war bonnet proclaimeﬁ him, urged the pony in pursuit. "And
the others are running a foot rage to see the show," continued Jos, as
the warriors on foot again bounded forward.

"Come, InJun bony, that feller's got a gun," he cried, urging the
mistang on. But the animal on which the chief was mounted seemed the

speedier of the two, for he gained steadily. "I guess I'll muss his
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feathers for him," and so saying Joe¢ came to & halt, wheeled about
amd brought up his rifle. The drlef saw the met and quickly fired, but
vi thout effect, as the bullet flew over the boy's head. Then he threw
himself upon the side of his pony, so &8s to protect himself, end re-
loaded his old muskef with marvelous skill amd guickness, while the
enimal cireled around at a gallop. ‘atching his chence, Joe was about
to fire vhen a second shot from the chief came, and down dropped his
horge Jjust as his finger pressed the trigger of his rifle.

Chapter 16

A Novel Escape

Almost any one under the oireumstences in which Joe found himself
would have given up for lost, but the boy a14 not. 4s he csught him-
self upon his blistered, bleeding feet, when his musteng fell) dead
beneath him, he turned his eyes upon his foe to see what the effect of
his shot had been. The shout that broke from his lips proved that it
had not been amiss) nor had it been a dead-shot. The arm of the chief
over the nesk of the pony had caught the bullet, and the Indfan, no
longer able to hold on, had dropped to the ground while his horse had
bounded on dovm the sanyon. A shriek of rage broke from the wounded,
foiled chief, und wounded though he was he bounded toward Joe. But
that worthy youth comprehended his danger fully and he looked to take
advanta;e of anything that might present itself in his favor.

He saw the flying pony and knew that the nature of the ground would
bring him within thirty feet of him, To the Indian saddle on the pony
he had, was fastened a lariet, and to seize thies and get it ready was
a second's worke Then, as the chief's horse dashed by, he threw it
with such precision that, though the animal shied badly, it settled
over his nescks Instently the musteng was brought to hls knees and
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almost down. Joe geve another yell of jJoy. But he noticed that the
lasso had torn from its hold, nearly, by the Jerk, and that the first

bound of the enimal would tear it loose. Ior him to attempt to hold
the animal by oetehing the larist would be utterly ugeless, he was well
aware, so he bounded toward the mustans to throw himself upon his back.
Quick as he was, the pony was guleker and regained his feet and the
lariat was torn loose Just s Joe reached his haunohes. For the flash
of & gecond all seemed lost, for Joc wes suffering greatly with his |
feet, =nd the chief and his warriors were not fer away; but his guiek
eyes detected the long taill of the mustens, held up with excitement,
and instently he grasped it vith a grip that was not to‘be shaken off,

With & wlld snort of rage and fricht the mustang bounded away
down the eanyon. But Joe was with him. With his good left hand he
held on 1like grim death and wlth his rifle grasped in his rigzht he
went elong et great bounds. His feet seemed as though they would split
open at every bound, his hand that held the tall seemed on fire, but
yet he olung for dear life. The reodskins sent showers of arrovws after
him as they ran, and several stuck in the heunches of the mustang,
urging him on the faster, and one buried itself in Joe's arm. Still
he did not let go and as he bounded along in great leaps, he yelled,
"Yoll away, you red devila, but héro v go and no one to head us offi"
Maddened vd th fright and pain, the mustang ren on, yet still could not
shake off the weight behind hime. The speed at whioh he went soon
dropped the fastest warriors far behind, greatly to the delight of Joe.
At length the musteng overtook the herd and dashed into their midst.
Joe had Just strength enough to grasp the mane of a small pony, as he
came slongslde, and drag rether than throw himself upon his baok.

The sigh of relief he gave was like an escape of stesm from an

engine and limp and worn out he sat upon the animel as it ran along in
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the rear of the herd, But soon he regained his breath snd as the drove
struek the prairie, yalled‘himﬁelf hgarse to keep them gning. and go
. they 414 at a long, sweeping gallop, whidch put them seversl miles away
upon the prairie vhen the warriors reached the end of the eanyon
behind them. Looking baek at them Joe sald, sympathizingly, "It's a
pity they don't Xnow English so that they oan ouss, for I know they is
that mad to meke me sorry for ‘'em,"

Whether Joe was sincere in hiam pity or not, I ean not say, dut
that he was in esrnest in precssing on, there was no doubt, for he kept
the herd at a pace that put many & mile behind them before night. The
direction in ﬁhioh he hed to go, however, was away £rom the camp of
the emigrants' train, and he regretted this, but having eeptured
enother herd, he determined to carry them first to the fort, thinking
that the train wuld remain encamped until hig return.

Suffering as he was vith his hands and feet, the latter easpecially,
alons, exhausted after all he hed gone through, Joe knew he had a hard
task to watch his herd. He let them come to a walk and piecked out an
animel vhich he had obeerved was the beat of the lot and mounted him.
Coming to a stream, he mllowed them to halt for a rest, while he took
advantage of it to bathe hia wounds, for the arrow shot in his arm
£ave him pain also and was swelling. But Joe was as herdy as a pine
not and agein rushed on after an hour‘s rest, and allowing the herd to
go at their own gait, managed to snatech a 1ittle alesep. Two days after,
tied upon his horse, half lying down with a high fever, he drove his
ponies up to the fort and was taken from the baok of the animal nearer
deand than slive. He was most tenderly ocered for by Major-General Van
Dorn, who hed returned only a short while before from his searech for

the brave boy.
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Chapter 17
The Boy Flonoer

It was weeks before Joe came mround to be himaelf again, for he
had a cevere i1llnmess, He had at first raved about his promise to
Captain Reynolds, which he had been unable to keep, but General Van
Dorn told him that he had sont a gulde and gacort vith theom and they
had arrived in safety at Sunset Settlement.

"And Maggle?" Joe had asgked.

"Who is Maggle, Joe?"

"Little Maggle Reynoldas," he amawersd, referring to the 1little
golden~haired girl that had kissed him good-by.

Then his mind would wender in delirium, and he would meke those
who nursed him laugh at the tricke he imagined he was playing upon
the Indlanss Ye% never once 414 he refer %o his past 1ife: from

whenoe he had come, to his parents, or to one aet of his boyhood before

his 1life upon the pleins. Once d1d General Van Dorn hear him say in
his sleep, "I am going baock %o the old Kentueky home." |

"Joe," he sid to him as the boy was getting better, "Joe, are
you from Kentusky?"

"I never sald so vhen I wae ouwt of my head, adid I, General?" was
the stronge gquestion,

"Na, Joe."

"Then I'll not say so now, General," wes the ocalm respense, And
the Ceneral refralned from gquestioning him further.

At last the boy got on his lege once mores His wounds had healed
undor the surgeon's ocare, and he sald he was ready to go.

"Go where, Joe?" asked General Van Dorn.

"Anywher e, "

"Why not stay here?"

"Why 2"
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"Well, you have proved yoursslf a great Indlan fighter, Joe, end
I would enguge you a3 a geout for the fort and give you good pay."

"What would I do with the money, General?"

"Is there not some one you aould give it to?"

"No."

"Well, some day there may be."

"Yes, there mgy be. I'll keep vhat I've got, but how muech is 142"

"I allowed you the same priee for the lagt ponies, Joe, end sent
them to headquarters where they were needed, so I huve for you, or the
paymaster has, Just six thousand and sixty dollaers.”

"Whew! I'm richi!"

"Yos, quite well off, Joe, bult you can asoumulate more as o scout.”

"No, Generaly I'm going West."

"Well, Joe, I was under the impression that this was West, and a
long way west," sald the genmeral vdth a smile.

"Not wemt emough for me. I an golng %o the Rooky Mountsins.®

"In Heaven's name! VWhat are you going there for, Joo?"

"Prapping, hunting, and looking around,” was the 600l reply,

"You'll never get there."

"I guese BO."

"You'll be killed."

"I guees not."

"Well, you wish to take some money with you."

"No, I have enough."”

The general looked at the strangs youth in surprise. He could net
make him out and the more he saw of him,the more of a mystery he became.
He seemed to have an air of refinement about him at times, which he
also seemed to endesvor to hide, Ho spoke naturally one day and in

border slang the next. Here was an opportunity for him to remain at
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the fort, where he had won the esteem of offisers and scldiers alike
and was looked upon as a hero. Yet he was going to leave, sand though
glons, friendless apparently, coolly seid his destination wae the
Rooky Mountains.

"What shell I do with your money, Joe, 1f you 4o not return?"
esked the general,

"Oh, I'll he back eome day," was the confident response.
"But in case of an scoldent~-"

"You mean if I get killed?"

"Yes."

"Give 1t to Maggle and tell her Joe left it for her.”
"Maggle ﬁoynolds.“

"Yag "

"She 48 but & little ehildl”

"Yes, only four o five yparslold, ut I guess she'll grow."
"No doubt of 1%, Joe, Well, I'll give it to her 1f you do not
return,” |

"Now, General, don't be in too big & hurry about it, for I'll come
sliding dback some 4ay." |

"I'1] wai t three yearms and if I should be ordered away from the
post, I will leave it with the comander who follows me, snd aso on."

"Better make it five years.,"

"So be it, Joe."

This finanecie)l matter being settled, Joe gset about hia preparations
fopr deperture. He had the pony he had selested from his herd, and the
general satd that he had shown great speed, as the men hed raced him
several times while Joe was 111, Then he added: "But Joe, Il've got a
horse I wish you to aacept as & present from me; he shows his heels to
anything on the border,so far. Then I heve a rifle, e new patent, and

e small one I wish you to have. You can use your mustang as a pack
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eanimgl, and the men say you shall gp well stooked with stores from
the commissary and the sutler, S0 you'll want for nothing."

Joe seemad touched at the kindness shown him, and several days
after mounted the splendid animel given him by Major-General Van Dorn,
and with his maatang well losded and in lead, rode out of the fort to
a tune from the band and a cheer from the entire garrison. 411 watched
him untll he got some distence off end saw him head due west. MNany
predi oted that he wuld lose his scalp before a week went by, while
others confldently asserted that he would yet be back end give a good
agcount of himself.

"He'll dismount a whole Indian tribe yet end be back with the
musbangs," sald the general with a laugh, and as the youth was yet in
hearing he continued, "Now, men, three ringing farewell cheers for Joe,
the Boy Pioneer!"

VWith a yell they were given, anl Joe was seen to turn in his

saddle and raise his hat in resvonsa,.

Chapter 18
A Favor Returned

What becare of Joe after his d eparture from the fort, no one knew,
for several years pussed before those vho had known him then, heard of
him again. GSome said he had indeed gone to the Rooky Mountsins and
had passed a year or more roaming through its wilds; and others reported
that a youth answering to his desoription had been guiding trains over
the Santa Fe Urails and had won a name in Upper Mexico as a most daring
Indian fighter and a man vhom few of the desperadoes of the plains casred
to meet.

But one night he came suddenly before several who had known him st
the fort when he krought his captured herd in, and it was in thie way.

Me Jor-General Van Dorn had been pushed farther west with his commend,
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for the Star of Empire would not allow the border to remain long in
one looallty, as the mareh of oivilization beat the redskins farther
and farther toward the Land of the Setting Sun., About his outpost
General Van Dorn had been annoyed a great deal by a gung of desperadoes,
vho were road agents, horse thieves and all else that was vile, and he
had offered & reward for their capture dead or alive.

One night the general had gone over to /a smell settlement, a few
miles from the outpost he sommanded, to witness the merriage of a young
trapper to a settler's damghter. As a number of his troopers were on
& rald, he had been ascompanied only vy one of hls officers andi two
cavalrymen. The trapper was 2 handsome younz man, but there was that
in hia face vhich neither the girl's father nor the general liked; but
the maiden had fellen in love with his good looks and pleinly told her
father that he did not 1ike her lover because he wanted her to marry
the old fort sutler, vho was riehs Tha settler gave his consent, how-
ever, to the marriasge, and the date had been set for the ceremony.
Promptly et sunset the young groom asrrived aceompanied by several wild-
looking comrades, who he said had eome down from the hills to see him
"spliced,” as he termed 1t. The general saw these friends and liked
thelr looks less than he 4id the groom's. As more of them dropped in,
until there were nearly a dozen present, he determined to be on his
guard, well knowing 1t was a loeality for chéracters of a most dangerous
kind,

One of the guests attrasocted the attention of the general in particu-~
lar, and he was about to walk over to where he stood and ask him vhere
they had met before, when, as though divining his purpose, the young
man left the cabin abruptly.

"Did you see that man, Stewart?" asked the general of his brother
officer.

"Yes, General, and a dashing looking fellow he was, with an eye
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like an eagle," was the reply.

The one to whom they rcferred was six feet in helght, superbdly
formed, and had a mass of brown curls hanging down his back. His face
was full of daring, resoclute, and his eyes were blauek, lustrous, and,
in repose, sad, while 2 slight mustache was Just shading his 1lip. He
wag dressed in a full sult of tuokskin, fringed and beaded, and even
in the settler's ocabin wore a black sombrero, the dbroad brim turned wup
in front, Around his waist was a belt made of a panther skin snd in
it were a pair of revolvers and a long bowle knife.

"I have met him somewhere before, Stewart."

"Jo 1t seema %o me, General," and the twe officers tried to recall
vhere and when the young man hed orossed their paths in the past.

At length the bride came in upon the arm of her father, and her
lover and the pards entered from outside the cabin where they had been
Joking and frolleking vith each other in s somewhat rade manner. It
was evident that they had been drinking, and the lover, whose name was
lost under the bdorder appellation given him of "Bowile Bob," said in
an insulting tone as his eyes feoll upon the lia jor-General:

"This hein't no military wedding,and I wents them blue acats and
brass buttons to get."

His pards cheered at this, but the settler, Seth Kenton, stepped
farward and said, "Bob, these gentlemen are my friends; their being on
this border prevents our homes being bturned and our families massacrad,
and I invited them here to see Mollie married."

"Waal, I say no, old man," was the rude reply.

"Pardon me, lirs Kenton, but I do not wish to be a stumbling bloek
in the way of your deughter's marriage, so I will retire and Captein
Stewart will sceompany me," sald Major-General Van Dorn, guletly.

The o0ld settler evidently feared his intended sonein-law and knew

not what to say, but Mollle Kenton spoke up snd gald, "For shame, Bob,




to insult my father's frienda.”

"I'1) do more then that, gal, 1f they don't %ravel culok. Come,
€it out o' this, and lively too, or I'll make it lively for yor,"
eried the bully.

Ma Jor-General Van Dorn was no men %o de driven and facelng Bowile
Bob he said sternly, "Young man, you are going too far, and I warn yow
that I will not be bullied by you, nor shall I now leave this house to
pleage you." |

The tully winoed a 1little at this bold front shown him, but after
a glenge at his mrds, ha satd, "You won't go, yer sey?"

"I will no%, nor can you fore® me to do so."

"Come, pards, lot's olip his apurs,” shouted the bully and he
moved toward the general,

"I guesses nov." A form mddenly boumded forward and eonfronted
the btlly, and in each ham he held a revolver., It was the asamo young
man that the general had seid he had seen beforo. |

"Look a-heur, Joe, what in thunder's up, thet you plays thet
triecky hend?" whined Bowle Bobd, not liking the chenge éftairs had
taken,

"It ere a leetle game I hes intended springln' onter yer fer some
time, yer oussed cutthroat, an' ef yer hande @on't fly up like vind-
mills durned ﬂuddinf, yor toes will,"™ was the eool end threatening
re8)onso .

"Parda, doos yer all stand this heur musie?™ cried tho dbully,

"I guegsos they heurs ther tune I are shriekin' en' hesn't got
ther narve ter set gnother-- Hold on thar, Pant'er Petel" A ringing
roport followed 28 guick as a flssh, and the nan addrensed 2s Panther
Pote fell dead in hip tracks, & dullet in his foreheud sent from the
upery ing piatol of the men who g0 boldly fmeed the gamg of &espeéradoes
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while, with only the interruption of the shot and the fall, he con~
tinued in the same eocol way: "Yer see, psrds, I set snother tune, an'
none o' yer hed ther narve ter Jjine in ther chorus, and' it's all well
yer dldn't, fer I hev every durned gerloet o' yer kivered an' leven
more fun'rrls in these weapona while you only counts nine."

"Come, Joe, 18 yer gone mpd?" msked the expected bridegroom.

"Nary, but Pant'er Pete hev gone some whar an' you'll foller 1if
yer drops them hande o' yourn. Up with yer throat-eutters snd gold-
gtealers, yor varmints o'.Satan. or 1'1) plsy the Dead March!"™ Those
he addressed knew to whom he referred and up wént the hands of the
desperedo gangs "Oh, Loxdy, anybody lookin' in througch the winder
wud think we were havin' a pra'er meetin' in heur fer sartin', Now,
Genersl, Jjist oall in yer soj)ers an' thoer gang shell be tuck in sliek
as grease,”

"I oare not to arrest them, my fine fellow," sald the genersl.

"Thayr ye 18 o0ll wrong, Genersl, fer yer hev offered a reward fer
these very gerloots."

"Hal! Who are they?"

"Bowie/Bob are ther saptin o' ther gang, an' they is known ag-=-
Look out thar," With the last word a mesond shot rang through the cabin
end another of the men, who had lowered his hand guiekly to draw a
weapon, fell his length upon the floor. "As I were cayin', coeolly went
on the young man, "when thet dead pilgrim were so onperlite as ter inter-
rupt me, this heur oconvention o' gerloots is known as ther Midnight
Ridexs."

"Ha! that robber band?" oriéd the gemnerasl, now drawing his revolver
while Captain Stewart followed his example, and both stepped to the side
of the men who made the hold asgertion.

"I talks Gospil, General, fer I hes been fer three months with
ther gang, layin' fer Jjist this heur moment o' Joy."
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"But how did you strike the trail of the lMidnight Riders?"

"I were a-ridin' along the trail one day an' comed aoross your
dookiment stuck on a tree."

"What was that, Joe?"

"Tellin' how yer'd give dust fer ther Raider Cap'n em' his gang
whether the'r toes were tumed up or kickin's So I Jist thoughted I'd
like ther job an' I lays round loose, got ther run o' how ter meet 'em,
an' then Jjined ther gang with a tale o' misery I hed been put through
thot mede 'em weep fer me. Yer knows ther balance, General, an' thet
I jist saved thet pretty gal from bein' a outlaw's bride; but wimmin
18 sioh queor folks, I dunno ef she don't ouss me fer it, arter all."

"No, Joe, she maid, 'God bless you' many times."

"Waal, I hopes He will, General, but does yer know I hev lost thet
horse yer glive me?"

"No. How d41id you do that?" aml the general hoped to draw the
young man out to tell something about himself.

"And ther mustang, too."

"You lost your masteng, too?"

"Yos." |

"But how?"

"Fhey got kilt,"

"Indeed! how did 1t happen?"

nfhey got shooted."

\ "In a fight, I suppose?”

"Yas, 1t were & kind of a sorimmage like. But I were sorry to
lose your horse, and yer rifle got tuk from me."

"Tell us how it happened, Joe?"

"I hes been among ther Injuns, an' they hain't over honest," was
the significant reply, and with this his hearers were compelled to be
satisfied.
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The honest settlers prosent now. also stepped forwerd, and wholly
at the merey of their captors, the band of outlaws offered no resistenoce
and were soon seoured heyond all possibility of esecape.

"Now, my friend, whom have I to thank for this night's good work?"
asked Gemeral Van Dorn, as he stepped up ?o the daring bordermen who
had been the means of saving hie life and also of having eaptured the
very band of outlaws he had tried so hard tc hunt down.

"My name are Joe, General," waas the guniet reply.

"Joe! By heaven, but I see it now! You are Joe the Stampeder,
a8 the boys galled you at the fort."

"I guess I are the one thet wers thet Joe," and Joo grasped the
hand warmly that was extended to him end that night assompanied the
general and his prisoners bask to the fort, However, not one word
could they get him to tell them of where he had been and what adventures
he had known sinde three years before he had ridden off alone as the
Boy Pioneer bound for the Rooky Mountains,

Che ptexr 19
Tre Same Joe

"gll, Joa, why don't you tell us what you have been doing sinoe we
saw you last?" asked the general for the twentieth time, us they rode
on toward the fort that night, acoompanied by Captaln Stewur®, with the
outlawa Yringing up the rear guerded dy two soldiers.

"T hev been rovin', CGenercl,"

"But wh&re?"

"Lbout thor kentry."”

"Did you got to the Rocky Mounteing?"

"Yeg."

"£nd heve met vAth mony thrilling sdventures, I'll wager,”

"Yer'd win yor money, fer I hes been throuch some leetle adventer

in my way," was the quiet reply.
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"But you are well mounted and armed now, Joe."

"Yas, this eritter hain't slow an' she kin keep movin' as long as
eny of ‘em."

"Well, Joe, the paymaster of the fart hasm't pald over your money
yot."

"No, ther time hed not passed.”

"And you'll heve some to sdd to it, as you'll get your reward for
those outlaws back there.,"

"General, I trades in horse~flesh; I swaps rifles, revolvers,
Jnives, or buckskin; but I don't take duat for humen bdlood. Yer 1s
weloome ter them pilgrims an' kln‘hang 'em for all I ocares, but I don't
gsell 'em ter yer, I heerd yer neme spoke as I were passin' through this
kentry, an' I seen yer dockiment, ean' I sets out to return yer kindness,
an' thar is ther gerlootsj dbut don't talk dust ter me fer human flesh
and bones."

"Well, Joe, I meant but to glve you vhat is your Just due."

"Divide 1t with the sogers of yer regimint, General.”

"And the money I have of yours, Joe?"

"Keep m keepin' on it, General, until your heur from me ter give
it awey."

“But I expect soon to be ordered away from here, Joe."

"Waal, leave it with ther one who takes yer place, subject ter my
oall,"

By this time they had reached the fort, and when those who had
known Joe before heard of his arrival, they pressed about him with warm
groetings.

"Joe, you have grown as hendsome as a ploture,” said a young
officer.

"So I hes been told,” was the innocent reply, and 1% ceused a

genoral laugh.,
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That night Joe slept in the fort, the guest of the general, and
when the two were breakfasting together the next morning and the officers
were striving to get the young frontiersman to enlist as a scout, the
startling news wes brought in that the prisioners had all escaped, having
dug out from the guard house snd under the stockasde wall. Squads of
cavalry were at onoe sent in every direction in pursuit of the fugitives,
while Joe mounted his horse and started off alone with the remark,

"I guesses I'll strike ther trail myself,"

Chapter 20
The Bandit Traller

#hen Joe left the fort, he did not attempt to strike the trail of
the fugitives, as the soldfers had done. He had heard that the outlaws
had killed the guard over the horses and mounting the fleetest enimals
had geperated to each go his own way. There were eight of them, snd
each one had been pursued by e squad of cavalry led by an officer and a
good scoub.

Joe, however, took his own way to follow them ups Heving been a
member of their band, while he was plotiing their capture, he at once
determined to stert for their retreat in the hills. He rightly kmew
that when Bowlie Bod had gone down to the settlement to marry pretiy
Mollie Kenton, he had left at the retreat a couple of pards and plenty
of arme and plunder with a score or more of horses. Though passing as
a trapper, Bowie Bob was the captaln of the gang of horse thieves and
murderers, and his handsome face anmd dashing way had won poor Mollie's
neart, for she suspected not his vile characters

Therefore, Joe, knowing what he did, struok straight for the re-
treat and 41d not spare his horse in the least. It was a hard six
miles' ride, and the sun was nearing the western horizon when Joe hid

his tired horse in a ravine and went to the outlaw cabin.
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"Hullo, Joe, whar's the rest o' ther boys?" sald one of the two
men who came out of the cabin as he approached.

It wae a wild, desolate spot and where few soldiers would care to
follow a foe. A rudely duilt but stout eabin, a fenced-in lot for
stolen horses, and an outhouse for plunder comprised the outlaws'
retreat, over whisch two villainocus=-looking men held guard during the
absence of the rest of the gang.

"They is oomin' as fast as they kin," truthfully snswered Joe.

"Did ther Cap get fixed?"

"He did, Tom, Gurned well fixed."

"Waul, she ere a prairie flower o' a gal, but she'll shout ef she
ever finds out he are vhat he ba., What is yer lookin' fepr?"

"I must hev dropped my flask o' speerit, as I eomed up from whar
I left my oritter.”

"I'll go an' git it, Joe," volunteered one, only too anxious to
got the opportunity to drink half of it and £111 it up with water.

"Waal, my oritter are dead beat, so I left him in ther pine canyon.
Ef 1t hain't {n my saddle pooket, Tom, I guesses I hev lost 1it."

Ton started off rapldly in searoh of the treasured "speerit” and
hardly had he got .out of sight vefore Joe said, "Maybe I hev a leectle
drop in ther old jug, Jim, so let's sees” Jim followed him into the
cabin to suddenly find his throat in an iron grasp and to see a
revolver shoved into his face. "Get down on yer knees, Jim, fer I in=-
tends ter tie yer."

"Don't kill me, Joe," whined the wretoh, as the hold on his throat
was released.

"I don't want ter sile my hamds with yer, but I does intend ter
keep yer from doin' no more deviliry."

Vith that, Joe gagged the outlaw and then shoved him, all securely

bound as he was, under one of the beds that ocoupied the four corners
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of the cabins Golng to the dcor, he saw Tom ocoming up the hill with
the flesk in his hend. A look at him was sufficlent to see that he
had been drinking heavily.

"Did yer tske any, Tom:?"

"No, Joe, fer yer see it are full,"

"Yeg, it are full o' water, an' you is full o' rum," and Joe
grabbed the man in a grasp which, had he been sober, he could not have
shaken off, With a dexterity that was remarkable he bound and gagged
him also, and he, too, was rolled under the bded to keep his pard
sompany.

Joe then prepared his supper end Just es he sat dowmn to eat 1it,
in stepped Bowie Bobe. Seeing who 1t was he eonfronted, Bowle Bobd
hastily drew & revolver and covered him, a weapon he had taken from
the soldior he had killed: Joe was evidently taken by surprise, for
he had not expected that one of the escaped outlews would be armed,
but not a musole quivered as the bendit captain eried:

"Hal you &re here, traitor Joe, and I've got the dead Arop on you."

"Yag, Bowie Bob, I are here an' I are sgorry ter see yer is sich a
darned fool ter think I'd ecome alone, Yer hes ther dead drop on me I
'lows, but thar 1s some ahind yer thet govers yer ugly oarkis fer all
it are worth,"

The outlaw lowered his weapon and turned quieckly to look behind
him. That wae all Joe wented, for in an instant he turned the tables
and covered Bowie Bob with his weapon, while he said coolly, "Drop
that weapin, Bobl" The outlaw obeyed. "Now, I guesses you is tired
suffiolent ter want ter lie down on yer face. Down yer goes!"

With a ourse the ocutlaw obeyed, and to bind and gag him was but
the work of & minute and he, too, was hustled out of sight.

Soon after there cams the sound of hoofs without, and a volce eoried,

"Ho, Tom! Ho, Jim! are you abded?"
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"No, some in," graffly answered Joe.

The bolt was removed from the door, whiech swang open,and a man
stepped in with the remark, "Boys, there has been the devil to pay
down in the settlement, for.-"

"Ther devil's ter pay up heur in the mountings, Josh," said Joe,
stepping from behinl the door and dealing the man a bdlow that sent him
reeling to the ground,

But bofore ha eould follow up his advantage and bind him, two more
of the ocutlaws entered 'and seeing him, at a glance took in the situstion.
One was armed with a knlfe and the other, seizing a chair, rushed upon
Joe.

"Back, pards, fer I'd o heap rather yer'd be hung then hev ter
kill yer," he shoutod.

"We'll take ther dhances, yer cussed traitor,"” eried ons. They
were the last words he ever uttered, as he fell dead, shot through the
heart.

But before Joe could fire a gsecond chot, the man he had been trying
to bind seized his arm, and instantly a deaperate struggle begen for
the magtery, the other outlaw rushing to his sid. Hearing the fracas,
Bowie Bob and his two bound end gagged compenions rolled out from under
the bed and mede frantic efforts to speak and fres themselves, so that
the oabin was turned into a psndemonium for a few moments, Joe, however,
had the strongth of a glant and was as wiry as a cat and roee to his
feot with his two foes olinging to him, and striving with all their
might to prevent him from uaing his weapons. Vith a herculean effort
he ghook ons off, and at onece came the flash and erack of his revolvers.

While one man fell dead, the other sang out lustily, "Don't shoot
me, Joe."

"I won't, pard, fer 1t is better thet yer be hung, but yer'll

:
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excuse me ef I ties yer,"

ind tie him, he 414, after whieh he turned to Bowie Bob and the
two others who haed rolled out in a vain endeavor to Join in the fight,
anl said, "Bein' as yer rolled mt, Just roll back agin." They obeyed
with an elecrity thet pleased Joe greatly and he said, "Thar is four
more due an' they'll be along afore day ef ther sogers hasgn't tuk 'em,"

Before daybreak, one by one the four dropped into the trap end
were m:ude prisoners; «fter whioch Joe loaded the stolen horses in the
corral with his captives and the two dead bodies and set out on his
return to the fort, where he arrived in safety.

"Joe, you shall not leave this fort, for I will mgke you Chief of
Socouts,” said the delighted genmeral on beholding him and his prisoners.

But in the morning Joe hual gone, and none new when or whither.

Chapter 21
"California Joe'

In the same mysterioms way in whieh he had before disappeared for
several years, Joe again was lost slght of after his departure from
tﬂe out post the night of hia’oapture of Bowle Bob and his genge. There
were stories told of a white men living among the Indians, snd some of
the soldlers set this down as Joe. 014 trappers were wont to spin
tdles about a hermit Qho lived in the Rooky Mountains, and the deserip~
tion of him tallied so well with what Joe was that many believed that 1%
must be he.

Again, reports were ciroulated along the frontier of the doings of
a man who went by the suphonious title of "California Joe." It was seid
that he had guided one of the first parties of miners into what is now
the Golden State and had shown them localities where gold was to be
found in & way that proved thet he rmust have been there before, though

he would never tell any of his ocomrades whether such was the case oy
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nots It was stated also that this Gold Guide had been named California
Joe and that he had few equals in strength, was a most desperate man
in a fight, and ocould throw a bullet in the exaect spot he meant 1t %o
g0+ Those who told ocemp fire yarns about the mysterious man said he
bore inmnumerable scars upon his body, legs and arms. but that his faoe
was very hundsome and unmairrod.

(ne of the scoute who had beemn at the fort and afterward at the
outpost whon Joe was there, was selzed with the "gold fover" and made
his way to Califomia in company with several others. Hearing of a
mining camp in the mountains where "dust" was panning out well, they
sought its vioilnity and arrived just in time to witness a very exciting
sgene.

It seems that a man had been shot in his "f£1ind" the day before
and his brother, a mere boy, knowing vho his murderer was, hed avenged
his death. The murderer happened to bo the leader of e desgperate lot,
and they et once swore to evenge their ehief and marched in foree to
the oebin of his slayer., He had heard of their coming and stood boldly
at his door, his plstoels in hand.

"Ya've come to hang yo, youngster, an' yer mou't as well #rop them
weapins," said one.

"I will defend my life, 8o Ifwarn you off," was the firm reply.

"Coma, boys, let's run on him, fer 'twon't do ter cheat ourseives
out o' ther fun o' hangin' him by shootin' him." This advioe was about
to be followed when a man suddenly stepped between the youth and his
foes.

"Waal?" speid the leader, savagely.

"Waal?" echoed the man.

"What does yer meen?"

"I mean biz ef yer means ter hurt thet boy," was the cool reply.
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"Yiaal, we intends ter hang him."

"l guessaeg not."

"Yor doem?"

"I doos fer sartin.”

"Doea yer nmean Yo go agin ust"

"I meaius thot boy is not ter Le hurted, Tom Jomes. Yer pard kilt
his brother an' ther boy shooted baek in square fight, an' now yer seys
hang him, an' I says no." .

"Weal, wo'll do it of we hes ter kill yer ter git ter him," was
the stern responsae,

"I guess not,"

With these words thse man whipped out two revolvers in the twinkling
of an oye and govered the orowd. JSome one fired, who no one knew, and
that set the Lell @ing, and in six seconds a score of shots were fired
and geveral men lay dead in their tracks, and the man and the youth he
defended stood 4in the door of the cebin unhurt, while their essallants
had fallen back before an aim that never falled.

Such was the seone that the sgoout and his pards witnessed as they
entered the mining camp and one asked:

"fho are thet terror on legs, pard?”

"Thar pilgrim vhuet made thet oold meat just now?" inguired the one
addreassed.

"Yes,"

"They was durned fools ter pash him ter ft."

"But who are hetr"

"fher squerest man in this heur camp, ther man who guided ther
boys ter £ind ther &ust heur an' don't eare e durn fer digein' it
hisse'f,"

"But what are his name?"
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"Weal, yer has ter ax me suthin' more easier, pard stranger,"

"Don't he hev no name?"

"Yas, but he don't give it away, but we calls him here in ther
digein'e Celifornia Joe. Mebbe yer hev heerd o' him, stranger pards?"

"Yas, I has heerd o' him an' knows him," and the soout who had
turned miner went up and renewed his acqueintance with Joe, who greeted
him most ocordially, and added: l

"I 18 glad ter pee yer agin, an' ther bhoys will give yer a blow-out
ternight; It are a pity'them fellers wae sich durned fools, fer they'll
mise a good time"; and thoge he referred to ss the ones who would "mias
a good time"™ were the men he had killed only a few minutes before in
defending his young pard,

Chapter 22
Joe Visits 0ld Friends

From the time Joe received the prefix of "Callifornia"™ to his name,
he began to be known from the Missogri to the Pacific, where at times
he was a trapper on the streams of the border, and agaln a secout and
Indian trailer with the advance guard of the army. Then he was heard
of in the mines,and again haunted tle settlements for aswhile with
apparently no aim in life.

At length he departed from his favarite haunts one day and soveral
weeks after he rode up to the door of a gomfortadle eabln in one of the
nost delightful of the border settlements. It was Sunday afternoon,
and before the door sat the settler, & fine~looking man with heir tinged
with gray, while near him wes his wife, a handsome woman of forty with
a sad faces Several diildren were playing near the door, and altogether
the soene was & home=like one.

"Dismount, stranger, and stop with us, for night is ocoming on soon,"
ocheerily called out the settler as Californies Joe drew reinm a short
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diatange off.

"Thet are what I hev come for, Pard Reynolds,'fwas the qulet
response of Joe, as he dismounted and walked toward the cabin.

The settler saw before him a tall, handsome man wi th bearded face
and long, ocurling black hair. He was ¢led in buckskin hunting shirt
and leggingsatuck in the tops of high boots, whlle he wore a black
sombreroe turned up in front,

"You know me then, stranger?" sald lir. Reynolds.

"I does, or most rather did, pard, but thet were long ago."

"And yet, strange to say, I can not recall you, my friend; but
you are welcome, and this is my wife, vho will give you greeting too."

"I kmow thet, pard, fer she are a&s syuar‘’ &s you is, and thet are
shoutin' Gospil; but whar are little kuggiei"

Instamt ly @ shadow fell over the fuces of the setiler and his wife
et thie question, and the fommer said sadly, "She is gone, elagl"

"Dead?" asked California Joe in a whisper.

"o and yes, for we know not vwhat has beocome of her. C(ne day, as
was her wont, she went out hunting with her 1little rifle, and since
then we have never seen her."

"Phar is streems zbout heur?"

"Yes, but she ould pwim well."

"Vere -’qliur Injuns ebout 7"

"Yos, Indiens' signs were seen sbout thaet time, and we have heard
that the Cheyermes heve some captive children among tlielr tribes."

"Waal, it mey be so, en' ef 1t are, I'll find ouwt. I guesses I
won't atop ternight, Pard Reynolds, but go on, fer I wants ter find
leotle Maggle.,"

"But, my friend, vwho are you that tekeas such a kind interest in our
poor, lost, 1ittle girl?" asked Mrs. Reynolds, laying her hend upon Joe's
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arm and looking uﬁ into his honest face wfth eyes filled with tears,

"I are Joe,"

"Joe? Our Joe?"

"Yas, I are Joej; Califormie Joe they calls me now."

Words ocan not desoribe the mingled amazement anmd Joy of the poor
parents at again meeting the one who, as a boy long years before, had
saved them and the train from massacre.

"ind you are that famous men, “‘California Jos' of whom we have
heard so much?"' sald Mr. Reynolds.

"Yes, I are Califomia Joe and I hes eome nosin' 'round heur ter
gee yer all an' leetle Maggle, an' I folched her a leatle present ter
weay round her putty neck., It aere dust I dug mysef out o' ther mines."

He drew out a neoklace as he spoke, of nuggets of solid gold,
whioh he hed made into a neeklases "Now yer keep it fer her, fer I'll
be baok with her afore long," And all entreaties to remain longer,
Celifornis Joe refused, but started at onoe upon the duty he set him-
self to perform.

Chapter 28
fhe Cheyennes' Ransom

In an Indfien village ~ Cheyennes « for one long yesr had langulshed
poor little Meggle Reynolds. 4 ¢hild of twelve at the time of her
oepture, she had been made the slave of the squaw of the head ehief,
Feather Fece, amd but for her plueky spirit and hope some day of
rescue, the girl wonld have died under the life of drudgery and abuse.

One day she beheld a paleface ride into the village. At that time
there was s patohed up peace between the Cheyennes and the whites, but
Maggie had not seen any of the latter bold enough to come to the Indian
oamps She eyed the stranger euriously aa he came direoctly to the tepee

of Feather Face, aseompanied by seversl warriors.
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"My red brothor knows me," said the white man,

"Yes, the Feather Face has sean the paleface brave," was the reply,

"The hatehet is buried now, but the Peather Face would like to
ki1l me." The Indian bowed a ready sssent, "He has here a paleface
pappoosa.’ Will he sell her to me?"

"The Feather Face will sell hor for the ears of the white warrior,"
was the fiendish reply. _

"Good!" was the amil;ng response. "Let him take his seslping
knife and eut off my ears and then give to me the pappoose. If the
Foather Face lies, then the soldiers will be ready to come ﬁpon him
and burn hig villaga.”

"The-white warrlor has spoken. The Feather Face does not speak
with a erooked tongue."

"The Festher Faee is a natural llar,” was the rotort, and the
stranger stepped up to the ehief and bared his head bty removing his
sombrero, while he added, "But I warn the Cheyenne not to break falth
with me,"

Poor Maggi§ heard and sew all and sat grouching in the tepee, not
daring to utter & word, But as she saw thae eruel chisf take his
soalping knife and seize the ear of the man to oleim his ransom for her,
she cried:

"No, no, let me stay here, for I em heppy here; I do not wish %o
g0 homel}™

"Thet usre a soreamin' lie, lia:gle,” said Callfornia Joe¢, for he 1t
was, and turning sgain to the shief he continued, "Injun, do yer sarvin'."

With a satisfied grunt Feather Face took the left ear in his fingers
and skillfully sliiced the outer rim off e¢lean, California Joe did not
winge, btut sald goelly, while Maggle gave & ory of terror, "Now, t'other
one, Injuns"” The other ear was then out in 1like manner, znd Joe made a

low bdow with the Pemerk, "Thankee, Injun, Some day I hopes ter do as
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maoh fer you."

"Come, Maggie." He took the weeping girl and pleseing her upon
his horse, spmahg into his paddle and rode out of the Indian eamp,
leaving the chief lsughing with fiendish delight over the ransom he
had received for the captive girl. Two weeks after his d eparture
from the Reynolds home he returned at night, end Maggie accompanied
him.

"Go and knoek at ther door, Maggie, while I stake ther oritters
out," he gaid.

The young girl obeyed, and great was the Joy of her parents when
she oppeared before tham. But in vein was i1t that they looked for
California Joe, for, though he staked the horse, he hed given her out
upon the prairie, he had mounted his owm animal ohoe more and mysterious-

ly disappearsd,

Chapter 24
Joe's Fate
Kind reader, 1t is only necemsary to say that California Joe eone
timed his wanderings about the bdorder, daily winning greater fame as =a
plainsman and Indlan fighter, until the promise he mede Feather Fece to
"do as much for him" wee faithfully kept and more so, for he took that
chief's soalp insteed of his ears in a fight he had with him one day
after guiding a party of soldiers to his village to punish him for
8lashing adbout with "the hatohet” when it was supposed to be buried.
V/hen the Cilvil Wer broke out Celifornia Joe went with the Union
Army a8 one of & bend of border sharpshooterss That his desdly aim 4id
not f£all him in army servise is proved from the fast that a war cor-
respondent of Harper's Weekly sent a report of his having "plcked off"
a Confederate sharpshooter at a distanse of fifteen hundred yards,
when even artillery had fauiled to dAislodge him.
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After the war, in vhioch he won the name of a long-range dead-shot,
California Joe returmed to the border and one day eame near losing his
1ife as he was on his way to make a visit to the Reynolds oabin, where
he hed not been since the night he had carried Maggle vtack G her
parents. He was riding along the river bank,when suddenly he beheld a
canoe and am oecupant and turned just as a rifle was leveled et him,
He spoke just in time to save his life. Since Joe related the story
of that meeting with Maggie Heynolds, for she it was, to Captain Jack
Crawford, the Poet Sgout of the Black Hills, end he has told it in
yhyme, I will give my readers & few of the verses in their own pathetlie
words., John W, Crawford, known as "Captain Jaock,"” wae a fumous border
rangey and the oompanion of California Joe and Buffelo Bill in meny &
wild scene of frontier life.

"California Joe"

By Captain Jask Crewford
"The Poet Scout”

"Well, mates, I don't like stories,
Nor am I going to aet

A part sround the camp fire

‘That ain't a truthful fact.

'S0 lght your plpes and listen;
I'11 tell you, lot me see,

I believe 1t was in '44,

Prom that t11l '63.

You've all heard tell of Bridger;
I vsed to ron with Jim

And many a hard day seoulling
I've had alongeide of him.

Viell, once near old Fort Reno

A trepper used to dwell;

They ealled him old Cap Reynolds,
The seouts al) lnew him well.

One day as we were camping

Way down on Powder River,

We killed a calf of buffale

And vooked a slice of liver.
While feasting there contented
We heard three shots ox four,
Put out the fires anmi listeoned
And heayd & dozén more.

We knew that 0ld Cap Reynolds
Had moved his trape up there,
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So pisking up our rifles

And fixing on our gear

We mounted quick as lightning;
To save wne our desire.

Too late, the painted heathen
Had set %he house afire.

We tied our horses quiekly

And waded up the stream

And there beside the water

We henrd a muffled scream,

And down emong the dushes

A 1ittle cgirl 414 1lie.

I pieked her up and misperod,
11711 save you or I'1l die.!

Oh, what a ride, 0ld Bridger

To sover our retreat.

Sometimes the child would whisper
In a voice ao low and sweet
'Poor papa, God will take nim

To m.ana up ahova.

There's no one left to love me.
There's no one left to love,'

The little girl was thirteen

And I was twanty-two.

Says I, 'I'll ho youp fathor

And love you just as true.'

She nestled close beaside nme,

Her hazel eyes sg bright

Looked up @nd made me hapy,
Though elose pursued that night.
A month had ocome and Maggle,

Ve called her Hazel Eye,

In truth was going %o leave us,
Vas going to sey good=bye. .

Her Uncle Mad Jack Reynolds,
Reported long since aoad,

Had come Lo elaim my ange

Hip drother'sehild he aaid.

Vihat eould X say; we parted,

Mad Jaek wam groving old.

I handed him a banknote

And all T hed in gold.

He rofe away at sunrise;

I vent 2 nile or two

And parting seid, 'We‘ll meet again,
May God watch over yon. !

Beglde & laughing, danolng brook
A 1ittle cabin stood,

As weary with a long day's soout
I espied it in the wood.

The protty valley fringed beyond,
The mowntains towered above,

And 'neath the willow bank I heard
The sooing of a dove.

It was like one grand panorama,
The bWrook was plainly seen

Like a long thread of silver

In a eloth of lovely green.
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The laughter of the water,

The eooing of the dove,

Was like some painted picture,
Some wellwtold tale of love.
While drinking in its grendeur
And resti in my saddle

I thouwght I heard a ripple

Like the dipping of a paddle,

And turning toward the eddy,

A strange sight met ny view,

5 malden with a rifle

In a 1little bark ceance.

whe stood up in the center,

The rifle to her eye,

I thought just for & moment

My time had come to dile.

I doffed nmy hut and told her,

If 1t vas all the seme,

To drop her little shooter,

For I was not her game.

She &ropped the deadly weapon

And Jumped from the canoe.

'T beg your pardon,' she whisperesd,
'I thought you were a Bioux,

Your long halr and your mekskins
Looked warrior like and rough.

My bead was sgpolled by sunshine
Or I'4d killed you sure enough.'
'Perhapa it had bssean better

You'd dropped me themn,' sald I,
'For surely such an angel

Would bear me to the sky.'

She blughed and dropped her lashes,
Her cheeks were arimson red,

One half-sly planee she gave me
And then h down her head.

I took her 1ittle hend in mine,
She wondered what it meant

But then she drew it mmem'ﬁ away,
But rether seemed ocontent.

We stood beside the mossy bhank,
Her eyes begen to f1ll,

The brook was rippling at our feet,
The dove was gooing still,

I soothed her golden tresses,

Her eyes looked up in mine,

She seemad %o doubt, but whispered,
'It was such a long, long time,
Strong arms were thrown around me,
I'1l save you or I'll die.'

I clasped her to my bosom,

My long loast hazel eye.

The rapture of the moment

Was almost heaven to me.

I kissed her mid her teardrops,
Her innoeence and glee.

Her heart near mine was bdeating
When sobbing she said,
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'My true, my .brave preserver,
Thoy told mec you were dead;
But how I prayed for. you,-Jee,
For you vho suved my life,.
That God would send an angel
To gulde you through all strife.
He who olaimed me from you,
My uncle good and true
Now siek in yonder oabin.
Hag talked so much of you.

"If Joe were living, darling,”
e ssld to ma lagt night, |
"He wonld care for Meggle

nen God puts ocut my Jight."!
We found the o0ld man mleeping,
Hush, Faggle, lot him rest.'
The sun was slowly setting

In the fer=off golden weest,
Although we talked in whispers,
He opened wide his oyea.

'A dream, a dream,' he murmured,
‘Alag, a dream of lles.’

She drifted 1ike a shadow

To vherc the old man lay.

"You had a dream, dear Uncle,
Another dream Goday.'

'Oh, yes, I saw am angel

A3 pure as mountain onow

And near her, at my bedside
Stood Callfornia Joos'

'I'm not an angel, dear Uncle,
That you know;

My face &nd hends are blaok,

My ekin is aot llke anow.

But listen while I tell youm,
For I have newa %o cheer,
Hazel eye is happy,

For Joe is truly here.'

And then & few days after,

The old man said %o me,

'Joe boy, she are an angel

4nd good ap angels bve;

For three long months ghe's watched
And trapped and nursed me too.
God bless youw, boy, I believe it,
She's safe slong with you.'
The sun was slowly setting
Yhen Mag, my wife, and 1

Rod? glowly down the velley,
She'd a tear drcp in her cye.
'One year ago today, Joe,

I see the mosay grave,

Ve laid him 'neath the dslsies,
My unele, good snd brave,'

Our loves were mnewly kindled
While sitting by the stream
Where two hearts were united
In love's pweet, happy droam,”
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The blushing young huntress being Magzle Reymolds, dear reader,
1t nead not be said that the romance of her 1ife and that of California
Joo ended in the reallity of mstrimony.
In his Yook, My Life on the Xlains, General Custer thus speaks of
Callifamia Joai

"In vongentraviag the savalyy, whiseh had hitherto been opersting
in small bodies, it was found thut each detachment brought with it the
goouts who had been serviug with them. VWhen I Jjoined the command I
found guite a number of these socouts ettached to various portions of
the cavelry, but each ueting semralely. For the purpose of organiza-
tion it was deemed best to unite them in e separate detashment under
command of one of thelr own numbor. Being unmoquainted with the merits
of gx;y of them, the seleetion of & ohief hed to be made somewhat at
rendome

"Thare was one among thelr number whose appearance would have at-
tracted the notloe of eoven a casual observer. He wae a man about forty
years of age, perheps older, over six feet in helght, end possessing
a well=proportioned frame. His head was covered with a luxuriant erop
of . ., almost blask halr, strongly inclined to curl, and so long asg
%o fall carelessly over his shoulders. His face, at iaast 80 much of
1t as was nol eoneealed by the long, waving, brown beard and mustache,
was full of intelligence and pleasant to look upons His eya was un-~
doubtedly handsome, black and lustrous, wlth an expression of kindness
and mildness eombined. On his head was generally %o be seen, whether
avake or asleep, a hugh sombrero or blaeh sloush hat. A aol&ier's over-
coat with 1ts large olrocular cape, and a pair of trousers with the legs
tucked into the tops of his long oty usuelly conatituted the outside
make-up of the man whom I selected as chief secouts. He was known by the
euphonious title of 'California Joe.' 1MNo other name seemed sver to
have been glven him end no other name appeared to be necessary. This
was tic man whon, npon & short acguaintence, T decided to appoint as
chief of the secuts,

"As the four detaohments already reoferred to were to move as soon
ag it wus dark, 1t was desirable thet the scouts should be &t onae
organized and assigned. 3o, sending for Califownia Joe, I informed him
of hig promotion and vhet was sexpected of him and hls men. After this
official portion of the interview had been oompleted, it seemed proper
to Joe's mind that a more intimate mequaintanee between us should be
cultivated, ae we had never met before, His firat interrogatory, ad-
dressed to me in furtherance of thie 1dea, was frankly put ss follows:

"'See hyer, Gineral, in order thet we hev no misonderstandin' I'd
Jist like ter ax ye a few questions. First, are ye an ambulance men
e a hoss man?! ‘ '

"Profeasing ignoranse of his ‘maaning, I requested him to explain,

"'I mean,' 8eid he, 'do yer b'lleve in ocetehin' Injune in ambulances
or on hosabaok?'
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"St11ll assuming ignorenoce, I replied, 'Well, Joe, I believe in
catohing Indians wherever we oan find them, whether they are in
ambulances or on horseback,'

"'Thet ain't what I'm a=drivin' at,' he responded., 'S'pose you'er
after Injuns and really want to hev a tussel with Yem, would yer start
after 'em on hossbagk, er would yer olimb inter a ambulance and be
hauled after 'em? Thet's ther p'int I'm a-headin' fer.'

"1 answeyed that I would prefer the method on horsebask, provided
I reslly desired to cateh the Indians; dut if I wished them $0 cateh me,
I would adopt the ambulange system of ettack.

"'You've hit the naill squar' on the head,' seid he. 'I've bin
with 'em on the plains whar they started out after Injuns on vheels
Jist as ef they war goin' to a town funeral in ther States, an' they
stood 'bout as much chence uv eatehin' Injuns ez a sixemule team
would uv eatehin' a pack of thievin'coyotes, jist as rmohs Why, thet
sort uv work is only fun fer the Injuns; they don't want anything
betters Yer ort to've see'd how they peppered it to us, and we a=-doin’
o' nuthin' all the time. Sum uv 'em wuz afraid the mules was goin' to
stampede and run off with ther train and all our forage an' grub, but
thet wuz impossible, fer besides the big loads uv corn an' bagon an'
baggage the wagons hed in 'em, thar war from eight to a dozen infantry
men piled into 'em besides. Yer ort to hev heard the quartermaster in
echarge uv the train tryin' to drive infantry men out uv the wagons and
glt them into ther fight. I 'spect he was a Irishman, bg his talk,
for he said to 'em: "Git out uv thim wagonsj git out uv thim wagons.
Yez'll hey me tried fer disobediance uv orders fer marchin' tin min in
a wagon whin I've orders fer but ait."'"

Californie Joe was a gaoout for Generel Custer from 1868 till 1872,
Eo was acquainted end scouted with the following soouts: Colorado
Charlie, Texas Jack, Captain Jaeck, Wild Bill, and Buffalo Bill,

California Joe was killed, as was his friend, Wild Bill, by the
hand of an aseassin. He was seated in front of his ocabin at Red Cloud,
Dakota, on December B, 1876, oleaning his dearly loved wea'pons, when
some foe fired &t him from sn ambush and shot him through the heart.
Who that unseen assassin was, no one ever lmew, and the seoret will
doubtless remain unknown unless the "atill, smell volce of consclience"
drives the mirderer to confess the crime some day, for most truly is it
sald that "murder will out."
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"Captain Jacgk"

(John Wallaoe Crawford, The Poet Soout)

(Moses

By Col. Charles D, Randolph
("Buckskin BL11")

A famnua‘aoout' a poet, too,
And a frontier's man
Through and throughs

In verse and rhyme, in humorist
strains

He wrote about his perds o' the
plﬁ ins.

Moses Milner was his pard,
you know,

The famous goout,
Califomia Joe.

They trapped and hunted
in the West,

And scouted and guided .
with the rest,

From the Blaock Hills of Dakota,
From the Missouri to the Platte,
They knew every trail,
Canyon,hill and flat,

-4 A
"Celifornis Joe"
Ee Milney, The Mysterious Plainsman)

By Col. Charles D, Randolph
("Buekskin Bill")

Who was the man of mystery,
Out on the western plain,

Yho scouted for the govermment
And gulded the wagon train?

Who was the famous plainsman,

Chief of Scouts for Custer, Jemney, Crook,

¥ho prospested in the Black Hills
And dangerous trips he took?

Who was this frontiersman;

Who fought Cheyenne, Sioux and Crow?
Who was Moses Milner? Vhy he

Was "California Joe."
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"Wild Bill™

(James Butler Hickok,
The Quiockest and Best Shot in the West)

By Col, Charles D. Randolph
("Buekskin Bill")

Beneath the elifts of White Roecks
On Mount Moriah rests Wild Bill,

A Tamous seout of the early Vest,
In the Blaek Hills he was killed.

In a guleh below is Deadwood,
The pines are all around,

And "Bil1ll" is resting, weiting,
In the happy~huntingeground.

The Vest 18 changed wnd different,
It hardly looks the same.

The Blaeck Hills were wild and wooly
" When Wild B1ll Hickok won his fame,

"Buffalo B1llL"

~ (William Frederiek Cody,
Great Buffalo Hunter, Beout, and Wild West Showman)

By Cols Charles D. Randolph
("Buekakin Bill")

His paddle now 1s empty -«

But his memory is living still.
He was a Colonel in the ammy
And was known as "Buffalo Bill.,"

He worked for the Government
And was a noted seout.
Heo d1ed out in Denver
"And rests on Mount Look Out.

He dressed in high boots and buekskin,
Red shirt and broad Stetson hat,

And killed thousands of buffaloes

Down along the Flatte,

It was with Miles out secouting
He met Custer and California Joe;
And just & few years later

We find him running

A great Wild West Show.
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He was ir the theatrieal business

Along with Texas Jeek eand Wild Bill,

They ealled their play "Scouts of the Plains” =~
They had that western thrill,

He later ecombined with Pawnee Bill,
They showed the Rast and Vest.

His saddle now iz empty

And the 0ld seout's laid to rest.

- areP 4B as v p

"Pexng Jaok"
{(Jonn B. Omohundroe, Pamous Sgout of the Southwest)

By Col, Charles D. Randolph
("Buokaskin B111")

I met him in the asaddle
In the days way, way bask,
Jo By Omohundro, "Texas Jacks"

He wan a saont for Cusater,
Sherman; Sheridan, Miles and Crook.
He was a Wrave asgout, ¥new every nook.

He dreassed in buoksiin,
A druce of gyms he packed,
J» B, Omohundro, "Texas Jack,"

He was out thare when 1t wasn't
Safe to venture throuch,

Unless you were a brave soout
Through and through.

He came from the Lone Star State,
His halr wes long and bdlaok,
Jo Be Omohundro, "Texses Jaek."




Wild Bill

Texns Jaek

, Buffale Bill
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(Newspaper olippings)

During Californis Joe's residence in the Black Hills eountry, he
met and became quite a pal of Capt. Jack Crawford, known the esountry
over as the "2Poet-Scout." Capt. Jack was an intimate friend of the
writer many years ago, and we gorresponded quite regularly. At that
time he was on the lecture platform reading his poems and giving enter-
tainments et Chauteauquas and on 7. M. C. A. courses. Capt. Jack pessed
eaway at his home in New York City, February 28, 1917, of pneumonia. A
treasured volume in the writer's library is sn autogrephed copy of Capt.
Jaock's poema, prosented in 1909.

Captain Jaok has the following to ssy about Califormia Joe:

"ivout the middle of April, 1876, I received a note from California
Joe, who then hed a fine rangh on Rapid Creek, and was trying to induce
newoomers to settle there and build a town. I was then at Deadwood.
Joe's letter was written in lead pencil, and barring his ded spelling,
ran a8 follows:

"‘Rapid, April 10, 1876.
"INy dear Jack:

"YIf you can be epared from Custer, come over
and bring Jule and Frank Smith with yous The reds
have been raising merry old hell, and after wounding
our herder end a miner nemed Sherwood, got away with
eight heasd of stoeck -~ my old Bally with the rest.
There are only ten ¢of us here all told, and I think
1f you can came with the two boys, we ocan lay for
them at the lower falls and gobble them the next
times Ainswer by bearer i1f you can't come. And send
me fifty rounds of eartridges for the Sharps (big 00).
Hoping this will find you with your top~knot still
waving, I remain ms ever

"tYour pal,

"tJoe.!

"I immediately saw Ma jJor VWynkoop, commanding the Rangers, and got
his permission to leave, end arrived at Rapld Creek the following
night, with four comrades. After two days and nights watehing at the
lower falls, Jules Seminole, one of my scouts ( a Cheyenne), came in
at dusk and informed us tha% there were between twenty and thirty In-
diane encamped at Box Elder, about twenty miles away, and that they
were ooming from the direction of the Big Cheyenne and would probably
move to Rapld during the night.
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"about three o'clock next morning Joe went up to his cabin and
there started a blg log fire; also two or three other fires in other
cabinss These cabins were over a mile from where we were in ambush,
while our horses were all picketed a quarter of a mile down the ereek,
which wag narrow at ite polnt of entransce from the yrairie, but
widened into a beautiful river half a mile up.

"Just ag day was breasking, one of the Indlens was discovered by
Frank Smith wading up the ereek. TIrank reported to Joe and I, and
Joe remarked, 'Let him go; he will soon signal the others to follow.'
In fifteen minubtes more the shrill bark of a soyote proved Joe's
Judgment to be correct. Twenty-three well-armed Indians « all Sioux =«
rode up along the willow bank in Indian file. There were seventeen
of us « Bob Swearlngen and Ned Bskor, two old miners, having Jolned
us the night before. We had six men on ome side of the areek near an
opening whiech we believed the Indians would break for on receiving
our fire from the opposite side.

"We took eim zs best we could in the gray of the morning, and
fired nearly together. Them, before they eould recover, we gave them
another volley, and leuving our cover, followed on foot those who
di1d not stay with us. Ve were disappointed in their taking the open-
ing, but the boys werc in falr range and 414 god work, killing one,
wounding two end unhorsing three others, who took to the woods. Ve
got fifteen ponies. Our first fire never touched a horschair, but
empticd soveral saddles. Out of the twenty-three Indleans, fifteen
espaped, Joe killed three himself with his blg Sharps rifle, the
last one being near1¥ five hundred yards away when he fired from a
rest off Frank Smith's shoulder. Joe had a pleocs taken out of his
left thigh; Franklin was wounded in the left armi; end the writer
slightly seratched near the guard of the right arms Nobody was serious=
ly hurt, and we had elght scalps to erown our vietory."

"California Joe!" What a wealth of romanece advehturo. mystery,
humor and pathos 1is wrapped up in his well*rememﬂared name}

Yhat stirring tales of the o0ld frontier sould bs roelated around
a blaging camp fire, 1f, among the hoste of great frontier charasters
who have "cashed in" and passed to their reward in the happy hunting
grounds of Oblivion, old Califoarnia Joe ocould step into the firelight,
with his stubby briarwood pipe ablaze, and regount some of the stirring
adventures through whieh he paessed; or, if Capte. Jack Crawford, the
famous "poet-seout," could arise, and, amid the crackle of the embers,
recite his well-known poem, "Calirornia Joe!"




Captain Jack Crewford

Colonel Cody in the oostume worn at the time
of the great hunt for the Grand Duke Alexis.
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I'm Campin' Here in beadwood

By Cols, Charles D. Randolph
("Buekskin Bill")

I'm eampin' here in Deadwood,

The resting place o' Wild Bill Hiokok
And Crook's scout, Calamity Jene,

The plece I used to winter

When I seouted on the plain,

I'm eampin' here in Deadwood,

The best town in the hills,

Vhere Sitting Bull and Camanche B1ll
Filled these parts full o' thrills.

I'm campin' here in Deadwood,
The place ain't vild no more.
It's different then it was
In old=time Injun wars

I1'm eampin' here in Deadwood,
Vaitin' for the parade to come,
The boys o' '76 a marehin',
Oh,I hear the fife and drum.

I'm oampin' here in Deadwood,
It's en old~time camp, you know,
I used to spend the winter hers
Yilth California Joe,

1'm cempin' here in Deadwood,

And I remember ons time still

Vhen 1 rode in here late one night
With my old pard, Buffalo Bill.

I'm campin' here in Desdwood,

It's forty years about

Since I eamped here vith Captain Jaek,
The famous"roet Sooub."

['m campin' here in Deadwood,
Like I did in days way back

Vhen I scouted with "Doe" Carver,
Colorado Charlie and Texas Jack,

I'm eampin' here in Desdwood,
Where I used to paek the mail
When I drove stage in the early days;
Now, I'm on the sunset trail.

I'm campin' here in Deadwood,

And I jJust heard from Diamond Dieck;
He's sorry he can't be here,

As he's doctoring up the siok.

I'm ¢ampin' here in Deadwood,

With my old pard "Deadwood Dick,"”

Who guarded g l14 and seouted Sioux
When redskins and bordermen were thioek,




Colonel Charles D. Randolph
"Buekskin B1ll"
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The Black Hills

By Col. Charles D, Randolph
{"Buekskin Bi11")

I've roamed &l through the West,
Where wildest nature thrills,
And now I am campin’

In the dreary Black Hills.

Vihere spruce and osk cnd cedar
Are growing all arowmd;

¥here onee old Sitting Bull
Cal}ed thie his atompin' ground.

Among fir trees and redwood,
I'm cempin’ in the pine;

I love this plece, I tell you,
The Black Hills are swre fine.

I met "Deadwood Disk" et Whitewood,
And ot Rapid City I met "Silent Cal."
I'm gampin' here in Deadwood

With on old-time pal.

I'm goin' mext to Belleforche
And on to the Bear Lodge Breaks,
And vislt all the beauty spots
Before I pull up stakes,

I'11 not miss a guleh, or stream,

4 oanyon or & trall,

And I'11l take i~ ths Big Deadwood Round Up
And hear the Redskin wall.

tnd while my camp fire's blazin',
I'11 think o' days gone by =~
I'1} hear the coyotes yelpin'

And I'1l hear a penther ory.

(Clipping)
Deadwood 's Gold Rush Pageant

Deadwood 's anmial celebration of the days of '76 was unusually

ploturesque this year. 4 duplicete of the mining settlement that existed

in the seventies at Deadwood Guloh was congtructed, and in it a pageant

showing ocharacters and 1ife of the frontier days was staged. The mining

settlement had the customary dance halls, saloons, gambling dens, and

other resotts of the period. Among the characters partieipating in the
pageant were Wild Bill, Calamity Jans, Colorado Charley, and California

Joe,

Pioneers of the frontier daye agsimted the directors of the

colebration in making the details accurate.
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Additional information regarding the identity and death of
"California Joe" has come to light. The following is taken from a

letter which appeared some time ego in "Adventure,'" and was written by
Joe L. Milner, s grandson of California Joe:

"i¢alifornia Joe' vian my grandfather on ny father's side of re-
lationship and his true end roal name was Moses Fmbree Milner. He waa
born necr Stanford, Kentuoky, on lMay 3, 182%. He was foully murdered
at Fort Robinson, Nebragka, on October 29, 1876, was buried in the
post cemetery at Fort Robinson, nnd his remains still lie there, These
ere the facta of the oase as I received them from the Seoretary of the
War Department some yeara ago; also from his two sons, George liilner
and Charley Milner of this oi%y, who were in the Bleok Hille at the
time of his death.,

"I was fortunate some years ago in meeting a man by the name of
Ritehie, who was in Fort Robinson the morning of California Joe's
deaths He knew California Joe very well and he helped to lay him in
his final resting plsee. 1y two uncles, Charley and George Milner,
were a hundred milea from Fort Robinson when their father, California
Joe, was killed. Mr. Ritchie's story of Californis Joe's death is
backed up for the aetual truth es to the faots,by my two uncles, who
came to Fort Robinson shoritly after thelir father's death.

"California Jos wes killed by s young man whose name was Thomas
Neukum, who went to the Black dills in 1876, He wss born and resred in
Gervais, Uregon, and was 1ln his eerly twenties when he killed Caiifornia
Joe.

"California Joe knew Neukum in Deadwood and would have killed him
there, dbut he told Neukum he was not worth killing,und spared his life.
Neukum belongaed to that seme gong that killed "W1ld Bill" Hiokok.

"On Oetober 28, 1876, in the evening, Celifornia Joe and Thomas
Neukum had a row &t Fort Robinson, but they gquieted down and shook
hands and called the row settled. California Joe, taking Neukum et his
word, pald no more attention to him. Several half-breed Indians, who
did not 1like Califorunia Joe, went to Neukum end told him that California
Joe was going to kill him on sight, vhich was not the truth,.

"The next merning, October 29, 1876, Celifornis Joe was standing
ha lf vent over, explaining something to two Sioux Indians. Neukum was
hid up behind a wood=pile on a bank mbout fifteen feet high and about
thirty feet away, with an army carbine. 4is California Joe bent over
with his back to Neukum, Neukum fired,the ball striking California Joe
in the left shoulder and coming out in his right breast. California
Joe threw up his hands and hollered to one of the soldiers near there
by the name of Pat, 'Pat, I am shot. Who shot me?' These were his
lagt words., He walked one hundred yards to his cabin and fell dezd in
the doorway.

"Heukum was put into the guardhouse and fourteen days later re-
leaged, He went to Deadwood and, bragging about 1%, wes again put in
Jall., By this time California Joe's two sons, Charley and George Milner,
had got word of their father's deaths Charley Milner got into Deadwood
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Just one<half hour after Neukum was released from Jjail.

"Neukum shortly after was shot to death for the foul and cowardly
marder of one of the makers of frontier hiatory. He begged for his
1life when cornered and caught, but his pleadings did no good and he
lies in an unmarked grave in the Black Hills.

"Califomia Joe was a great friend of Ceptain Jack Crawford, VWild
B11l Hickok, Buffalo Bi1ll, Texas Jaak, and Colorado Charleys I could
write s great deal more of him and tell many things that have never yet
oome into wrint, I was personally moquainted with Buffalo Bill and he
told me he kmew California Joe in Hays City, Kensas, several years
before he was killed at Fort Robinson. ' J

"At the time of Califormia Joe's death he was 47 years, 5 months,
and 21 days 0lds I think this letter will clear up without a doubt
Califormia Joe's death, birthplace and age. 4o he was my grandfather,
I surely ought to know."

"Californias Joe"

By “"Captain Jack" Crawford
(The Poet Seout - of the Blaek Hilla)

The sun setm red on the craves of the dead
Where wilderneas once was king:

The jack pines sigh o'or the hers's head
And solace to him bring. ,

This 18 the letter Joseph E, Kllner, the grandson of Moses f. Milner,

better known as California Jos, received from the War Department:

"War Department, Office cf the “uartermaster General
"Washington, D. C,
"In reply refer to (N 298-A«C = Milner, Moses E.
"November 24, 1924,
"Vr, Joe E, kilner,
410 Fifth St., Apartment 51,
"Portlend, Oregon,

"Deexr S1r:

"In roply to your letter of Liovember 4, 1924, rela-
tive to the localion of the grave of your grandfather,
loses 1. kilnex (California Joe), the Quartermaster
General deslires you to te advised that the records show
that Seocut Nilner is buried in CGreve 14, Post Ccmetery,
Fort Robinson, lebruskas. 4 small headstone bvearing the
following insecri tion marks the grave:

Moges lillnerx
Seout

"The records show the reme ins interred in the adjoin~
ing graves are thoase of Sallle Munroe, wife of Sergeant
lanroe, Troop A. 9%h Cavalry,'and Mat%io Grayson, wife of
Corporal Grayson, Troop E. 9th Cavalry.

"Very truly yours,
"R+ P. Harbold
"Major QeMeCos ’
"Assistant."




Calamity Jane Burke, a Woman Gamblexr
Well=knovm im the Miming Campe of the
014 Vest

Oelemity Jane, famous frontier character,
was a secout for General George A. Crook, in the
Indian campaigns of tho Ves$s Che was a great
friend of Texas Jaek, Buffale B4ll, Colorado Charley,
Captaim Jack, Wild Bill, md Ceiifornia Joe.




Bu_f_ta.lo Bill Eleoctrifies Audience
By Pashing on 3%age with His 614 Charger
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"California Joe"
e
Raymond W. Thorp

Far baek in that distent age referred to by hilstorisna as "the
early Sizteen Hundreds," there came to these shores from Yorkshire,
England, a family kmown by the staunch 0ld4 English name of Milner. This
family, £resh from old world scenes, belonged to tm\t adventurous class
of people known as "wildermess breakers," numerous slans of whieh
perved to blaze the vay info the then great wilderness border country of
the now eastern section of Lhe United States. The elder Milner men of
this Yorkshire elan clove to the fighting tendencies exhibited by thome
sturdy sme of 'ingland who first set foot on the Ameriean shores of the
brosd stlentio. Therefore wo £ind them in the midst of the two great
wars botween thelr ecdopted cuntry eml the land of their birth, the
War of the Revolution and the susceeding great battles of the Ver of
1812, when white man and red of different clens and nations Jjoined in
the kindling fires of war and multlitudinous hatreds of advancing races,

A8 in all history of our great country, we find the frontier men
advanoing ever westward; so did these Milners come, settling first in
what is now the mountainous state of Vest Virglnis, later taking up the
toreh and benner and carrying tham, like Dantel Boone and other famous
fronticrsmen of those days, aoross the T1lrst great borderland into the
reglon that now 18 Kentuoky, the dark and bloody battle ground of the
outflung whites and savage natlons.

Kentuoeky was, in the latter part of the ecightsenth century amd
the first part of the nineteanth, considered the mesoa of the adventur-
ous, a homeland for the hardy-~hearted and ecoureagedéuns, snd in ' Kentuoky
it was that Milner, senior, finally settled his family emid the towering
mountaine, singing streams, end whispering farests. It was in Kentucky,
near the present oity of Stendford, that Moses ¥, Milner, the later
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famous plaineman and Indisn fighter with whom this story deals, knowm
far and wide ag"California Joe) was born on Muy 8, 1829,

He had also & brother and a sister born there, George and Eliza,
respeotively. Tho date of George Milner's death may never be ascertained,
but in the brief genealogy of the family it has been recorded that at
an early age he married end luter settled in the State of Georgla,
where he dled, leaving-brfsprtng who later married and sgettled in that
seotion, so that now the Milner name 1s commonly known throughout the
entire South, Bliza, thélsister, married a Mres Stuart, and this lady
of great age 18 now alive and makes her residemce in northern California,

Ag for Moaes B, Milnor, or "Mose" as he was known, tWis led was of
a roving di1sposition. a4t the early age of fourteen years he slipped
away from the parental roof-trece and gpent two alventurous years roaming
throughout the South, at the end of waieh time he returned to Standford,
finding that he was Just in time to leavae for Missouri with his family.
Milner, senior, had boen taken up with the idea of moving farther west,
from the viewpeint that all o0ld frontiersmen held that "4t don't do to
stay in a place after 3she has hecome too settled,”

In Clay County, Missouri, where the Milners took up their abode,
young "Mose® grew to manhood, tall, stralsht am an errow, powerfully
bullt, with & love for horses ¢nd guns, the woode and the prairies.
Romance strwok him just ae he resched manhood's estate, and at the age
of twenty=one he married a2 belle of Clay County, Miee Nanoy Emma Watts,
thirteen years of cgo and formerly of east Tennessea, ‘

langy had one sister, Lucy, who later Journeyed beek to the old
homeptead in Tennessee and marricd a gentlemen nsmed Ballard. 4 rare
614 neme that, yet still gommen in Tennessee, whoere many branohes of
the family of Californis Joe still reside.

Most folks figure on settling down, at lescst for a time after
maryriage, but not "Mose." The next day after Miss Xanoy Eﬁma Watts
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had been mede his wife, this adventurous, young westerner started
aeross the plains, infested with hostile indiana, to the fabled land of
gold, Califomia: So Moses E. Milnsr became a "forty-niner," one of
the first of the aoross~the-continent gold~hunters. A desperate yet
romantic hdneymoon, enhenced by a two-thousand mile pilgrimege with a
very young girl wife aoross the untracked wildermess of the Great
Ameriocan Desert, brought him in the late fall of 1850 to the gold dig-
gings of the famous Sutter's Fort, where a short time before Mr. Marshall
had stumbled over and pieked up a reddish stone vhich had efterwards
set the world on fire.

But gold=mining wes too tame for young Milner. Accordingly, after
two years of fairly suoccessful effort, in 1852 he again moved overland,
this time to Benton County, Oregon, where he invasted his gains in im-
proving 640 aores of land which hoe and his girl wife homesteaded from
the Govermment. This same tract is yet known as the "0ld Milner Home-
stead," and a part of 1t is ocoupled by Wren Station, sbout nine miles
from the preasnt Corvallis, Oregon. It wes here that Moses Milner's
four sona were dorn. Besides renching, he apportioned a pert of his
time to various money-making, roving expeditions, émong vhich was a
freighting operation between Benton County end the mines in the southern
section of Oregon and in the northern pert of the State of Californias

In the spring of 1868 the young men, now & pleinsman and mountain
men in every gense of the word, hardened to the saddle and the handling
of eightemule teems, preacticed snd professional with rifle, revolver,
and knife, journeyed to Saen Franeisco, California, on the first lap of
a Joumey vhich was to take him down through 014 Mexieo and through
the Gulf of Mexico to New Orleans amd thanoe up the Mississippi River
to Temessee to bring his wife's aister to Oregon.

In "Frisco" he undertook to sugment his modest savings by engasging
in a poker game in one of the largest gambling houses of that city., It
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was in this place that the first event ogeurred which was to have so
many follow~ups as to make his name known and feared throughout the
boundless West as one who "would not take backwater" from any men, be
he white or red, Four men were in the poker geme, inoluding Moses
Milner, One was his"pard), who had ascompanied him from Oregon, and the
other two were professional gamblers hired by the house to "clean”
innocent strangers. "Mose" dealt the ocards and won a sittings The next
dealer, one of the ¢ity gamblers, undertook to "cold-desck" the two
plainsmen by running in another deck, the backs of whieh did not
resemble the former in eny particulars "Hold, now, pard]! Let me see
them kyardas afore yer shuffle ‘'em,” spoke the Oregonians The deeler
was indignant, He proffered both hils hands to show that he had no deok
of cards except the one he was dealing. The others were up his sleeve.
One word followed enother and the last to the guns. Mose won by a
fraoction, and two gamblers died, nervous fingers gripping half-drewn
derringers. Moses Milner was tried by San Franciseo law. \itnesses
were produced, among them Milner's friend from Oregon. The Court
ruled "self-defense,” and Moses Milner was congratulated and sent on
his way. Swift Justice, but good justice ruled in the eity of gold.

From Frisco went Moses Milner by boet to Acupolea, Mexieo, with
five companions, all Americens. At the latter place they were rodbbed
of nearly all of the money they had, approximately 216,000, by crooked
Mexioans in the customs serviece. A record was kept of this, and in 1915
Moses Milner's descendants put in a claim to the Unlted States Govern-
ment through U. S Senator Chamberlain of Oregon, but it was found that
it was impossibdle to collect, as all claims against Mexioo had been
settled in the year 1876+ From Acupolea the five men mede their way to
Vera Cruz, where they finally got passage on a boat to New Orleans and

thence up the river to Tennessmee,
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In the spring of 1866, at the head of a long line of prairie
schooners, Moses Milner left Saint Joseph, Missourl, on the long trip
aoross the plains to Oregon. Vith him went his sister-in-law from
Tennessee. Trusting to his experience in plains~craft, which was later
to exeel everything in that line mown of man, a volunteer group of
emigrants compoaed of Tennesseeans end Missourlans, sugmented by parties
whom they bvertook along thslroaa. took the Journey to the land of the
setting sun., Moses Milner riding et the head of this caraven, bronzed
and bearded, face set in determined lines, long, curly hair felling
over his shoulders, mounted on & thoroughbred, Kentucky mare from his
homeland, belted with dracon pistols and bowie Xnife, heavy rifle in
saddle scabbard, looked the quintessence of the famous character whigh
he was later destined to become. Over mountain, plain end desert, sand
dune and smow hummook, through narrow passes and high-walled gulches
ani ocanyons the man of the wilderness led the adventurous ones, eyes
aver on the lookout for hostile siens in the ever-widening horizon sof
an untemed land. It is not left for historisns to tell with any dogreo
of authentieity the triesls snd herdships, the perils and misfortunes
which befell this, one of the first of the overlend marches, led by the
brave Kentuekian, adopted Missourian.

There 18 a unigue eoincidenoce! Kentuckiena largely founded
Missourl. In sfter years these same Kentuokians and theilr sons and
daughters flowed out from the boundaries of that great border state
called by the knowing "the mother of the Viest." Missourl opened the
West to eivilization, its stout sona and daughters carried the banner
of true worth end sterling integrity into the wilderness. 4 #ast domain,
uninhebited except by savage man and beast, the Great imeriean Desert
stretched for over two thousand miles from Saint Joseph, the ocutfitting
point of all far-western seekers, to the broad Pacific. Seint Joseph,

the queen of the Vest; the pride of the trappers, the hunters, the
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Indian traderas; the farthest outfitting post of oivilization where
scarred, battling men of the forest mingled in their beaded buckskin
sults with the elite of the Eaast, the Atlantioc meabeard, who had come
to see the "uneouthness" of their brothers and aisters who dered the
unknown with the whitest courage ever known, the spirit of the all-
omquering inglo-Ssxon recel

Say a word for Moses Milner, ome of the first men to Btep fearlesse-
ly out into the dust and the mirege of "No Man's Lend,"” guiding and
guarding half e hundred souls or more. Vonder at the terrible courage
of this manj speak of him as one of Amerioca's foremost heroes of the
roed; ploture him es he was, a man not without his vioes, but whose
better traits tlrew them far into the baeckground; a man among men, Into
the Vest he rode, faoing vwhat no man Imew, vwith trusting ones at his
baok, weak defenseless ones behind him, and he took them through to
Oregon.

In 1887 to Corvallis, Oregon, want Noses lLillner with his fine
Kentuoky mare, "fastest in Kentueky." "I'll race her here and get
somethin'," predioted the mountaineer. So he lot 1t be known that not
a horse in Orogon was her equal on a stretchs Thig was guickly denied
by men who had "a western horse, by Gad.,” "Haw, hew! Who ever hearn
to;l of a yeastern horse beatin' a western atepper? So a race was
arrenged which took plag¢e in the spring of 18658, with "that Milner mare”
end a "real hoss from the uplands.," Under cover of night, the day
before the race Milner's horse whs "salted."™ The race took plage and
the famous mare eould herdly walk to the post, "Haw, haw," laughed
the owner of the other horse. It was hias last horselaugh ovez a horae
races The heavy bullet from Moses Milner's dragon revolver found a
home bvetween his eyes, and the firgt man died from & bullet in Benton
County, Oregons The mare got well again.
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The following spring, 1859, Moses Milner went to The Dalles,
Oregon, riding the "Milner mare." There he outfitted a mule pack train
end made seversl trips to eastern Oregon and Washington, continuing the
supply trips until the winter months, vhen he called it a Job and spent
the 00ld months in the c¢ity of Walla Walla, VWashingbon.

In the apring of 1861, Joining the new gold rush, the intrepid
young adventurer found himself on the way to the riech mines in morth
central Idaho, where he arrived in tus time and set about making a new
reputation for himself as a bullder, founding the town of Mount Idaho,
whioh he named and whieh is today a thriving settlement. The first log
cabin as well as the first tavern,in lount Idaho was built by the
labor of Moses Milner, after which he cut and blaged a toll-rosd from
his town into the mines. This toll-road, the result of weeks and
months of hard, grueling work, was the first good money-making venture
of the trunsplanted Kontuokian. High prices were sharged for horses,
men, cattle end even dogs to travel this highway, a blaged trail to and
from tho place where men tolled for the gleaming metal vith plelk,
shovel and Long=-Tom slulse pans For two years a more or less prosalo
life for one agecustomed to exeiting adventures was led by Moses Milner,
end et the end of that time he had emassed a snug little sum of sixty
%housand dollars, derived from $olls and boarding men and horses at
hie tavem and selling aupplies to the mines.

Only one ineident happened at this place whiech need be placed in a
prominent position in this blography, and is told here for the first
time. One evening in 1863, Jjust as the sun was dieappesring over the
mountainous horizon to the westward, a stranger rode up to the tavern,
He was well~dressed, well equipped and his horse was in good condition,
with en excellent saddle and blanket r0ll; he appeared to be of some
meanss Inquiring for a place to put up for the night, he was informed
by Moses Milner that he oould be furnished meals for both himself and
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horse for the night end breakfast in the morning. Mosea Milner was an
early riser. On the morning after the strenger's arrival he was up
ahead of the daylight as usual, As he rolled over in him rude bunk,
preparatory to rieing, he happened to glance out of a loophole near
which stood his gun, The stranger, who had not yet patd for his score,
had meaked out Ho the corral in the semi-darimess and was saddling
his horse, preparatory to giving his host a French leaves There was
need for quick and summary aciion, ag the men had by now mounted his
horse and was urging the beast to u-dead mun from the start. Calmly
and without apparent cancern or hasty aokion, Moses Milner ralsed the
heavy rifle and alid 1% out through the hole in the wall, His keen
eye ran out along the barrel,.a black streak in the darkness, hia
tinser pressed the trigger, and the gun blazed spitefully. The rider
was fully seventy-five yerds away and taking a mig-zeg course, but the
heavy bullet 1ifted him out of the saddle like a feather. The riderless
mount dashed on up the trail.

The tavern-keeper dressed slowly, took up his gun and went out to
whers lay his former guests The latter was dead, shot through the
heart. Milner, carefully searched the body to see 1f there was anything
whioh could be found ss to his identity, but there was nothing, so he
was uried at the side of the trail. It was shortly after this event
that Moses Milner sold the rights to the tavern and road mentloned
above, to two men for the sum of ten thousand dollars.

With this amount, a fortune in those days, the plainsmen struek
out for the new gold camps at Adler Guleh and Virginia City, Montana.
In thoge wild mining eemps, where for a long time Henry Plummer, hiding
under the cloak of Sheriff, and his gang of thirty odd murderers,
road agents and outthroats imperiled the lives of every decaont oitizen,

Moses Milner was 8t home. There were bed men there, the worst that
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ever infested goldbearing reglons, as history will shows They were
not gunmen, as the term is sommonly knowns They had not one redesming
traits They were the blackest of the blaek, ambushing murderers of the
lowest type, were Henry FPlummer's cohorts. ZIver on the lookout for

strangers vho appoared wellefixed or in otherwise good oonditions, they

spled Moses Mllner as & vulture sples an ash~heap, from afar,and spotted

him for "plucking," Accordingly, two of the most hardened rode up to
his tent two days efter his arrivel. MNoses Lllner wes seated on the
ground, his rifle across his kmees. They eyed him appraisingly. Here
wag a men that would fight, they sugured, so, therefore, as they wers
far from belng fliglters, they affected friendliness and under =
diplomatic cloek attempted ta drew him out end learn his buslness.

"Waal, ol' feller, you look like a good un," sald the spokesman
of the two, ® aiu.at, beetle-browed, £ishy~eyed personsge who leered
Geprecatingly down at him from under a tushy beard, through bleary orbds
of murderous intensity. "Whar maught'yer be frum?"

loses Nilney, an inveterate Joker from birth, glanced wp at them
from wery, half-«closed eyes. He shifted & quid of Lobseeo from one
eheek to the other} his heavy besrd, hiding the twinkle in his eyes,
bristled with affeoted affront at the request. "I reekon I'm frum
Californy, vhere most of the gold 1s," he replied. "Fer & neme, yer
kin call me Joe, I spome."”

The two exchanged glanoes, Here wae no tenderfoot from the Rast,
no seeker of 1dle pleasures, no man to be trifled with lghtly. It
would be best to let this one, evidently an old-time Forty-Riner, go
about his business. So with lighining quiekness their minds shifted
from him as & prospects They twrned their horses to ride away down the
guloh. The spokesman, moved probabdly by fate, turned in his saddle and

made an eplic remark; "So yer frum Californy an' yer name is Joe," he
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said, "Well, paerdner, frum now on yer is known in the Vest as
'Californy Joe.' I names yer!" Then they rode on intc the camp,

Moses Milner was Moses lilner no more. From that day on through-
out the eountry he was known as California Joe, for invariably when he
was asked his name he would reply: "Oh, Just ocall me Califorﬁy Jos,
the name they handed me up in Virginia City." Thus was glven to
Ameriea another unigue filgure in histoxy.

In October, 1868, Californie Joe was s scout serving with the
Seventh Cavalry when General George A+ Custer rejoined his regiment
near Fort Dodge, Kana;a- To show how well loses lillner kept his
ident ity secret from even his boon sompanions and sray consorts in
later years, General Cuater wrote in his book, iy Life on the rlains,
the rollowing deseriptions of his Indlan seouts he said:

"There was one among their number whose appearance would have
attraocted the notice of even a casual observer, He was & men about
forty years of age, perhaps older, over six feet in height, and pos-
sessing & well-proportioned freme. His head was covered with a
luxuriant erop of almost blaek heir, strongly inclined to eurl, and so
long as to fall carelessly over his shoulders. His faoe, at least so
mueh of 1t ae was not concealed by the long, waving, brown bLeard and
mustache, was full of intelligence end pleasant to look upon. His
eye was undoubtedly handsome, bleck amd lustrous, with au expression of
kindness end mildness eombined, On his head was generally %te be seen,
whether ewake or asleep, & hugh sombrerc or blueck sloueh Lat. 4
goldier's overcoat vith 1ts large cirecular cape, and a palr of trousers
with the legs tuoked into the tops of his long boots usually oon-
stituted the outside meke-up of the men whom I selected as chief saeout.
He was known by the euphonious title of 'Califommie Joe.' INo other
name seemed ever to have been glven him and no other neme appeared to
be necessarys. (Note here that not even General Custer lnew the name of
hig chief of seonts.,) This was the man whom, upon a short aequaintance,
I deeided to appoint as chief of the wcoutse.

"Sending for Californie Joe, I informed him of his promotion and
what was expected of him and his men, After this official portlion of
the interview had been completed, it seemed proper to Joe's mind that
a more intimate mcquaintance between us should be cultivated, as we had
never met before. His firast interrogatory, addressed to me in further-
ence of this idea, was frankly put as followa:

"13ee Hyer, Gineral, in order thet we hev no misonderstandin' I'd
Jiet like ter ax ye a few questions, First, are ye an ambulance man
ey a hoss man?'

"Profeassing ignorance of his meaning, I requested him to explain.




100,

11 mean,'’ aaid.ho, 'do yor b'lieve in eatchin' Injuns in
ambulances or on hossbaok?'

"St111 assuming ignorance, I replied, ‘Well, Joe, I believe in
eatching Indlans wherever we cen find them, whother they are in
ambulances or on horseback.'

niThet ain't what I'm a~drivin' at,' he responded. 'S'pose you'er
after Injuns and really vant to hev a tussel with 'em, would yer start
after 'em on hossback, er would yer elimb inter a ambuleance end be
hauled after 'em? Thet's ther p'int I'm a-headin' fer.'

"I answored that I would prefer the method on horseback, provided
I peally desired to cateh the Indians; but if I wished them to catch me,
I would adopt the ambulance system of attack.

"IYou've hif tho nail squar' on the head,' sald he., 'I've din
with 'em on the plains whar they started out after Injuns on wheels
Jist a3 ef they war goin' to & town funeral in ther States, an' they
stood "bout as much change uv catehin' Injuns ez a six-mule team
would uv catehin' a pack of thievin' coyotes, Jist am much.'"

Thus we can s9e that General Custer's estimate of California Joe
was of the best, amdl in later years, whea the two heppened to be drawn
into Indien campaigns together, they became very intimate,and Joe often
wrote long letters to the General wher he wes in remote mections of
the country, not engaged in army scouting.

During the period that California Joe wes in Virginia City, and
for some $ime afterward, while the Civil ¥Wer wes raging, meny historians
have aeeounted for his tima zs being spent with a regiment of sharp~
shooters ir. the Union Army. Thin vas very evidently e hallucination on
the part of the vriters, for Celifornia Joe never served in eny cepaeltly
with the army except ac that of e civilian seout. He would not submit
to any regulations or restrictions imposed by man.

The most generally sccepted stories of the heroea of the Early
West were those interesting sketches brought out in Bock form by Je ¥e
Buell, and many were in the main correct, Wt he also states that during
the Civil War California Joe was & member of Berdan's Sherpshooters of
Civil War fame. To put such stories into the disesrd for once and all,

the following letter from the Var Department is reproduced:
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"War Deparitment,

"The Adjutent General's O0ffice,
"Washington, D.:C.

"January 28, 1924.

"My, Joseph E., Milner,
"Portland, Oregon.

"Dear Sir:
"The neme lioses Es liilner ("California Joe")
has not been found on the rolls of the lat or 24
Regiment, U, S. Sharpshooters (3erdan's Sharp-
dhootora, Civil Var,
"Robert E. Davis
"The adjutant Coneralr
In the year 1864, California Joe was in or near Virginls City a
great part of his time. Vhile there he had the sutisfaotion of killing
a brutel Irishmen, known throughout the mines as "The Irish Bully,"
in the following menner. Californias Joe, having tried his luok at
mining end vith no large success, turned his hand to supplying the men
with venison meat. He had a valuable hunting dog, which he was wont to
texe with him on his trips and of vhich he thought a great deal, as he
alweys traveled alone and the dog was a falthful companion. One night
when the erowd had repaired to Harry Peerson's saloon, the foremost
drinking establishment of the camp, this bully took on a little too
puch liquor and began abusing several men in the plaee, finally ending
up by kioking Milner's dog, vhish slunk off to one side whining. This

brutsel aet aroused the terrible ire of the mountein men. Stepping up

to the Irishman, California Joe pluced his hend on his revolver, saying:

"Waal, now, so yer d4d4 4%, after all. I bin a waitin' fer yer ter
make some sieh Dbreak, es I wents ter kill yer, an' if yer ain't got no
gun, yer better git one, fer one uv us'll be dead afore mornin',"

Fo man in the camp seemed to have much use for the dbully, and
Pearaon spoke up, saying, "Joe, if you kill him, I'll sell you a gallon
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of whiskey wholeasale and give you another,”

"I takes yeor up, Harry," said the now aroused plsinsman,

Meanvihlile the miner, whom nserly everyone in the cémp wae afraid
of, had gone to his ombin. OCalifornie Joe left the saloon end went to
his own cab‘:ln.' waich he unlocksd, and secured s double~barreled shot-
gane A man who had followed him from the seloon stepped up end seids

"Jos, are yor agoin' ter his eebin? If so, I'll trot with yer,
fer he has & big party on there end lots o' Irish frionds,”

"Come or stay, ae yer plesse," sald California Joe and sterted off,
the other at his heels.

When they arrived at the eabin of tho tmlly, thoy found the plaee
alive with drunken Irichmen, alnging, shouting and drinking, vhile
ﬁom the one window shone a baam of light by which they could see the
erowd. Oalifornia Joe stapped up to this window, shouting high sbove
the din, "Come out, all yer flamnel mouths, fer I'm sgoin' ter shoot
in there«" The crowd tumbled out in haste, all but the bully.
Califarnla Joe atepped in the door, shotgun hold feady, and as he aia
80, e Irishman, who was lying on a bunk =2t one side o»f the room,
pulled loose both barrels of his gshotgun, migsing the intruder entirely,
but tearing away the doorjam eempletely and killing the men behind
Californla Joes Before the roar of the gun had 4ied away, Califorais
Joe aiwt from low at his side, and two loadzs of buskshol ont:ored the
head and ahouldere of the Irighman, killing him ingtantly.

When Californlias Joa retummed to the saloon, Pearson was walting
outaide and sang out, "Did you kill him, Joa?"

"Yer kin bet I 444," answered California Joe, holding up the empty
shotgun at arms length.

"Then come on in here, and I1'll give yer two gallons of likker

instead of one," promised the saloc.onkeeper.
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"Naw, I won't oharge yer fer hutlonegallon, it wuz too easy,m
seid Csllifornia Joe. "Now, boys," he said to the rest of the men,

"I s'poae all his friends will be alookin' fer me. All o' yer vamoose
home and it out o' ther way."

"Not rmeh we won't," said a burly miner. "Ef they comes atter you,
ol' pard, tho&'ll £4ind a whole gaboodle ter fight."

So they all armed themselves and stayed up all night in the saloon,
drinking California Joe's vhiskey and preparing for wnr; But ndno oame
to avenge the bully, and'it afterwards was teld that his friends were
glad when they heard that he had been killed, as they were efraid of
him.

Then the Vigilantes took a heands There had been entirely too much
Xxilling in Virginia City, they argusd, a total of over thyree men per
day for a menthe So they held a seorst meeting and took a vote. The
vote was eleven for soquittal and ten for hanging him. Yhen California
Joo hearq that they hed oome within one vote of hanging him, his ire
arose again.

One dey he came in from a hunting trip, riding up the street on
hié tough-lookins army mule, and saw three of the most sctive members of
the eommittee standing talking outside the saloon., California Joe
reinad up his sorry mount, and when the three looked up they saw his
quizzical eyes bent upon them in & eurious eppraisel. "So yer eome
within a vote o' hengin' me?" he seid, '"Why didn't yer make that
other vote an' eome on over?" And when they made no reply, he said,

"I kin tell yer why: 'oouse yor knew if yer come over ter git me, some
o' yer wud be kilt, and yer didn't know Jist whish ones wud die first,
an' that's wvhy."” Suoh was the iron nerve of California Joe, so thus
heard the only law of wild Virginia City, the hanging commitdtee, who
ware responaible for the killing and breaking up of Henry Plummer's
gang of murderers end the stringing up of the terridle leader.
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When £irst the vigilantes of Virginla City were orguniszed, after
having seen countless bodies of murdered men and womem Irought in from
the lonely treils, shot down from behind or xnifed, they were in
earnest and with few exceptions were all goodﬂpaw gbiding men, but
soon sfter their having oome into control of the bad element, scelng
their importence end that they were (reatly feared, they became ap
such bodies of men do, very high-handed and self-righteous, often hang~
ing a man on mere protense %o keop up their roputation. It was in
agoordance with this fuot thut they picked on Californla Joe as a good
target for their aims, even though ha had haelpod thom by ridding the
town of & mosbt dengerous killer and tully. 4s Californla Joe said, the
reason for the vote that saved him wag probably the thought that all
would not be sugar and honay in the takinge It was an sotion bdorn of
oaut lous respect for a man who would g0 boldly to & men's house in the
night, after telling him that he was golng to k111 him before morning,
and order his gang aside and enter the premlses.

Seattle, Washington, 1908, Caup Fire Stories sbonb Cal ifornia Joe

as_told by Buffalo Bill to Joe lilmer, the grandsor of Celifornin Joe,
"California J0e was seventeon years older “han I," seid Puffale Bill,

"put I mew him Zor years. I Lfirst met Celifornic Joe vhen I wes @
Pony Express tider, back in the early '60'cs Ho was o remarkeble
frontior character, a noted trapyer, hunter und cooub. He was standing
beside a group of boulders thet edged‘the trail when I first slapped
eyes on him, and I instently roaohed Zor my ravolver, and California
Joe as quiekly dropped his rifle and held up his hands in token of
friandliness. I drew rein end ran an interasted eye over the man, who
was oled in buskekin.

ngalifornia Joe, who was made famous in Ceneral Custer's book

entitled My Life on the Pluins, was a man of wonderful physique, straight




1056 -
end stout as a pine. His red~brown hair hung in curls below his
shoulders; he wore a full beard, and his keen, sparkling blaok eyes
were of the rightest hue. He came from an eastern femlly and possessed
a good education, somewhat rusty from disuses.

""Hain't you the boy rider [ has heard of, the youngest xrlder on
the plains?'vho queried in the border dialeot.

"Y made an affirmative answer ani told him my name.

"!Yaal,' sald dalirornia Joe, 'I guess you've got some money on
this tiip. I was strikin' fer the Big Horn, and I found them two stiffs
up yonder layin' for ye. Ve had a little misunderstandin’', and now I
has 'em to plant.'

"I thanked him warmly aud begged him not to risk the perils of the
Blg Horn, but Celiformia Joe only luughed and told me to push ahead.
Wwhen 1 reached my slation on the rony iLxpress route, I related my ad-.
venture, and the stook~tender saeid it was 'good~by, California Joe.'

But I hed conceived a better opinion of my new friend, aud I predicted
his safe returns This confidence was Justified by the appeerance of
Cali fornia Joe three monthas laber in the camp of the iony Lxpress Riders
oa the Overland Trail., He received a cordial greeting and was assured
by the men that they hed not expeoted to aee him alive ugain. In return
he told tham hie story, aund a very interesting story it was.

"tSome time ago,' sald Celiforaie Joe (I shall not attempt to
reproduce his dialect) 'a blg gang of gld~hunters want into the Blg
Hoxrn country. They never rcturnsd, and the general seut me out on the
trail to scoul eround and see Lf I ocould get any trace of theme The
country is full of Indians, and I kept my eye skinned for them, but I
wesn't lookin' for troubls from white mens I happened to leave my
revolver where I ate dinner one day end soon after disscovering the loss

I went back after the gun. Just as I ploeked it up I sew & white men on
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ny traile. I smelled trouble, but turned and Jjogged slong as 1f I
hadn't seen anything., That night I doubled bacek over my trail until I
came to the ocamp where the ptranger belonged. is I expected, he was
one of a party of three, bubt they had five horses.

"'I'11l bet odds, Pard Billy,' California Joe suld to me, *that the
two pilgriws laying fer you belonged to this outfit. They thought I'd
found gold end were goin' to follow me until I struck .the mine, then
do me up end take pousesaions The gold is there, too, lots of 14,
There's silver, iron, copper, and coal, %oo, but no one will look at
them so long as gold is to be had; bul those that o for gold will, many
of them, leeve their sealps behind.

"Ne kept the trall day afier day. The weu sluck »ight Yo me, the
chap ahead keepin' me 1n slghl and merkin' out the trail fer his pard.
When vwo golt into the heart of the Injun eountry, I had to use every pre-
cautlon; I steercd eleaxr of every smoxs that showsd a villuge or camp
and didn't uvse my rifle on game,-dependin' on the ratious I had with me.

"1AL lugt I cume to & spot thut showed signs of & battls. Skulls
and bones were atrewn around, and after u look about I wss satlisfled
beyond doubt that white men had been of the company. The purpose of my
trip wus acoomplished; I could safely report that the party of whites
hed been extorinated by Injuna,

"'The guestlon now wag, eoul§ I retuwrn without ruuning into the
Injuna? The first thing was vo glve my vhite pursuers tho slip. That
night I cropt down the bad of a amall sirean, paswved thaotr ocamp, and
struck the trall a holf mlle or so bolow. It waus the luokiest move I
ever made, I had ridden but a short distense when I heard the familiax
viar whoop ard knew that the Injuns had surprised my uanplessant soquainte-
enges axl taken thelr sonlps. I should have shared the %?me fate 1£ I
hadn't moved.
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"'But, boys, 1t 18 a grand and bewutiful eountry, full of towering
mounteins, lovely valleys, and mighty trees, is the Big Horn country,!
said California Joe.

"In my eurly experience as & Pony Express rider, Califorania Joe had
related to me the first stary I had heard of the enchanted basin, and
in 1875, when I was in dhergo of a lurge body of Arapehoe Indiens that
had been permitted to leave their reservetion for a big hunt, I obtained
mare devails, In 1832 waa the trip in vhich I puid my first vieit to .
the vulley of the Blg Horn. I hed often truvorsed the oubekirts of
that Toglon and heard inoredible tales from Indians end trappers of its
wonders and beaubtles, tut I had yet to explore its wwonders and besuties
myaell. And now that I have ny large reach up Sheie and also & town
by my neme and sm enjoying its booutios, I often think of my old pard
that I firat met when I wias & Pony Uxproess Rider om the Overland Route,
California Joa."

Hore 1g snobhor story sbout the groat geout, California Joe, con-
gorning hils nerve, snd hig hetred ond sincere dlsgust of every Ind
8g_told by Buffalo BIl1l Yo Joo Nilmer, the araridson of California Joe.

"I have oftan heard him tell this s%ory," sald Coloncl Cody.

“One cold nipht mhen}there were throe feal of enow ou the ground,
Callfornla Joe atoggered i:ato the store at the Spotted Tall sgengys. He
was pratty well under the influenve of liquor. '"here was & large bex
etove in the center of the room, and a erowd of Sloux Indians lay all
around the atove, on benches and ‘on the floor, soaking up the heat with
nmeny grunts of plessure.

"Thig emraged the scout to see the red demons, who the next day
might be out mardering darenaéiass men and women, enjoying the hospital-
ity of the white men, Selzing a lerge stlok of wood frow the fuel pile,
ho started beating the Sioux over the heads with it. They, thinking a
oyolons had struek them sa@dcnly. made for the door, and although all
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were heavily armed with tomahewks, cte., they thought of nothing except
retreat and piled out of the place, California Joe knocking them down
right and left with many oaths. One Indian, too dazed to get out after
his knockdown, lay on the floor vhen all the rest had departed.
California Joe seized him and, with his tremendous strength, whirled
him over his head and threw him out o; the open door with such foroce
that two @uriqBity-atriokrn braves who were standing there were
knocked flat."

This story, truthful as it is, has never been told before. In
Seattle, Washington, in 1908, Colonel William F. Cody, Buffalo Bill,
esked Joe Milner whether he hed heard it. Buffalo Bill eaid that it
was a noted happening, told around all of the camp fires on the plains
at the time,sbutCalifornia Joe whlppinga.whole roomful of redskins.

Said Buffale Bill to Joe Milner: "Your grandfather, Cslifornia Joe,
had no equal on the plains of the West for nerve and great gtrength,
unless it was Wild Bill. He stood six feet, two inches in his stooking
feet, long euburn hair falling down his back, and e full beerd that was
striking in appearance adorning his face. He was a ploture of a fine,
physlosl specimen to admire, and the Indians dreaded his appearsnce
more than they did an army."

Celifornia Joe, Wild Bill, Buffalo Bill, Texas Jaek and Captain
Jagk all soouted for General Custer end memny other famous generals.
They met often and ssouted together in many a hot Indian ocempalgn on
the border., From 1869 $111 1870 Wild Bill was a seout for General
Penrose, Buffalo Bill was & gcout for General Carr, and Celifornia Joe

was a soout for Genersl Custer.
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California Joe Sgoubs in the Famous Black Kittle Campaign

A mule=gkinner by the name of "Holdout" Johnson, who was with

the ocommand et the time, tells here in simple words the story of how
California Joe operated in that remarkable campaign after Black Kittle
under General George A. Custer. '

"A pmall detachment of soldiers, teamsters and scouts were sent
out to try to locate the camp of Blaok Kittle. I happened to be one of
the teamsters, and California Joe one of the scouts, who went with
this party. Shartly after leaving the main encampment we were Jumped
by a small band of Indians who started eiroling and shooting st us
from long range. Not knowing how meny Indlans comprised the attacking
fofoo. we immed iately corraled our waegons and got resdy for a slege.
The Indians kept riding around us, shooting, as stated before, from
long renges We shot baock, but although both parties had & lot of fun
and fine target practice, nobody was hurt.

"There was one Indien who seemed to be braver than the rsest,and he
ovidently thought we were oowards or poor shots or both, and tried to
force the issue by getting closer and eloser, riding well under his
horse on the far side and letting us have his fire from under the neck
of his mount. The Lieutenant, knowing quite a bit about California
Joe's prowess and excellent marksmanship, rode up to where three of
us were engaged in trying to line our sights on the redskin and said:

"tJoe, can't you get that redskin? If he is not piecked off soon,
sorme of us are going under, for he i1s getting bolder and bolder.'

"The old soout looked again at the Indlan and then he sald to the
lieutenant, 'I don't kmow, Loot'nant, but I thinks I kin git him.
Anyway, I'll try fer his hoss firast.'

"Thereupon he laid down behind two sacke of eorn, and resting his
buffalo-gun on them, fired, and at the first shot the redskin was dis-

mounted in approved style, headfirst.
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"The Indian eould have made hié esoape if ho‘had made off at this
time, but instead he ran back to his horse and atdempted to take off
the saddle amd trappings. In the meantime, seeing tﬁat he was still
in the ring, California Joe reloasded his gun on the double-guick, and
leveling the weapon, shot the brave through both hips. He would have
made good the effort by killiné him as he lay, but the Lieutenant
apoke up and paid: | /

"'stop, Jos, thet Indian is only wounded. If we could get him
here alive, we might be éﬁle to get some information out of him for
our beneflt,'

"'Waal, Loot'nant, I'll g get him if somebody will go along,'
said Celifornia Joe. ‘

"A sergeant spoke up and said, *I'1ll go with you, Joes'

"So through a hail of bullets from the besiegers the two men ran
out, grabb;d the redskin and dragged him into camp by the hair of his
head.

"California Joe, having seen that the Indlan was anxious to get
his bridle, whioch had cost him his 1iberty and heaslth, thought that
perhape the bridle was of some value, 80 he brought it baek with him.
The tridle was a fancy article, being hung full of scalps, many of them
being the tresses of white women whidh he hed murdered. The Lieutenant
questioned the red demon, but the latter sulked and wounld not reply.
All of us were pretty well worked up after seeing the women's scalps,
aml one of the soldiers msaid, 'So you have been scalping white women,
have you? Well, I'll Just do some soanlping myself.' So he took out
his campaign knife and seizing the Indian by a tuft of his heavy halr,
cut a ring on his sc&lp about the siée of a half dollar and with a yank
tore off the appendage. Thhe other ﬁoldiera, geeing how nisely this
plan worked, took out their knives, and when they had f;nishod their
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work the Indian had a perfestly skinned head. When the Lieutenant
gsaew what had been done he ordered the redskin shot.
These two long shots that California Joe made, and one of them
et a running horse, were talked about all over the frontier. The

distance was at least five hundred yards.

California Joe Eg.atg ¥Wild Bill end They Seout Together for

General George A. Custer
4 short time after this episode, Californim Joe engaged upon

an extended hunt and was gone several months. ‘When he returned ,some
of his friends informed him thet during his abesence three men had
teken possession of his elaim and were operating it to a good profit.

| Without saying a word the frontiersman got on his riding mule
and rode up to hie cabine 4is he approached his property, he saw
that he had been told the truth, for, sure enough, three men were there
to megelve him and thelr consternation was great when he leveled his
revolver and gave them three minutes to out & dlistance between them
and his cebin, or die, The three,believing thet thelr strength lay
in numbers, defied him to put them off the premises. "Now, look
hyar," seid the plsinsman, and any one vho Xnew him would have noted
that his eyes held a dangerous gleam, ".ef you=all don't vamoose from
this ranch quicker'n ehain lightnin', I'1l be compelled ter shoot
yer deadl"” The eluim Jumpere thought otherwlse, and the leader
started cursing Califormia Joe in a loud voiece and 1laid his hand upon
hie six-shooter. Whan the smoke cleared away, the "eclaim Jumpers"
lay dead upon the ground,end Californis Joe, reloading the empty
chambers in his revolver, rode into Virginia City to notify the
authorities that "three men lays dead up thar whar they tried ter take
my shedang,"

After making a good strike in Virginia City the scout drifted
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from thet northern country down into Kensas, end it was at the "bad
town" of Newton in that state that he first met one who was later to
beoome his friend and bosom pard, Wild Bill Hickok.

In Newton, California Joe's pet vlice, drinking too much whiskey,
played him a trick which ceused the killing of enother msns. It happened
thet one nicht he got into a poker game, playing teble stakes, with e
professional gambler without Xxnowing that the other waes anything but
an honeet man at the games The gamdler, having heard of California
Joe's prowess, G414 not wieh to teke his money too guioekly, so he took
it by eamsy asteges, that is, fooled along until daydreek, when the sceout
wag nearly dead with fatigue and drink, then swept the board e¢lean.

That wes perfeotly all rigsht with California Joe, ss he knew some one
must win tho money, but when the gambler had deperted with his winnings
and the bartender sidled up %o him and told him that he had been playing
with ¢ ocard shsrper, one of the best in the country, the blood of the
old Indian fighter boiled and he started out the door with dlood in his
eyo,

Meoeting 2 chance zaguaintanoes on the street, he waa informed that
the gambler had gone to bed in his cabln and advised to welit until
nightfall when the gambler should waturn to the saloon, and there ocherge
him with ocheating and fight 1t out. Califoraila Joe took this advice
gladly, olled wp his asix-ghooters, and prepared for & fight to the
death with the gambler.

It happened that the latter was & short sleeper, so it was in the
afternoon when he returned to the paloon, where California Joe was
wei ting %o see him. 4As he entered the door, California Joe met him
faoe to face and demsnded an explanations "Ef yer kin prove thet yer's
no oard gharper, why then, we'll eall it squar' en' the drinks is on
me," sald the geout in eonclusion of his remarks, "Ef otherwlse, yer

mast fight me here en' now." The gambler, not wishing to matech his
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derringer skill against the dragon precision of the plsinsman, made
no reply, tut bolted out the door and ran down the street. Teking this
a8 an evidence of guilt, which 1t muat havle been, California Joe ran
after him, and as he hit the strest the gambler turned to see whether
he was following. Emptying his reveolver at the esosping man, California
Joe killed him instantly., , b

A ghort tlme after this, Wild Bill invited California Joe to be~
come one of his scouts, as Wild Bill was at that time chief of scouts
end Indian troilers for General Gearge i. Custer, and Californis Joe
aceepted, remaining with him until the end of the sampaign.

The battle of ths Washita, Custer’s chief engagement, was one in
whieh Californic Joe diatinguished himself more than any other man in
the ontire command. The story of his bravery and sxploits in this
battle would make an entire book of thrilling adventures end hair
breadth eseapes. For his excellent and meritorious service the General
seleoted Celifornia Joe to earry the report of the engagement to General
Shoridan, a missiam of greatesl importance and 1n' vilch his great plains-
oraft st-504 him {n good stesd.

During the years immediately following his service with Custer,
Californie Joe roamed all over the Vest as a gulde, Indian scout, free
ranging hunter and tvepper. One expedition he took down into New
Mexico at the head of eixty adventurers on the hunt for gold. Before
they reached their destination, the Apaches were so bad that twenty of
the original sixty men were killed, This venture proving short-lived,
the scout moved basek up fnto Neveda in 1873, vhere he and & men named
Wilson filed on & oclaim about forty miles from Pioche and operated a
cattle ranch to supply the mines with beef. VWhile there, California
Joe's wife and son Geaorge same from Oregon to see him,

A short time after hies entrance into select frontier soeiety of
that town, he was invited to partiaipate in a shooting mateh, whioh was
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held out on the plains and had all the best shots of the West entered
as follows: J. B. Hickok, Wild Bill; Doe Carver; J« B, Omohundro, Texas
Jack; J. W. Crawford, Captain Jack; W.¥. Cody, Buffalo Bill; Dr. Frank
Powell; and Major Frenk North. In this, his favorite pastime end livli-
hood, Californie Joe led all the reat and smoceelded in teking first
honors as the best all~around shot on the plains; 1t elso netted him
the sum of $600 emsh, which had been put up for the winner,

After leaving Pioche, Neveda, the veteran Indian fighter moved
over into VWiyoming, "follerin'," so he sald, "ther scent o' Injuns," and
had his desire for battle satiafied vhen he was hired as a seout by
Captain Anson Mills of the Third Cavelry, known es the Txpedition of
the Big Horn., There at the headwaters of the Powder River, Callifornia
Joe stayed until September, 1874, scouting, treiling war partiea of
savages, and now and then "potting" members of the northern tribes with
his Sharps buffalo gun.

At Laremis City, Wyoming, California Joe and another men named
Charlie Anderson went into partnership in the espring of 1875, the scout
putting up the money for an ocutfit for freighting aeross the plains.
The two camped in a oanyon a few miles from Leramies. One evening Joe
wenit to town end, indulging in ore of his periodical sprees with whiskey,
wes gone several days. A friend of his, happening to meet him on the
street one day, told Jos that his martner had sold the team of horses
and pocketed the money. This made the frontiersman see red 6nee more.
As he seid sfterwards, "Secmed es ef everybody tried ter doubl?-cross
me." He made haste to get to the whereadouts of his erring pard.

As California Joe came up to the tent in the canyon, he spiled
Anderson sitting o a Arygoods box just inside the entrance. At the
same moment Charlie Anderson, who had evidently been awalting his re-
turn, started shooting at California Joe with a Winchester rifle from
@ distance of only fifteen feet. He had pumped five shots at California
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Joe before the latter had time to pull his six-shooter, dbut svidently
belng under streas of exeitemsnt and fear, missed every one and was
rewarded for his lethal efforts by roceiving a heavy slug from Californias
Joe's buffalo gun in his shoulder. Dropping his rifle, he begged the
scont to let him off, saying that he had not intended shooting, but that
he feared California Joe might stert first, and then he wouldn't‘havo a
change. Califomma Joeo, ever kindhearted whén his feelings were thus
touched, let him off vith a promlse that he would never let the ascout
get sight of hinm again. |

A few days afterwards Celifornia Joe was walking up the eanyon
when sll of a gudden he was fired upon from both sides of the ceanyon,
a8 oroasfire operated by twc men. OCelifornia Joe was not hit, aso dropped
upon one xnes and waited until the firing stopped, then rsn baok down
the defile, came up behlnd one of his hidden foes, and at a distence of
260 ysrds, chot and killed him. The other hidden markemen, rgaring for
his own life, climbed npon hiz horse, vhich was near-by, and made his
esoape., After setimfying himgelf that hie foe wae gone, California Joe
went on hie way.

A few days later Californie Joo wandered into Fort Larasmie, whore
his well-known reputation was such that he wes engaged as chief goout
and gulde foy Professor Jemmey's Blaek Hills exploring expedition sent
out by the Government to confirm Coneral Custer's renort of the previous
year (1874) of ¢ 1d being found in that reglon. This vas the spring of
18756, The expeditim kept Celifornie Jos in the f£ield until 1t was dis-
banded that sutumn,

California Joe's Letter %o his Sons Oregon.

Turing the f£2ll of 18706 the great scout waas at Red Cloud Agenoy in

northwestern Nebrasks, from vhich point he wrote the following letter
to his sons, then living in Orespn, directed to George Milnery
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"Red Cloud ageney, Nebr,
"Nove 1, 1875.

"Deaxy Sons:

"I received your kind letter yéstidy snd was glad to
hear from you all. I retumed from the Black Hille ten days
ago after having a six months trsvel t hrough the yretiyes
ocouniry that I have seen for many days. It would teke me a
month to diseribe it to youw, so I give you the outlines in
ghort. s8 for gold, there is &od wages, from b to 26 dollare
per day by god work. The mining distriect ie 40 miles long,
&0 wlde. It 1= plscer digglngs. There is some quartz, butb
not developed as yet. For a stock country the world cen't
beat 1ts OSome of the oreecks is the best for renges I aver
geen; Limber ami weter splendfid. If you »ll want to start
in a new eountry, this is about your last chunce. I wish you
was @1l here sny ways In the sixing there will be a grend
rush. 'The country is not 'treated' for yet, so the government
1a trylng to keop the miners out, but they keep going and the
soldiers keep Wringing them baek. The Injuns talk fight, dut
it 1s all talk. There is threo companies of psoldlers stationed
in tho Blask Hillas to keep miners oube It ias 100 miles from
hore, There i3 30 soldiers start from here tomorrow and I am
golng with theme I went Yo make some new locationus becsuse I
Imow all the ecuntry amd whore the bdest pay is« In ny opinion
the first man that geta on the ground in the spring will hold
it. 48 you say that you want to come out I would ba more than
glad to see you all, You, Charley and Iugene oughl %o come,
for this 18 a better counbry to make money in than Oregon, but
walt until I rite againe I will rite in time for you to eome
and tell you how to ocome 1f the Injuns don't get me oun this
trip. I saw five thousand Indians yeastldy drawing their rations.
The hapuyeat days I eoe after deer vAth my pony,dog and gun.
?ireat lotter to Fort Laramie, Viyoming Territory, to California

08,
"Your affoeilouate father,

"Me¢ Es H¥ilner, California Joe."

Cell fornila Joe's Last Meeting vith General G, 4. Custer.

It was luate in 1875 or early in 1876 thet General Custer saw Call~
fernia Joo in Bismarok, North Dekota, snd asked him to go with the ex~
pedition vhich the Government was to se2nd out in the spring of 1876 in
charge of General Terry, to round up the bands of hestlle Sioux under
S{tting Bull and Crazy Horse. These Indians were supposed to be en=-
camped somewhere in the Yellowstone gountry « juet where nobody kuew.
Custer was Jjust leaving for Washington, D« C., where he had been called

as 8 witness in the notorious Belknap oeses He advised California Joe
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that he wuld probably return in about four weeks,

Custer failed to appear for some time after the expeoted date, ao
California Joe guided a party to the Blask Hills, whors ho remained
until after Terry's expedition, with Custer amd ﬁha Seventh Cavalry,
had departed for the Yellowstone eountry. Doudbtless California Jos
thus escapod the terrille fate whieh orertook Custer and five companies
of his regiment in June, & few short weeks later.

California Joe Chief of Scoute feor Casnarals Crook snd lMckenzie.

In the spring of 1876 Californla Joe joinod the expedltion sent out
to round up the hostiles under Sitting Bull, serving es ehief of scouts
under the commsand of General George As Crook. Calamity Jane, famous
women sooul, also served with Crook in this sarpaigm,

Celifornia Joe rendered good pervice to the end of the eampalgn,
whioh restlted in the Cuater masssore. Xarly in Ootober, 1876, the
expedition broke uwp at Fort Roevinson, in the far northwest corner of
Nobraska, and the troops were diatributed to vorious winber suarters.

4 new expedition was organized under General MeKenzie of the
Fourth Cevalry, to pvsh into the Big Horn sountry ahd round up scatt&red
bands of northern Cheyennea end Sloux, who were still aotive in that
sechtion, md California Joe was seleoted as ohief of scouts.

Callfornia Joo Meets Jim Bridger.

In Wyoming in 1865 Callifornie Joe became mequainted with Jim
Bridger, the femous plainaman, and they besams very good friends. In
thie same year they went to New Mexieo and did some mining., Latar
Californie Joe and old Jim Bridger gulded various hunting parties teo
Arizona,

In Hew Mexico Joo amd Jim were camped along a small river ona night
when they heerd a noilse among their horses, whisch were hobdbbled near by.
Grabbing their rifles the two soouts walked quietly out where the horses
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were snorting and pranaing about. Two horse thieves werse atfempiing
to run the horses away. Celifomie Joe shot end killed one of the men
and oatehing his own horse, he took after the other man, but he eseaped,
although eompelled to abandon the stolen animals, vhioh Joe recovered.
Many a good old spree Crlifornia Joe and Jim Bridger hed every
time they met,

California Joe Meets Texas Jagk.
During a short residenee 1in Texss, drifting cbout, Czlifornia Joe

aoted as guide and soout for a small party of emigrants, whioh he gulded
and puarded aoroess the southwest plaing. It was while thus employed
thet he foll in with and beceme a :reat friend of John 3, Omohundro,
Pexas Jaok, who socompanied him on one of hils trips to the Black Hills,
where they d1d some prospeat’ing and seouted togetner for Custer. This
was in 1868 in the Vashite Campeign in Kansas.

The Death of Wild Bill.

The gecond of iugust, 1876, wag a fateful day, in that ¥ild Bill
wag killed 4in Dsedwood, Block Hills, South Dakota, and old California
Joe figured in the aftermath of that aaaassinétion to a large oxtent,

It huppened that California Joe and his son Cherley were &t Cook City
paddling up thelir horses on that dey to go to Deadwood, vhere they
expected to meet wWild Bill, Colorade Cherley, and Texame Jaok, and take
a trip into the Hills to stake out the loceations that California Joe
hed found. (Pexes Jack did not arrive until afterward.)

It wvas about ten o'clook in the morning. Californie Joe's faithful
hound do0g, given to him by General Custer at Bismarok a year bofore,
suddenly srepped at the heels of Celifornia Joe's horse while the old
scout was behind the animal, The horse kioked out with both hind legs,
striking Joe on the right hip, knoeking him down, and almoet kilkling ‘
him. One of the hoofs had glanced off the hip of the scout and struck
him 4in the side, It was some time befare chinrley Milner eould meke
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his father somfortable so that ha could ride to Deadwood for a dcater
and medioine.

As the plainsman would not let his son leave him at ance, it was
early in the aftemoon when Charley Milner at length rode Gown the side
of Deadwood Guleh. It was three o6'slook when he rode into Deadwood,
and a3 he rode in he heard a piétol shet soming epparently from the
direetion of the 66 Saloons Ae he dismounted at the livery stable &
man vho knew him eame rushing up end informed him that %ild 3ill had
besr murdered by Jaek MeCall. Charley Lilner lmmediately hurried down
to the 66 Saloon, end there, sure encugh, lay the form of the areat
-gunman in the atreet in frout of the plaoce where he had been ecuarried by
willing hends.

Golorado Cherlie, Wwild Bi1ll's boen sompanion, saw Charley Milner
asg the latter oame® up the street, ani seid, "Charley, vhers in the world
i your father?” Upon being told of Culifornis Joe's misfortune,

" Golorado Charley said exoitedly, "Jack McCall, the dlrty besst, has
k1lled Wild Bill, shot him in the baek. Get to your father end let him
know é.bout 1t as soon as possible.”

After Charley Milner had asgertained that Wild Bill was aotually
deud, he prooured soma liniment, saddled his horse and rode as fast as
the animél could travel baek to his father, who lay groaning in terridle
pain, 4s he deaped from his horse and ren to his fether, Charley Milner
eaaped oul the news that Wild Bill hed been murdered, Vith o rosr of
rage old California Joe, forgetting all & bout his horrible predicement,
leaped %o his feet, only to fall baok again, The old scout, parin-racked
e3 he was, foaming at the mouth in an effort to keep busk the spasms of
suffering from phowing in his feee, hissed out:

"Charlay, help md git on this yere hoss. I'm a=goin' ter Dendwood
an' I'm a=goin' ter kill Juck MaCull) an' every one o' ther murderin'
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gang what had anything ter do with it. Help me on, son, I sayas. Lone~
handed I'm a-~goin' ter wife out that shebang o' snakes."

But alagl! When Charley Milner sprang %o do his father's bidding,
he found that the old seout eould not stay in the saddle; therefore, he
had to place him back on the ground again. The rage of the o0ld plaing-
man, when he found that he would be uneble to get to Deadwood and that
the assasein stood a chance of escape, was both terridle and sublime
in its ferocity. Yhen his stoek of "cuss words" ran out, he rehearsed
them all over again and again until he laid bask exhausted end pain-
raoked and fell unconselouss Thus 1% was that Jaeck MeCall, the murderer
of ild Bill, was not killed by California Joe on the seme day as his
vietim,

The day after MeCell was liberated, a horseman rode into Deadwood
and up the main street. 4is he dismounted in front of the 66 Saloon, a
horde of men was there to greet him. But California Joe, reeling with
a terrifiec fever that had taken possession of him from infeoction of his
wounded side, bandied no words with the idle populseces Colorado Charlie
and Charley Milner came forward. The old scout led the way to Vild
Bill's grave on the hillside. For a long time the old scout looked at
the rude headstame at the foot of a Pine tree and reviewed the times
when /1ld4 Bill and he had been pards of the pleins. He passed a weary

hand across his hairy face.

Turning to Charlie Utter, Colorado Charlie, He seid simply, "Charlie,

I'm a=goin' ter kill Jack MeCall, an' I'm a-goin' ter do it with Bill's
own guns, Has yer got ‘em?"

From his belt Colorado Charlie drew the peir of heavy, silvermounted,
pearl-handled revolvers that had once belonged to the terrible gunmen.
"Take them Joe," said Colorado Charlie, hending Wild Bill's guns to
California Joe.

With Wild Bill's guns in his belt, Celifornia Joe walked down the
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main street of Deadwood a half hour later. Jack MeCall had left town
the night before, He would take that trail later. Just now he was
looking for the accompliges of the assassin. In front of the 66 Saloon
he met Tom Neukum. Little d4id he know then that this man was to later
kill him in the same mammer as his friend, VWild Bill, haf been killed,

Noukum earried a Winchester rifle in his hand, Face to face they
met and Callfornia Joe sald, "What 1s yer a=doin' with that gun, yer
dirty murderin' aneak?"

"Nothing at all," sald Neukum, and he thrilled as he gazed into
the demoniscel face of the old plaeinsman.

He had heard that old California Joe had sworn to kill any one who
professed enmity toward V/ild Bill, and further, he knew that the soout
had dared any men or men in Deadwood to so declare themselves, As quick
a8 a flash California Joe whipped out ome of Wild Bill's six-shooters,
which he placed against the heart of the now quivering man. His hand
shook. 4nd that sotion showed all the love that he had borne for the
mardered man who lay on the hillside, for Californie Joe's nerves were
as steady as the proverbial roek.

In & voice, lowat first, that rose to a shrill whine, he said,
"Pard, drop that gun. Yer last day hes ocome, for I belleves yer is a
part o' thet murderin' gang which I've sware ter kill. Offer a prar,
fer here yer goes."

His thumb hung over the hammer of the death~dealing weapon that
had been the author of so many tragedies. As a ocat wetehes a mouse,
the fasoinated gaze of Tom Neukum was riveted on the gun. He knew that
gun well; it had belonged to the man whom he feared above all others
on this earth. From the gun he looked up to the foam~-flecked, uncompro-
mie ing oountenance of the avenger. With a wild ery of travail he threw
the rifle far from him, at the sam time dropping upon the ground in
front of California Joe, entreating, begging, supplicating the latter to
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spare his lifes For a moment the scout looked at him grimly, the hammey
of his gun half coeked; then his feeling of hate and revenge gave way
to one of loathesome dtsgust. He sheathed the revolver and kicked the
sowering wreteh to hias feet.

"Teke yer misrable life, dog,” he sald gratingly. "Ef I wasn't
California Joe, I'4 shore kill yer, but as it 18, I don't want sioh on
my record, DBut never let me see yer face again.,"

The sooundrel slunk off through the orowd. 4ind California Joe had
signed his own death warrant by not pulling trigger.

Aoross the Hills and on to Laramie, Wyoming,went the avenger on
the trail of the murderer, Jaok MoCall. A queer twist of fate is in
this, that at every turn his hand was balked from frontier Jjustioce.

The day before Califomia Joe reached Laramie, MeCall in a drunken orgy
boasted that he had killed ¥ild Bill, and United Stetes Marshal of
Wyoming, Jeff Carr, arrested him and locked him wup.

Down to the Jallhouse went California Joe., It was heavily guarded.
"Let me see him," was his only request, which was denied. "See! Hyer's
Wild Bill's own gun thet I'm a=goin! ter kill him with," said Californie
Joe, and he held aloft the weapon.

But his pleadings were all in vain., For two nights and two days
the old soout camped beside the Jalil, hoping for s sight of MeCall, dbut
he wes never to see him, His lest request, before he left thé premises
was, "Boys, put him out here, Give him a six-shooter, loaded full up.
Take mine (Wild Bill's gun) and leave but one shell in 1%, an' I'11
swar ter give him ther first shot.”

But the law of Wyoming Territory was too striet, so, shunning
Leramie and Deadwood as a plague, the saddened oid pleinsman saddled up
his horse and turned his horse's head onee more into the Indian country.
He intended to bdide his time until Jack MeCall was turned out, and then

deal death cards, but the murderer never returned until the first of
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Mareh, 1877, vhen he was hanged in full view of the multitudes on the
prairie at Yankton, South Dakota. Celifornia Joe had passed on before,

Mr, Ellis T, Pierce of Hot Springs, South Dakota, writes as follows
about his old friend, California Joeas

"The last time I saw California Joe to talk to him was in August,
1876. He was following Jack MoCall, who had killed his friend, Vild
Bill, in the Blaok Hills. California Joe followed Jaok MeCall to
Leramie City, Wyoming, but they had Jeok in irons, so Joe 4id not get
& change to shoot him. Had he not been orippled by his horse when
Wild B1lll was killed, Jack MHeCall would not have lived to have had a

bogus trial, or to be hanged laters « « o

"California Joe was a fine philosopher: I rememdber they were dis-
cussing religion one evening when he had returned from a soouting trip,
and while he set eating his lunch, the diaputants would refer do him
often, and after he got through eating he said: 'I never paild much
attention to religion, but I can say this in regard to them Mormons, if .
you were lookin' fer braina, you sould X111l a dozen of the eommon herd
and wouldn't get a spoonful, dbut if you killed a bishop, you would be
likely to get a peck.'

"1 remember one time & young man ocame into 0l1d Fort Fettermaen
looking for a plaoe as a scout. He was quite windy, knew it all, and
telked long end loud, and the famous 0ld scout stood watehing him while
he was at 1%,

"When he had finished,enother 0ld Indism seout turned to California
Joe and seild, ‘'What 4o you think of that fellow, Joe?'

"'Waal,' sald California Joe, 'He oould prodably trail an elephant
through six feet of snow, but I don't think he would be mueh on a blind
tratl.'

"At the time of Wild Bill'e death, whieh happened at Deadwood,




124,
August 2, 1876, Buffalo Bill and Texas Jaok were in the show business
in the East, and though they were to have arrived about that time, did
not reach the Hills for some time later. sinother pa;d, Captain Jaok
Crawford, the Poet Scout, wees socouting with Crook at the time. He was
‘one of Wild Bill's most intimate friends and commemorated his turial
in the following poem, which wes dediocated to "Colorado Cherlie" Utter:

Burial of Wild Bill

By J. W. Crawford
("Captain Jack")

Under the sod in the preirie land

We have laid him down to rest

With many a tear from the sad, rough throng,
And the friemds he loved the best)

And meny s heartfelt sigh was heard

As over the sward we trod,

And many en eye was filled with tears

As we oovered him with the sod.

Under the sod in the prsirie land
We heve laild the good and true;

An honest heart and a noble scout
Has bade us a last adieu.

No more his silvery voice will ring,
His spirit has gone to God.

Around his faults let charity eling
While we ocover him with the sod.

Under the sod in the land of gold

Ve have laid the fearless Billj;

Ve called him ¥ild, yet a 1ittle shild
Could bend his iron will.

With generous hesrt he freely gave

To the poorly cled, unshod -

Think of 1%, pards, = of his noble traits -
While you cover him with the sod.

Under the sod in Deadwood Guleh
You have 1laid his last remains;

No more his manly form will hall
The Red Man on the plains.

And, Charlie, may Heaven bless you!
You gave him a "bully good send";
Bill was a friemd %o you, pard,
and you were his last best friend.

You buried him 'neath the old pine tree,
In thet 1ittle world of ours,

His trusty rifle by his side,

Hig grave all strewn with flowers,
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His menly form in sweet repose,
That lovely ailken hair -

I tell you, pard, it was & sight,
That face so white and fair!

L T T2 1 [ )

This was the insoription on Wild Bill's grave, written by Charles H.
Utter, "Colorado Charlie,” his pard,

"wild B11l1"
Jo« By Hiokok
Killed by the Assassin
Jack MoCall
Deadwood City
Blagk Hills
August 2, 1876
Pard, we will meet again in the
happy hunting grounds to part no
more = good-bye. ("Colorado Charlie")

o G @ W
"Wila B111"

By J. We Crawford
("Captain Jaok")

On the side of the hill,
Between Whitewood and Deadwood,
At the foot of a pine stump
There lies a lone grave.

Environed with roaks

And white pine trees and redwood,
fhere the wild roses bloom

O'er the breast of the brave.

4 mantle of brushwood

The greensward encloses;
The green boughs are waving
Far up overhead;

While under the sod and the flow'rete reposes
The brave and the dead.

0 Charity! Come fling your
Mentle about him,

Judge him not harshly =

He sleeps "nmeath the sod.
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"Colorado Charlie”
(Charles H, Utter, a Famous Scoub)

By Cols Charles D. Randolph
("Buckskin Bi11")

He rosts beneath the green sod
Mid olusters of flowers,
Through cold winter's winds
And spring's lovely showers.

Yihere the eagle cries loud

4nd the night hawk 1is calling,
VWhere the whipper-will whigtles
ind the deadwood 1s falling.

Amid the greenwood and sage brush,
Where there's redwood and pine,

In the wildest of nature -

The most grand you cen find.

General George As Custer thus speaks of California Joe.

General Custer had lost track of his old friend Californie Joe
after thelr last meeting at Bismarok, North Dakota, in 1875, but upon
the publication of his first and only book entitled My Life on the Plainms,
Custer, in almest the last paragraph in the volume, agaln refers to his
former old scout as follows:

"A few vords in regard to one other character with whom the reader
of these sketches hag been made acquainted., Cselifornie Joe accompanied
my command to Fort Haya, Kenses, on the KanpasePaoifie railroad, where
the troops were partially diasbanded and sent to different stations,.
Californias Joe had never seen & rdailroed or a locomotive, and here
determined to improve his first opportunity in these respects and to
take a trip on the cars to Leavenworth, distant about four hundred miles.

"A few days afterward an officer of my command, happening to be
ocalled to Leavemworth, thought he resognized a familiar face and form in
front of the leading hotel in that eity. A e¢loser soerutiny showed that
the party recognized was none other than California Joe. But how
changed: Under the manipulastions of the barber, and through the aid of
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the proprietor of a gentlemen's furnishing store, the long, ourly locks
anl hair of California Joe, both of which had avolded eontact with comb,
brush or razor for many years, had undergone a oomplete metamorhosis.
His helr and beard were neatly trimmed ard comded, while his figure -
& very sommanding one - had discarded the rough suit of the frontiers~
men and was now adorned by the latast efforts of fashion. If the reader
imagines, however, that these changes were in keoping with the taste
of California Joe, the impression is wholly incorrect. He had effected
them simply for = senaatibﬁ. (See photo on page 162 of notebook.)
The following day he took the cars for the West, satisfied with the
faint glimpse of oivilization which he had hed.

"As I soon left that partion of the plains in which these scenes
are laid, I saw no more of California Joe, but I often wondered what
had become of my loguacious friend, whose droll sayingsand guaint re-
merks hed often served to relieve the tedium of the march or to enliven
a group about the eamp fire.

"I bad begun, after a few yesrs had passed without trace or tidings
of Joe, to fear that he had perhaps gone %o that happy hunting ground
to which he had no doubt sent more than one dusky werrior, vhen a few
ﬁeeke 8go I was most egreeably surprised to receive indubitable evidence
that California Joe was Btill in the land of the living, tut exactly
where, I ocould not determine, ss his letter was simply dated 'Silerra
Nevada lountains, California.' FNow, as this range of mountains extends
through the entire length and emdraces a conaiderable portion of the
State of California, Joe's address could not be definitely determined.
But as his letter 1s so cheracteristic of the man, I here introduce it

as the valediotory of California Joe:
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"'Sierra Nevada Mountains, California
"IMarech 16, 1874

"*Dear General:

"'After my respects to you and Lady I thought that I tell
you that 1 am still on top of land yets I have been in the
Rocky Mountains the most of the time sinece I last seen you, but
I got on the rallroad and started West and the first thing I
knew I landed in San Franeiseo, so I ecould not go any further
except goen by water and salt water at that, so I turned back
and headed for the mountains once more, resolved never to go
rallroading no more. I drifted up with the tide to Saeramento
City and I landed my boat so I took up through town. They say
thare is 20 thousand people living thar, dbut it looks to me
like 100 thousand counten ochinamen and all, I cant deseribe
my wilfish feeling, but I think that I look Jjust 1like I did
when we was chasing Buffalo on the oimaroni. So I stmek wp
through town and I come to a large fine building oerowded with
people, s0 I bulged in to see what was going on amd when I
got into the couna il house I took a look around at the erowd
and I seen the most of them had bald heads, so I thought to
nmyself, I struok it now, they are Indian peace commissioners.
So I look to see if I wuld know any of them, but not one, so
after while the smartes lookin one got up and sed, gentlemen I
interduce a bill to have speckle mounten trout and fish eggs
imported to California to be put in the iAmerican besr and yuba
rivers. Those rivers is so muddy that a tadpole ecould no%
live in them ocaused by mining. Did ennybuddy ever hear of
speckle trout living in muddy water. A4And the next thing was
the game law end thet was very near as bad as the Fish for
they aint no game in the country as big as a mawking bird, I
herd some fellow behind me ask how long is the leglslaturs
been in session. Then I dropt to mysslf L4t wuzent Indian
peace commiseioners after all, so Iclid out, took aerost to
chinatown, and they smelt like a kiowa camp in august with
plenty buffalo meat aromd. It wus getten late so no place
Yo go, not got a red cent, so I happen to think of an o0ld
friend back of town that I knowed 2b years ugo, 8o I 1it out
and sure enough he was thar Just as I left him 25 years ago
baching, so I got a few seads I going to plant in a few days.
And give my respects to the 7th calvery and except the same.

"'"Yoursley,
"'California Joe.'"

The Battle of the Vashita.

Prior %o the battle of the Vashita in November, 1868, and while
General Custer was endeavoring to locate the village of Black Kittle,
the ocelebrated Cheyenne chief, (which he attacked and destroyed while
the ochief and others were encamped along the Washita River, under the

protection of General W, B, Hazen), the command atarted out in the
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dsrkness of night, emd after proceeding for some distance it was deemed
advisable to know something of the numbers and exaot poeition of the
Indians, Ceneral Custer, therefore, decided to scnd a party of ploked
men under the guidance of California Joe to crawl up on the village of
the sevages snd learn what they could.

The Cheyenne village wes loeated on the Washite River, and the
entire ocamp was surrounded in the dead of night. The attack was to be
made at dawn. During thigrdelay General Custer strolled to the oamp
of the soouta, where California Joe and hils "pards" were engaged in low
but earnest conversation. General Custer ingulred what their opinion
wag in regard to the prospects for a real fight.

California Joe snorted. "Fight!" he exolaimed. "I ain't nary
doudbt concdernin' thet part uv the bizness: dbut what I'm tryin' to figger
out 1is whether we'll run agin more'n we bargained fer."

"fhen you think, Joe," continued Custer, "That the Indians will
not run away?"

"Run eway? How in thunder kin Injuns er emnybuddy else run away
when we'll hev 'em clean surrounded efore daylight?"

"But supposing that we get the village swrrounded all right - do
you think we ocan hold our own against the Indliana?"

"That 'ere's the very p'int," argued Joe, seratohing his bushy head
in perplexity. "If we Jump these here Injuns at daylight, we're a-goin'
to 4o one o' two things - we're either goin' to make s spoon er spile a
horn = that 'ere is my eandid jedgment sure, an' if them Injuns don't
hear nothin' uv us t1ill we open up on ‘'em at daylight, thay‘ll be the
most powerful ‘'stonished redskins thet's been in these 'ere parts lately.
An' 1f we git the bulge on 'em en' keep a-puttin' it teo 'em sort o'
lively~like, we'll shor sweep the platter,”

And so the battle of the Vashits was fought with Californie Joe in
the thipk of the frays General Custer reports him as moving about in a
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most independent and promiscuous menner, now here, now there, accord-
ing to where the fight reged flercest. While the fray was at its
height California Joe oame galloping up to General Custer and reported
that a large herd of ponles was to be seen near at hand, and requested
authority aund some amsistance %o bring them in, The proper suthority
was glven him, and General Custor had forgotien all about the incident
when, in the course of half an hour, in oame tearihg & herd of abéut
three hundred Indian ponies, driven by s couple of sgquews, with
Celifomia Joe bringing up the rear, mounted on his favorite mule and
swinging his lariat about his head as & whip to urge the "drags" in
the herd forward. California Joe had oeptured the two squaws while
endeavoring to secure the ponies and had wisely made uae of the women
to help bdring in the herd.

After the capture of the Indian villege General Custer wisely
retreated to avold another sorious engagement with several hundred
Indian allies who were eneamped some milea farther down the Weshita,
and who had promptly rallied to the defense of thelr tribesmen, Genersl
Custer wes deslirous of sending a message %o General Phil Sheridan, who
was at Camp Supply detailing the outocome of the fight. Calling
California Joe t¢ his side, he informed him that he had been selected
as the bearer of the message end that he was st liberty to name the
number of men he desired to accompany him as an escort and guard, as
it was a most perilous mission which Joe waa about to undertake. How-
ever, Californie Joe was not in the least perturbed or worried aboub
it, The greater the chence for s sorap, the more eager Joe would
doubtless have been to get into 1t,

General Custer had expeeted that Californis Joe would select at
least ten or twelve men for an escort, &a very few persans would have
sared to underteake such a perilous ride through a country ewarming with

sevages, without at least several times that number of scldiers for an
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esgorts Callfornia Joe guletly remarked that he would talk the mattey
over with his "pard,”

He dlsappeared for a fow moments and presently re)oined Goneral
Custer. "I've bin a-talkin' this 'ere matter over with my pardner,”
he volunteersd, "an' him an' me concludes that ez safs an' sure a way
thar 18, 18 fer me an' him to take a few extry ca'tridges and strike
ou$ together the mimute it gits darks Weo don't want any more men along,
becuz in a eaee o' this kind, ther's likely to be more dodgin' an'
romnin' than fichtin' and two men kin do better'n twenty; they ocan't be
geen half ey fur an' won't leave much of a trail fer the Injuns to find.
If wo git away from here by dark, we'll be so fur away by daylight that
no Injuns is a~goin' to bother uss WVaal, I'm goin' back to the boys
at the seout eamp and see 1f I kin borry a leetle tobacker, so whenever
you git them dookiments ready, Jist send yor orderly to me, an' me an'
my pardner'll be ready."

California Joe was an inveterate smoker and was rarely seen without
his stubby, dingy~looking briar pipe in full blast.

General Custer thereupon pemned his report to Gemeral Sheridan and
had Just finished it when California Joe appeared and remarked: "I'm
not so anxious %o leave yer all here, but the fuet is, the sooner me
an' my pard are off, I reskon the better {t'll be in the end. I went to
put at least £4€ty miles 'tween me an' this place by daylight tomorrow
mornin', so 4f yer'll jist hurry up yer papers, it'll be a 1ift fer us
soouts."

California Joe's "pardner" turned out to be Jaock Corbin, almost
the antipodes of California Joe in regard to many points of chareoter,
He seldom spoke unless spoken to, but was a keen and segaoiouns scout,
well versed in Indihnm}ore and with a thorough knowledge of the ecuntry,

Generel Custer delivered his report to California Joe, snd the old
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seo\if‘eonummﬂ the package to an inner poeket of his buokakin, fringed
hunt ing &oat, remarking, "Weal, Ginersl, I hope an' trust yer won't hev
~ enny skrimmages whilst I'm away,'euz 1'd hate mighty now to miss enny-
thing of the sort, gseein' I've stuek ter yer this fur."

cau;ornia Joe and Jaok Corbin then took theilr departurs as General
Custer shook hands heartily with both and wlshed them good luek and a
safe Journey. OGalifomnia Joe was dressed and equipped as usual in a
buokskin, fringed suit, high riding boots, wide brimmad dlaek hat,
while about hie walat he wore a wide oartridge belt sontaining a Colt
rovolver 44 oaliber, und a long hunting kmife; these with his insepara-
ble sompanion, his buffale gun, a long Springfleld bdbreseh loading rifle,
composed his defensive make up. His "pard" Jask Corbin was very
similarly arrayed exoept in equipment, his balt sontaining two revolvers
instead of one, while a Sharps ocarbine supplied the plase of a rifle,
being more readily oarried and handled on horsebask. The mounts of the
two seouts were as different as their characters, Califernia Joe con-
fiding his eafety to the transporting powers of his favorite mule,
while Jaok Corbin was placing his reliance upon a fine gray sharger,

The troops, by easy marches, graduaily drew near to Camp Supply,
and General Custer was uneasily wondering vwhether his two eouriere had
got through safely. Two or three days had elapsed sinee their departure.
While the general andl some of hig staff were riding in advence of the
troopsi_, the ettention of the party was 4irected to two horsamen who
were riding slowly along nesr a fringe of timdber. General Custer was at
a loss to determine whom they might bes, The two horsemen evidently dis-
ocovered Custer's party, as they at once turned their mounts and dipap~
peaered into the timder, doubtlesa taking them for enemies. Oeneral
Custor's £1eld glasses at onge wore laveled toward the spot, and Just
as the last horseman disappeared into the timber, the Joyful disaovery

wa® made that 1t was none other than California Joe mounted on his raw-
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boned rmles

General Custer at once put spurs to his horse and dashed forward
toward the horasemen, who presently rode cautiously out of the timbey
for another look at the approaching party. General Custer swung his
hat¥, and Celifornia Joe appeared to recogznisge him, as he stuok the spurs
into his long~legged mule and was soun grasping his chief by the hand. '
"I oounted on it bein' you when I fust ketched sight uv yer," exolaimed
California Joe heartily, "but I wasn't takin' any chanoes on 1t bein®
Injuns en' oonoluded that this 'ere timber would be the best place to
make a stand in aase I war mistaken, We war a-glttin’ ready ter sling
lead into yer in case 1t turned out ter be Injuns, Weal, I'm powerful
gled ter see yer mgain, Gineral, that's deaud shor. How be ye, ennyway?"

California Joe then roluted thut Jaok Corbin and himself had made
the trip in safety, and that General Sheridan, after eomplimenting them,
had fed them well and then staricd thum back to meet GCeneral Custer and
deliver e package of lettors and orders. Such were some of the incidents
in which California Jos figured vwhile he was Chief of Scouts for General
Custer in 1868,

A Story About Colifornla Jog us Told by John Be Omohundro, Texag Jagks

In Mareh, 1877, V. F, Cody, "Buffalo Bill," and Doe Cerver, the
Evil Spirit of the flaius, while returning from a suecessful hunting exe

poditlon visited the camp of Texas Jacks. Vhile seoted around the camp
fire talking of buffalo hunts, oid times, eto., Texas Jaok told the
following stoxy:

"When California Joe and I were trapping together, baok in the late
60's, we had been meeting with zood suecess and having no trouble with
Indians, One night Joe was late in getting into camp, but when he 4id
retwrn, he had plenty of Indian traps, ponies and game and he gave me
the following agcount of his sdventures, but of eourse I can not repeat

his exaot language, so will relute it as best I cane.
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"California Joe that afternoon ran aeroas a fresh trail of what
sppeare@ to have been made by three Indians., Following the trail
cautiously for a mile or more, Joe ocame to where the Indians had eamped
thoe night previous on the banks of a small stream. On the opposite side
of the oreek were tall bluffs covered with trees. Joe decided to seorete
himself in the dense thicket unéil night and await the return of the
Indiang to ocemp.

"About sundown one buck, loaded with geme, came in and commenoced
building s eamp fire; shortly after, two more made their appearance,and
Joo aould see that it was a small hunting party, ermed with bows and
arrows only. After enjJoying thelr evening meal and smoking and chatting
for some time, the three Indiens wrapped themselves in their blenkets
and were soon sound asleeD.

"Cautlously, California Jos now began to descend from his high peroh,
but the 'best latd plans of mice and men gang aft aglee,'! and so 1t
proved in this caese; for as silent as death, California Joe was easing
himself down when he happened to place his foot on a dead 1limb, which
broke with & snap that startled the three Indians from their slumber
and came near landing Celifornia Joe within ten feet of them.

"The wily Indians began at onee to searsch for the cause of the
noise, and, 1t belng moonlight, they soon discovered Joe in the tree on
the dluffes, and in thelr Indien disleet called upon him to some down at
the same time they commenced advanelng and 44 scharging their arrows,
whooping and yelling es only Indiens cer. By the aid of the moon
California Joe fired at the nearest one and had the pleasure of seeing
him drop. Then ¢limbing to the very top of the taellest tree, he pre-
pared to reload his truwsty rifle (this heppened defore the deys of the
Winchester or Remington), but the remaining two Indiens begen rapidly to
agecend end soon were in dengerous proximity to the old seout, and the

nearest one prepared %o use his bow,
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"This situation was becoming desperate, but California Joe,
nothing daunted, broke off a good~sized club from a deasd limbd,end taking
gocd aim, landed it fairly upon the hesd of the Indlen, knoeking him
from his perch. In his fall he sfruck hié‘eompanion, and both of them
Tell into the oreek bottom. One was instantly killed, and the other
badly wounded. California Joe quickly descended and dispatohed the
wounded, and with three scalps end what plundér he ocould earry, hastened
baek to our camp."

(This story was taken.from Generel Custer's book, My Life on the
Plains,)

California Joe's Family.

California Joe'a family lived in Benton County, Oregon on a 640 acre
ranch that the old scout homesteaded from the government in 1852, This
ranch was located twelve miles west of Corvallis, near VWren Station, and
is known today as the "0l14 Milner Flnce." It was here thet Californias
Joe's four sons were born, end it was here that the famous old pleinsman
drifted when he often disappeared from the "Great Plains."

The old frontiersman had the following children: DNdger A« Milner,
born Oestober 1, 1853; George Milner, born February 17, 1855; Cherles
Milner, born February 18, 1857; amd the youngest, Tugene Miiner, born
Maroh 17, 1869,

The Founding of Cirele City. -

California Joe is said to have founded Cirole City, South Dakota,
Blaek Hills, and named the town, plotting it on his 160 aere ranch at
that point, The Deadwood gold exeitemant, however, spoiled his plans
for & permanent settlement.

Mre G. Vi. Stokes.of New York, mpeaks of Califor J

An old friend of California Joe, in the person of G, W. Stokes,of

New York City, has given some interesting side lights into the oharactexr
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of the famous frentlersman. He states that Califcrnia Joe was doubtlegs
engaged in plecer mining on oz near Woolsey's Flat, California, some
of the time between 1863 and 1868, Jim lioolsey end Celifornie Jos met
in Demdwood in 1376« "I hoard them talking sbout some of thelr ex-
perlences," sald Mie Stokss, "as I was in Deadwood at the timo.

*I know that California Joe and Diek King ceme to Cheyerme from up
Pioche, Nevada, way in November, 1875, MNaybe they met there, for I think
California Joe went into the Blaok Hllls with General Custer from Fort
Abreham Lineooln, near Bismarek, in 1874,

"We went into the Hills together from there. (Deadwood.) General
Custer had a bdlue greyhound whieh he hed presented to California Joe.
Our party was eomposed of California Joe, Dick King, and my party of
four, and eight other teams, for self~-proteetion from the Indians, whiech
were bad at that time. We wore all 'holed In' about six miles from Fort
Laramie, waiting for tho aquadron of the Third Cavalry to oome bask with
the last batah of gold miners they had rounded up at French Creek
stookade.

"We 11t out for the Blaok H1lls ap soon as the troops and the
prisoners had passed our hiding place, California Joe had two pack
horses, his saddle horse, his greyhound, and wes zcoompanied by a young
man named Bemson, & youth of %wenty or thersabout. California Joe had
his bYedding end some grub on Diak King's four-horse wagon. When we
reached the stockade we found five or six miners with some gold aduat,
but no grub exgept venison. They had sueceeded in dodging the soldiers.

"California Joe, Dick King, Benson and ouwr four partners lefti the
others and went over the divide to Spring Creek, where Professor Jenney's
exploring party had found more gold than on French Creek. We all took
up 300«foot olaims and had them reocorded. California Jo® and Dlok King
went two miles Qown the ereek from our olaims, near the mouth of what

we oalled Palmer's Gulsehe Vo weshed out adbout one thousand pennyweight
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of ooarse gold that winter, tut Celifornis Joe, Diek King and Banson
didn't get to bedroock, Some time early in the spring they wenmt over to
Boer Butte Creek.

"I next paw California Joe in June of 1876. He e&nd & man nemed
VWoodl were prospecting for quertz, They had some drill steel and dyneamite
and had found e ledge of vhite ¢nartz on Deadwood Creek, oppoeite the
rich Father De Smet ledge. Neither of them understood the use of
dynamite, so they agked me to Join them. On our wey through Geyville,
where ¢old was first mined in Deadwood, we sew Bill Gey uneaddling his
~ horse. Bill eslled Callfornia Joe aside. They viere well soquainted.
They conversed in a low tone for a few minutes vhille Vood and I squatted
in the chede of Al Gay's store. When Celifornia Joe returned he informed
ug that Bill Gey had told him that General George A. Custer had besn
wiped out with his vhole command,

"Bill Gey ves & #guaw man -~ had an Indian wife snd two kids at
Spotted Tail agenoy. He had been down to take them some supplies and
‘mongy end on his return had mat an Indisn runner, e relative of Bill's
aguaw, then on his way to report to Spotted Tail and Red Cloud of the
léﬁstCr disester on the Little Big Hom. Three doys later the news was
sonfimed by Cheyenne mail stage.

"We fired a shot or two into the gquartz vein, but the ore yielded
less than $2.00 a ton on assay. I bought an interest in Claim No. 10
on Desdwood Creek and never saw California Joe again. I think he left
the Blaek Hills with General Gaeorge A. Crook's command in Soptember;'1876,
and was Chief of Sacuts on the suscessful rounding up of that wonderful
fighter, Crazy Horse." |

An Ineident.

General Custer onmes neked Californim Joe whether he had ever seen
General Sheridan, and this 1s what the old hunter said:

"What! Gin'rul Shuriden? VWhy, dless my soul, I ¥nowed Shuriden way
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up in Oregon more'n fifteen year ago, an' he was only a second lootenant
of infantry., He was quartermaster of the foot, or sumthin' of thet sort,
an' I had the emtraet of furnishin' wood to the post; an' would yer
believe it, I had a kind of a sneakin' notion then that he'd hurf some-
buddy 1f they'd ever turn him loose. Lord, but ain't he ol' lightnin'."

Letter written by Captain Luther H., North.

Captain Luther H. North, of Columbus, Nebraska, a brother of Mejor
Frank North, organiger and commander of the famous "North's Pawnee
Secouts,” and himeelf a lieutenant in that orgenization during its entire
enli stment, sent the writer the following interesting letter regarding

California Joe:

"Columbus, Nebraska
"Mareh 30, 1925

"My dear Mr, Brininstool:

"Your letter Just eame,and I will tell you what little
I know about Califomia Joe,

"I thought when I wrote to an Nastern magazine several
years ago, that I was the last men to talk to California Joe
before he was murdered, but perhaps not. When we got to
Fort Robinson after oapturing Red Cloud, we camped on the
ereek about a mile below the fort, and Joe came down to see
my brother. (I never had seen Joe before.) He ate supper
with us and soon after wemt baok up to the fort, saying he
would come baek in the morning.

"Just after he left, my brother got orders to send some
men with the horses thet we had taken from Red Cloud, to
Fort Laramie. Frank took twenty men end started at once,
about eight o'clooks I think there were 782 head of ponies,
and before noon the next day he had them at Laramie, ninety
miles from Robinsons I was to come on the next day with the
rest of the men.

"When I wae breaking eamp the next morning, Joe came down.
He was on foot: I told him about Frank having gone, and as
soon as we got loaded up, we started, I bade Joe good-by, and
he started back for the fort.,

"There was a company of infantry that had started for
Laramie that morning ahesd of me, and one of the lieutenants
had stayed behind for some reason. VWhen I hud gone about ten
miles, this officer overtook me and rode with me for some
dtstance. He said:

"!'There was 8 killing at the fort this morning. California
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Joe was shot.'
"I replied, 'Why, he was at my camp when I left,’'

"The officer replied, 'Well, some fellow shot him in
the baok when he was on his way to the fort.' .

"This was the only time I ever saw California Joe.
As 1 remember him he was a man over six feet tall and
powerfully built; and had black hair, turning gray, and a
heavy growth of beaurd all over his face. He was dressed
in an ordinary oivilian suilt of elothes, and my impresaion
1s thet he wore a ¢loth eap, but I am not sure., He was not
very talkative. & :

"When Frank introduced us, he grinned and said, 'The
Me jor thinks so much of me that he used to come and see me
every day.'

"It sesms that the year before (1875) or maybe the
spring of 1876, Joe started to guide a party of miners into
the Blaok Hilla, and the troops stopped them at Fort Laramie.
There were several other parties which were stopped there.
They ocemped elong the Flatte River, waiting for the Govern-
ment to conoclude & treaty with the Indians to allow them to
proceed, Frank was chief of soouts, guide and interpreter
at the time et Fort D. A, Russell, and he was sent to
Laramie and every &ay was sent out to patrol the river to
gee that none of them orosséed. That was what Joe meant by
paying, 'The MajJor thinks so much of me that he used to oome
and see me every day.'"

Another Letter from Captain Luther H, North.

Colonel Charles D, Randolph, Buckskin Bill, received the following

letter from Captain Lute North, as he was known on the plains:

"Columbus, Nebraska
"April 15, 1928

"Col. Charles D, Randolph, "Buokskin B1ll,"
"Davenport, Iowa.

"My dear Colonel:

"Your letter oame yesterday. Yes, I wes probably the
last man to talk to California Joe; as he left my camp about .
a mile below Fort Robinson and started for the Fort (on foot),
I started for Fort Laramie with my company of Pawnee soouts,
and when out ten or twelve miles, was overtaken by a
lieutenant who said Californiea Joe was killed Jjust before I
left the Forts Dr. V. T, Gillicuddy (who was at the Fort)
says he was killed in the afternoon, tut I hardly see how
this oould be, as the lisutenant overtook me before noon.

"In anawering your questions I will say that Californie
Joe was ahead of most of the men you name. He assoviated
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with Jim Bridger, Kit Cerson, Jim Beockwith, wWild Bill, and
Buffalo Bill cleimed to know him, He was undoubtedly a
groeat gulde and scout. My brother knew him very well, but
I never saw him 'ut the one time, though I had lnown of him
for many years.

"The men you mention were very seldon seen together.
They might have been in the Government service for years
in different departments of the weat without mceting one
another. California Joe soouted for Custer, Miles, Crook
and others. Captain Jack Crawford, when I Imew him, was &
newspaper man., If he was ever a scout, I didn't lknow it.
Texas Jack belonged to Buffalo Bill's theatrical company,
though he was employed one season to take the Pawnee Indians
on their annual buffalec hunt. Buffalo Bill was Post Guide
and Socout at Fort MoPherson from 1869 to 1872, and as my
brother and I served with Genersl &, A, Carr, we were with
Cody & good dezl of the time, Wild Bi1l, I think, scouted
for Cuagar at one time, but became famous as Marshel of
Abiline when he cleaned up the desperadoes there, I don't
think I ever knew Charlie Utter, Coloxado Charlie, Dr.
Carver, as you know, was a gshowman with Buffalo Bill and
later by himself, Dr, Powell I didn't know. Deadwood Diek
wag @ seout with Custer and @ real one. Charlie Reynolds
was & sooul for Custer and in my opinion the greatest of
them gll.,

"This is Just a bald statement of these men with no
attempt to give you any of their adventures, of which there
are perhaps many, tut these men seldom met, as they were, as
I satd before, employed by different commanders in different
parts of the eountry.

"Ag to Dr, Tanner, Diamond Digk, I never knew him per-
sonally until the laat $wo years, He is one of the finest
men I ever met, dbut I know little about him,as he has little
to say of himself,

"California Joe's name was Moses Milner, and he has a
son living, I believe, in Seattle Vashington, but I don't
know his tirst name .

"Ls He North."”

The Death of California Joe.

We now come to the lest days of this droll, gquaint, rough-and-ready,
devil~-may-care charaster of the old frontier. California Joe made many
friends in hie lsst daye. Chief emong these was Dr, V. T. MoGilliouddy,now
living in Berkelsy, California, formerly ones of the best-known Indian
agents that ever acted as a guard for Uncle Sam's red wards, a man of
unflinshing courags, thoroughly femilier with the Indian character, and
a fighter for the Red Man in seeing that he got every ounce of rations
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promised by the Government, WVriting in 1922 to a mutual friemd, Dr,
MoG1illiguddy says:

"California Joe and I became closely aequainted in the
spring of 1870, whem he Joined the Black Hills expedition
at Fort Laramie &as chief soout and guldes He was by nature
a sgout and thoroughly reliable. He stood over six feet two;
had long reddish hair and vhiskers; spare bullt, but athletie;
indulged in liquor oceasionally, but was never gquarrelsome;
and vas one of the best-known seouts of his day. He served
gith the expedition until we disbanded in the fall at Fort
aramie, ' ‘

"In the spring of 1876 he Joined the expedition seant out
to round up the hostilea under Sitting Bull, serving under
the command of General Crook. He reandered good serviee to
the end of the campaign. In this expedition I was surgeon of
the %ooond and Third Cavalry, and I was known as the Surgeon
Soout.

"Eerly in October, 1876, the expedition broke up at
Fort Robinson in the far nor’ahwest cornar of Nebraska, and
the troops were distributed to various winter quarters. A4
new expedition was organized under General Maockenzie of the
Fourth Cavalry, to push into the Big Horn country and round
up scattered bands of Northern Cheyennes end Sioux, who were
8till aotive in that seection, and California Joe was selected
a3 chief of sesouls,

"There was employed in the post butcher shop at Fort
Robingon a man named Neukum, or Neweomb, with whom Californias
Joe had had soms trouble. But the day before the expedition
was to leave, the two, California Joe and Thomas Neukum, met
at the post %rador's, where they had a few drinks and apparent~
ly beecame good friends.

: "About 6:00 P M. California Joe was standing on the
banke of the White River with some somrades, when suddenly
Neukum appeared at the oorner of the quartermaster's corral
and without warning shot Califommis Joe through the back with
a Winchester. California Joe died instantly.

"Thomas Neukum was thrown into the guardhouse, and I had
the remains of the old scout carried to the post hoapitalg
vhere I made an autopsy on my old friend. VWhen Mackenzie's
expedi tion marched past the hospitsl the next morning Cali-
fornia Joe was resting in his eoffin in front of the post
hospital with the flag draped over him. I found memoranda in
his olothing that he was Moses Milner of Kentueky and I
placed a red eedar headboard with the inseription, 'Moses
Milner of Kentueky (California Joe), murdered October, 1876,
over his grave on the banks of the White River at For£
Robinson, Hebraska.

"As the law required, we notified the authorities of the
nearest organized ecounty, Holt County, 33 miles away in
Eastern Nebraska, of the affair. Four days elapsing and no
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one appenring, we were obliged to tu&n Houkum loose. Rigid

Y A el B a0 PARRLINL

goout of the great Northwest,

"Singerely and very truly yours,
s Baaeiaiitt
"Ipard' of California Joe."

At the time of his death California Jee Milner was 47 years, b
months, and Bl days old. His body lies in grave No, 14 in the post
cometery at Fort Robinson, Nebraska.

As the law had not yet penetrated that pert of the frontier,
anl as California Joe was a olvilien soout, and not a memder of the
military forces, the murderer was liberated. Although feeling ran high
for some time, and lynching was suggested by the friends of the noted
seout who were present, rigid ermy diseipline prevented any such co-
ourrence, ant Thomas Neukum had satisgfied his long=felt desire to
murder the man who had once humiliated him on the streets of Deadwood in
the Black Hills of South Dekote..

Charley Milnerx, the son cf the noted plainemen, at onee took the
trail of the dastardly assessin and, through aome misunderstanding, got
on the "wrong lead" and though his six-shooters blazed spitefully and
oarried a load impregnated with death for "Thomas Neukun,” 1t killed a&n
innoeent man. Fifty years have pasased since that fateful happening,
and Charley Milner is es yet unaware that the murderer of his father
st1ll lives, unmolested.

Califarnia Joe left more friends to mourn his death then any other
man in the history of the West. Among them were the following plains
soouts: Colorado Charlie, Texms Jaok, Captein Jack, Buffalo Bill, Doo

Carver, Mgjor Frank North, and Captaln Lute North.




Mrs, lowes Es Milneyr
California Joe's Wife
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Cols Charles D, Rendolph,"Buekskin Bill,"
dedicates the following poem to
"Captain Iute North"

He Xnew VWild Bill and Texes Jack
And Celifomis Joe,

Kit Carson and Jim Bridger

In the days of long agos

He mew Charlie Reynolds,

Dos Carver and Pewnee Bill ;
When the West wes wild and unsettled
From the Bleak Hills to Fort Sill,

He knew Captein Jack Crawford,
Deadwood Dick end Buffalo Bill
When Injuns were a millin'

And you eouldn't keep them still,

He lmew some famous generals,
Sherman, Sheridan, Miles and Crook,
And Cuaster, Carr and lerritt,

When he ascoubted every nook.

He had a brother Major Frank KNorth,
Chief of the Pawnee Seouts of fame,
And together they were well known
By the great men of the plains.

He's now a friend of Diamond Diok‘

Who lives out near the old Platte's flow,
Captain Imte North, Pawnee Soout end Plainsman
Of the daya of long ago.
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"California Joe"

By Cole Charles D, Randolph
{("Buekskin B111")

No more he'll hear the war whoop
Of the Cheyemne or the Sioux,
The yelping of the pralirie wolf
In that ecountry wild and new.

No more he'll mount his pony

And dash aorosa the plain, }
Or wateh and wait, or guard and guide
Some lonely wagon train.

No more he'll don the buckskin,
Or peek his old six shot gum,

Or trap the beaver and the dear,
He knew there every rum.

Ko more he'll soout for Generals
Crook, liiles, Custer, Carr,

Or play a game o' poker

Dowvn in Tom Sherman's bar.

No more he'll hear the redskin wail,
Or cemp along some stream

Or k111l a bisen with his iharpa‘.

Or hesar a panther acream.

Ko more he'll saddle up

And hit the Indian treil,
And pass the hostide saVafoa,
He never was known to fail,

No more he'll dash aeross

The hills and out aoross the plain,
For the o0ld seceut took his lest ride
And won't return egain,

No moxe he'll be seen around the camp fire
With some weird tale to tell

Of how the refskine bit the dust

Befare they want to "hell.,"

No more he'll f“ likkered wup,
Or smoke his p ¢! briar,
Or brave a Dakota blizzard,
Or see a prairie fire,




Lieutenant Colonel George A+ Custer, vho at
the time of his death was still universally
called by his Civil War title of general,
"His yellow hair hung in long ringlets cover
his shoulders. His feet wers encased in
boots ap soft as 2 lady's dencing slippers,

and se spotless.”

Chief Gall, said to be the Sioux who killed
Custers Of the wdies of the Americans slain
in the battle all were scalped and mutilated
except Custer's - am "Indian's tridute to a

brave man.,"

3itting Bull was the best-known Indlian of hias
gonaration, end is still populerly mt erroneous-
1y vogarded as the shief cause of Cuatar's defeat.,
Agtually "he was u goward at heart, whieh was a
rare thing among Indisns of that day."

Curly, Crow seout, sole surviver of the massa¢re
y a teomicality, since he left the seens defore
the fighting reslly began,




Buffalo Bill '

D¢y Ws Fs Cerver

Wild Bill




Crazy Horse, the greatest strategist among
the Vestern Indlans, vho wes responsldble for
Custer's defeat., He, Dull Knife and Gall,
though "devoid of popular reputations, were
the equal of any combat leaders, white or red,
of the period.”




"Pexas Jaok" (J. Be Omohundro),
a feamous seout and olese friend
of"Buffale Bill."

Captes Jaek Crawford
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"Pexas Jagk"
By Col. Charles D. Randelph
("Buskskin Bi1ll")

He haled from the Lone Star State
Down in the great Southwestl.
He seouted and ran into :
lMany a hostile Indiesn nest.
He quelled the eatile rustlers
Agross the burning send.
He atopped the raids of greapers
- When he orossed the Rlo Grande.
He was & soout and plainsman,
A hunter and a gulde.
He has gone %o Joln his partners
Who ere on the cther side.
He later acted on the stage
And showed the olde~time Vest.

He hag a place in history
With the winning of the Vest.

"Gaptain Jaok" Crawford, the author of California Joe, was a
groat friend ¢f mine, He was pix feet tall, well built, wore long
haiy, a mustache and a goatee:. He was a famous writer of stories of
the West, a famous poet, and a pard of all the old-timers. He dled
in 1917, the same year "“Buffalo Bill" Cody dieds, They were life-long
friends., I heve written all over the United States, trying to get a
book of poems which he wrote entitled, "The Poet Scout." I have never
been able %0 find ones Can anyone help me in this? He was a fine
0ld mani |

««Cols Charles D. Randolph ("Buokskim B11l").




Major Frank FNerth in 1867

Captain Luther North




146y

WESTERN POTMS3
Composed and written by "Buokskin Bill"
Randolph about the Wild West, The Plainms, The
Pamous Seauts, This book of over B0 poems, 80¢,
Cols Charles D, Ranfolph
2108 E, 13th Street ‘Davenport, Iowa.
(Wanted: in Beadles Libdraries; California Joe;
and Capts. Jaek Crawford.)

"Bugkakin B111"
By Col. Chayles D. Randolph

I braved the storms for ocattle,
I camped out on the sage,

I rode the outlaw horses
And \drwo & s\ix-horse sltage.

My ravorito horse was tuékskin
And the boys all ecelled me Bill.
Thet's how I won the title
That's nowm &8 "Buekskin Bill."

Yos, I rode the range for cattle
And rounded wild horses, too;

I lived among the Indians =
Blagkfeet, Mlatheesds, Sioux.

I liked it in the mountains,
I liked 1t on the plains;
I was happy in the saddle
And loved to hold the reina.

That eountry has a history
VWhich gives you a real thrill.

And that 1is how they geve me
The name of "Buockskin Bill."

(The above is the opening poem in the book of poems by Col. Randolph,
"Buckskin Bill." The book is a neat volume of some eighty or more
poemg, written by "Buukskin" about the West, and the old pards and
ecomrades of the plains which were his, and whose fame has beecome a by~
word to all who discuss early western hiatory. "Buokskin" is a member
of Happy Hours Brotherhood.)
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(Clippings)
Dime Hovel era was brought back to Los Angeles last fall when
Cel, Villiem Pearson, more familiarly known as "Idaho. Bill", stwolled
into town with an 800-pound lion tagging behind. He roped the king
of beasts in the mounteins of Mexleo, but this was no novelty to him -
merely a revivel of the deys when he, and Deadwood Diek, Diamond Diek,
Pawnee Bill, e%0., roamed the plaina in all their glory.

.2 T 2 3 T Ty

Buffalo Bill's Sigter Meets 014 Irionds After 73 Years; Seeks His

Grave at Arlingbon.
"Aunt Julia" Cody Goodman 18 a flirt at 84,

Crack shot and horsewoman of the wectern plains, she demonstrated
her prowess at the feminine arts on her visit to Davenpert, Saturday,
before an admiring circle of hoary-haired playmates whom she had not
seen for 73 years, She has come baek 0 make her first visit to Le_Clairo,z |
her birthplace and that of her famous brother; "Buffale Bill." |

"These men have to see & romanee in everything," she whispered in
an excited aside. "But we girla~-"

She left the sentenoce unfinished as tho men orowded around. There
was Col, Joe Barmes, LeClaire pioneer, mown as i!'a‘ho runt" 4{n the days
when he took part in the pranks at which "Willle" c&ay, es he was then
. ealled, wes the ringleader., Thers, too, was Charles Rieh of Davenpert,
86 years olds It was at his father's farm near LeClaire that the Cody
family lived in the interim between the sale of their housshold goods
and the joumney overland "away out west to Kenses." "Bueckskin Bill" was
there, too, Cols Charles D. Randolph of the Rook Island arumal; who had
known the pioturesque Buffalo Bill in the Vest.

"0h,yos, wa've been writing for 26 years, but mostly about BLll,"

she confided with a mischievous glenaee at Col, Barnes, '"Sweethearts,
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well, we're a 1little past that atuges We used to play together, that's
all."
~ And the ehorus ;eined in with delichted tales of the good times at
the Cody house in LeClaire, where Mrss Cody lot the daildren of the
neighborheod have the run of the houso.

Mra. Goodmen was the most vigorous of all the little group. She
rises at § a. ms and scorns an aftornoon nap. ©She retired from the
hotel tusiness at Cody, Wyoming, at 7b, she says, aend hes done nothing
dbut retire ever since.

Heor full fage, softly lined, fairly beamed et the little cirecle
gathered in the Hotel Blagkhawke Not an ordinary 1little old lady was
she, for her every movemaent indiosted the reserve power she hed stored
up in her lifetims in the West. She vore a plain blaek brooaded dress
with a oollar end fiolu of white lace camught at the throat with a quaint
old-fashicned gameo., A blt of blagk laoce at the wriste and a scarf of
black embroidered with tiny white roses completed the ecetume. Her
ourly gray halr ias ocaught up under a small black hat relieved wvith a
white rose at the side.

Tales of Buffalo Bill forgotien by all eave herself, the last member
of the femily in her generation, she told to the little group,

"Remember Villle's three«legged yeller 4og?" she inguired. "That
dog Skip surely kept the teacher busy. He followed Willie to school
every day, and when the teschar put him out, Willie went too. They'd
play outside until regees or until school wee outs I guess we never
got nmoh schooling, Just what we feught ourselves.”

Another reminisgence she sonjured up for a laugh.

"Suppose@ you never heard of the time Villie taught the boys to hunt
for gold in the Mississippi river. You see it was this way. Mother
had an old gountry silver plece we were told never to toush. Willie

tock 1t one day and went downt to the river. 4ll of a sudden he yelled,
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'"I've dropped 1t, I've dropped it,' He gathered four or five boys to
help him hunts He poilnted out where it had fallen, and let them do
the work. Sammy, our oldest brother, ren to tell nothers She cams down
on the warpaths On the way she took off her slipper. 'Willie, come
here,' she ¢alled. He looked at her calmly, took the silver piese out
of his poeket and handed it to her. ‘'iw, I was only teaschin' the bdoys
to hunt gold here like they 4o in California,' he told hers”

Mree Goodman in searening over her childhood haunts will f£ind two
of the Cody homesteads still stending, the frame house bullt by her
father in LeClaire overlooking the river, and the stone house on the
Breckenridge road where the family lived later. The farm house two
and a half miles west of LeClaire whare she and her brother were born,
was deatroyed years ago, a3 was also the house on the Walnut Grove
farm where heér dbrother Sarmmy was killed by a fractious horse,

Mra. Goodman would not exohange her pioneering experienses for all
the jJoys of preaent day high living, she saide. She has raimed two
families, her own brothaers and sisters left orphaned in Kansas after
their fathex had been killed in the border wars and thelir mother dled
not long afterward, andlhér own fanlly of slx sons and two deughters,
left fatherless at an early age.

In their early days in Xansas she and Buffalo Bill kept guard
around their eabin against the attacks of the border ruffianss Thelr
father, Iaaao Cody, was the asvorn enemy of these men, for he made no
seeret of his belief that Kansas should beoome a free state. ©She
learned to gshoot as waell a3 her brother, three yeara her Junior.

"The last time I tried to shoot was in 1902," she regounted. "My
som in Cody, Viyoming, darod me to shoot the old dimner bell. 'I'll
bet I oan do 4%,' I took him up. I shot the rope elecr in two and he
had to ride a half mile for & naw bell before he could oall his men %o

dinner,"
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She made her living amd thaet of her family most of her life manag-~
ing hotela, The famous oheraotere of the plains, California Joe,

Texas Jaok and Wild Bill Hiokok, had all put up at her hotels., She
wae with her biother, Buffalo Bill, the last six weeks before he died.

Now she has a migsion in his behalf,

"I want Bill buried in the national cemetery at Arlingten," she
oonfided. "He served his gountry on the frontier and as & Union spy
in the rédbellions He's buried away out there at the summit of Lookout
mountain near Denvers It waen't his wish t0 be buried there, and I
know, becsuse I was with him to the end."

Like any grandmother taking leave of the family cirele, she waved
her farewell, "Gooddye, dears, I'm comlng back to Davenport soom and I
want you to ¢ome to seec me,"

Seriously, she does. 5he 1s anxlous to meet any old friends of
hers who may be in the eity. Those desirous of éatting in toush with:
her may address Col. Joe Barnes et LeClaire.

With her omsins, Mr. and Nrs, Hirem S. Cody end their children,
Rosemary and Bill II, of Bvanston, Illinois, she left for LeClaire. On

this trip she is to visit Dan Winget in Clinton, publisher of a book of

memoirs on "Buffalo Bill," Dr. John Knox at Frinceton and later a re=-
union of the Cody family in Detreit. Within & few weaeks the eltizens
of Cody, Wyoming, and members of the Cody family are to open a "Buffalo
Bill" museum at Cody.




Friends Greet Sister of Buffale Bill After 78 Years

This pleture shews Xrse Julia Cody Goodman, sister
of "Buffalo BL1Ll" Cody, and friends here, whom she me$
this morning at Hotel Blaskhawk in Davenport after a
lapse of Y3 years.

Mrss Goodman is in the eemter, Onm the left im Col,
Joseph D. Barnes of LeClaire, onee her sweetheart, and
en the right, Gol, Charles D. Randolph, vwho seouted with
her brothers ’

Btanding Yehind them (left to »i:ht) are Charles
Rieh, ploneer resident, Mreses Hs Pe Cody and He F. Cody,
Nr. and lirp. Cody are cousins of lMrs. Goodmen,
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(Clipping)
b Dagerly Awaiting Thrilling Story of

P n A »

In al) the quad~eitiea there will be no more interested reader of
the serial story, "The Blazing Horizon," a historie fietion tale of the
"boomer" days of Oklahoma, by Emest Lynn, whieh starts in The Argus,
Mondey, than Charles D. Randolph, (Buekskin Bill), 2108 East Thirteenth
Street, Davenport. N

One of the leading cheraeters in the story, in faet its hero, will
be "Pawnee Bill," lajor Gordon We Lillie, now living on his buffalo
ranch in souwthern Oklshoma, who i8 an intimate friend of "Buekakiﬁ B111"
Randolph, cowbey, stage drive:, "mule skinner," prespactor, peet of the
west, veteran of the Viorld War and now & guard at the Roek Island
arsenal.

"Pavnee Bill," who led the grsnd rush 1ln the epening of Oklahoma
and who was adopted by the awnee Indiams as their white ehief, is the
youngest and one of the few survivors of the old plains ssouts who were
made immortal in frontier dayﬁ. Among them were "Buffalo Bill" Cedy,
"Wild Bill" EHigkok, Fremk Centon, Bill Tilgham,"Diamond DicXk"Tanner,
living at Norfolk, Hebraslm, Richaurd Clserk, known ae "Deadwood Diock,"

B. R, rearson, "Idsho Bill," John B, Omohondro, "Texas Jaek,” Joseph E. .
Milner, "California Joe," and Captain Jaok Crawford, the poet-scout.

They were all friends of "Pawnee Bill! and "Buckskin Bill1" Randolph
of Davenport was also a friend amd agquaintance of a’voral of them,
notably Colonel Cody and Dr. Tanner, iiown ag "Diamond Diek." In his
ddn he has the portraits of sl) of these great charesaters and in his
1ibrary he has all their bilographies.

Will Follow Story Daily.
"Buekskin Bill™ will follow the dally installments of The Argus
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serial, as 1t unfolds the romantis history of the newest state in the
union, with the most avid interest, for 1ts charaeters and romances
will be resl to him.

Mrs, Randolph eame from Iowe pioneer stook. He was born in Scott
eounty and hies gramdfather worked for the father of "Buffalo Bill" at
whet was lmown a3 the "Big farm," near MeCauslend, Iowa, in the early
40'a. Shortly after "Buokskin Bill's" birth, at Pleasant Valley in
1888, hia father moved to western Nebrasks, homesteading a tract of land
near North Plattes, ‘There he wes a nelghbor of "Buffalo Bill," whose
rangh, "Scout's Rest," wasz located neardy.

Mres Rendolph grew up in a cow country end it was btut natural that
ho chose a 1ife in the saddle as soon as his years permitted, He
worked as a horse vrangler in his boyhoold and learned to stick to the
back of outlaw bronchos whether they "sunfished," or d41d straight eway
buokings He oould also handle the lariat with the best of them and it
was not long before he made a top cow hand, holding up his end in the
round-up, outting and branding the range stuff in the apring and bunche~
ing the fat baeves in tha fall beef hunt.

Member of Rangh Crows.

In this oapaolty he worked all over the northwest, ocovering the
great ranges of Wyoming, Montana, Ideho and Vaghington. BKe was a member
of the "S. 0. W4" ranch erew in Montena and later joined the "Flying V"
on the Cheyenne reservation in the border country of Wyoming and Montena,

He was in thet sestion at the time of the big fauds of the cattle
end sheepmen and once near Garrison, Montana, saw "Doe" Merritt ruthless~
1y shoot down a flook of csheep that had strayed onto the cattle ranges

Later he went into Saeskatehewan and was a "mule skinner" in the con=
struetion work of the Canadien Pacifie and et the time the gsreat plains
that were ocrossed by the road were strewn with the dleashed bonee of
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herds of buffalo that had been wantonly-slain for their hides,

On the "S. 0. W." ranch in Montana, while on & round-up participated
in by six outfits thet were combing the range, he witnessed a stampede
of 1,000 head of maddened steers whioch rushed headleng into a ocanyon,
milling, bawling end frantiec with fright. He was on a mes& rim hundreds
of feet above them avd the scons wes one of the most thrilling of his
life.

Hoadquarters of the ranch were logated 65 miles from Lewiatown,
Montena, and supplies had to be freighted from the railroad at that
point. Blackfeet, Mandan, Crow, Flathead snd Siwagh Indiens were numer-
ous in the neighborhood.

Drove Stage Coaghs

Later he drove a stage coach in Arizona and made moqusintance with
the Messalero, Tonto md Chirique ipaches of thet sections They were
remnants of the blood-thirsty tribes that had been 1led by Geronimo,
Victoria and "The K14" in the last murderous forays of Indiens in the
southwest,

In the World Ver Mr. Rendolph served in the Seventeenth division
of the A, E« F., oversess, and is now fol}owing the prosaie 1ife of a
guard at the arsenal,

He 18 a lover of the old West and of its traditions, Ko man in the
country revers the menories of its scout and peace offieer heroes more
than he and in hie capaoity as poet he has eulogized them in msores of
effusions.

All of hie verse has the flavor of the aowboy ballads of the range
reminisoent of, "Come all ye gallant cowboys." He has written an ofe to
Pawnee Bill in vhich the rofrain says:

"He gulded the settlers in tiet southwest boom

BLEBUEEE LEGBALE L HaaTolee mhTe, {20140, ongt, foemed.
And singe then they have salled him “awnee B1ll."
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Longs for 01d Days. - ‘

And vhile.he 18 resting from his lubors as guard at the Roek
Island arsenal, in the quiet of his den, he often opens up hies traveling
it end looks mpon his two guns, one & silver mounted .38 Colt, the
other a gold~mounted 38 Smith & Wesson, his eartridge belt, saddle,
bridle and hackamore and longs to go back to the old Vesbs

The yearaning for the old life 1s expressed in hie poem:

"Buekekin B11l's Lament"

"Come gather mund me plainsmen,
The ones that yet remaln -

Come let us have another round-up,
Out on the western plain.
"Come let us rope some satile

-And have s brending hee.

This will be out last great round=up
In the land that once wae free.
"Come saddle up, old timewrs, |
Put on your buckslkin chaps,

Your boote end spurs and six guns,
And all your western trapss

"Wo'll have en 0ld time round-up
ind we'll camp ocut on the plain,
Come on now old timers «

Lot's have & round-up oncs again."”

Besguse he wes of the old Weet and knew the 0ld timers who will
be part of the dramatiec setting of The Argus serial etory, "The Blazing
 Horison," a story of the old southwest and of "Pawnee Bill," whieh
starts Monday, "Buekskin Bill" 1a waiting patiently, but like a small
boy with his appetite sharpened for pilo, for the first instelliment.

And, believe you us, ho will read it to the last werd,
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This book was written and sompiled dy
Ools Charles Daniel Randolph
"Buekskin BilL" '
2he Poet Laureate of the FPlains

anéd rhﬁeus Western writer

Life of California Joe ~wsewesess-e Jgl. Prentiss Ingraham
Letter About Californie Joe we«=<=e Joseph B, Milner
Life of California Jo@ «=~wweeewwews Rgymond Ws Thorp
Sketeh of Callfornia Joe w#~rwwwwces (gneral George As Custer
S8tories About California Joeo wee-we "Buffalo BLill" Cody
"lexas Jaock" Omohundro
"Captain Jagk" Crawford
Ellis Plerce
Gs Wy Stokes
Captain Imte Horth
Dre Ve T, MaGillieuddy
Added Features ~=w= Cols Chayles B« Randolph

Arranged to give the gomplete life of Callifornia Joe
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