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Not for gain or fame have I written, but for the
Pleasure it has given me to put into words the
thoughts that often filled my mind of the old familiar
Places and the dear remembered faces of the long ago.

If there be any who care to read and share with
me the memories of the people and the places that I
loved, to them I dedicate this little hook.

JOHN F. JORDIN.
October 12, 1904,
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INTRODUCTORY.

‘“ 'Tis beauteons night ; the stars look brightly down
Upon the earth, decked in her robes of snow.
No light gleams at the windows, save my own
Which gives it cheer to midnight and to me.

And now with noiseless step, sweet MeMOory comes

And leads me gently through her twilight realms.”’

Seventy-five years ago the latent resources of Daviess
county lay slumbering in her noble forests and her virgin
soil. For untold years she had been waiting—waiting for the
touch of a magical hand—waiting for man with the golden
key of progress and civilization to unlock her wonderful treas-
ure house and distribute her generons bounty to the world.
Waited while the trees of the forest grew old and hoary with
years, died, and others grew to take their place.  Waited
while with each succeeding year spread her queenly prairie
with her vernal earpet of richest hue, all garlanded with
flowers and diamonded with dew. She had been touched hy
the Red man, but not defaced. Her wealth and beanty were
reserved for the sons and danghters of & worthier 1ace. But
in 1830 there transpired events which presaged a change. A
wonderful change! The march of empire like a slow moving
but irresistible force was heard in the distance. Already the
vanguard had erossed the Father of Waters and gained a



firm foothold upon its western shores. The dawn of civiliza-
tion was at hand, the gray ghosts of forgotton ages fled at
her approach,

As early as 1826 faithful spies had traversed the Grand
River valley and had brought back glowing reports of a coun-
try rich in natural resources, Here the forest abounded in
game, the streams with fish, the prairies were hillowy seas of
suceulent grass. Altogether the picture presented an ideal
scene, where the hardy pioneer could rear his cabin and
spend his days surrounded by peace and plenty.

It was early in the spring of 1830 that John Splawn and
his son, Mayberry, came from Ray county and built a eabin
near where the old Rock Island depot formerly stood. They
did not remain here long, but moved across the river and set-
tled on the ridge that bears his name. Itis a notable fact
that the early settlers reared their eabins iu the forest, usual-
ly near a bubbling spring. Here by cutting the smaller trees
and ‘‘deadening’’ the larger ones they were able to form o
“‘clearing’’ where, with little effort, they conld raise sufficient
crops to supply their wants.

The men and women who stood as landmarks to fix the
western boundaries of civilization have passed away,bur their
descendants stjll live, and as the ‘““witness trees’’ stand ever
ready to testify to the location of the long lost corner stone,
50 should these living witnesses reecord their evidence for
the benefit of generations yet nnhorn.

Personally, I knew but few of the pioneers of Daviess
county. Many of them came before I was born, were old
when I was yet a child, and whatever impression was left up-
on my mind by contact with them is such as would natural-
ly be made upon the mind of an imaginative hoy by the
stories of the dangers, toils and privations inecident to pio-
neer life.

A remarkable characteristic of these men was their indi-
viduality. In the congested centers of civilization men eon-
form to some approved standard, there is a eerfain harmony



of thought and unity of action among them; hut the isolation
of the pioneer afforded him an oppertunity to follow the bent
of his inelination and grow in whatever direction reason or
caprice might dietate. His development was not as symet-
rical as that of his more composite brother, hnt every line of
his rugged face hespoke chavacter and proclaimed the individ-
ual man.

Constant exposure to the dangers of the wilderness le-
veloped his courage. Compelled to act upon his own mdg-
ment, he beenme selfreliant. Often in need of help, he was
ever ready to lend assistance to others. Feeling the need of
frigndship he learned the value of u friend. With Jife and
property beyond the pale of legal protection he saw the neces-
sity for individual honesty. Compelled to trust each other
without security, their honor hecame their bond—a boud so
sacred that they stood ready to redesm it even at the sacrifiee
of life itself. Such were the characteristics, possessed  in
some degree by the nien of whaom I propose to write.
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PLEASANT BLAKELY.

A long time ago away off in the mountains of Kentuneky,
a baby boy was born, and all the gods smiled when they saw
the little child, for it was such a pleasing little fellow, and
smiled back at them 1n sneh a pleasant way that its parents
saw its name reflected in its face and so they gave him the
word for a name and he was ever afterwards called Pleasant
Blakely. The same year and in the same locality a little girl
came to the Girdner family and she was ealled Naney. This
bappened in 1808, nearly a centny ago, and Pleasant Blake-
ly and Naney Girdner grew up together, fell in love in the
old fashioned way and in 1831 were married, Three years
later, having heard the report of faithful spies that far away
towards the setting sun there was ‘‘an exceeding good land, a
land flowing with milk and honey,”’ they resolved to go and
possess a part of it at least, and in 1834 they landed in what
is now Daviess county. They were not overburdened with
wealth. Their earthly possessions were transported npon the
back of an old gray mare and of filthy lucve they possessed
one shiny quarter. But the lack of money did not trouble
them. They had the courage that comes to those who have
good health, cheerful hearts and strong right arms and thus
equipped, they were ready for the battle of life. They halt-
ed on a beautiful white oak ridge, east of Hurrican branch,
and looked about them. The soil was perhaps not of the best
quality, but here was wood and water, the two things indis-



pensable to the pioneer. The land conld he cleared and as
for the rest—well they would visk it Here they built them
a eabin—built it themselves and danbed it with mud, covered
it with clapboards, held in place by logs, and Imilt a fireplace
with a stick ehimney, eutont a couple of logs leaving a square
hole for a door, pur in o punehenn floor. and their little eabin
was eomplete, and not a nail in the whole structure.

In this small and ineonvenient eabin they lived while
Iand was being eleared, crops planted, and provision made
for the neeessities of existence. A patch of corn for hread, o
small vegetable garden and wild game from the forest sup-
plied their plentifal, but frugal fare. It was a slow and foil-
some undertaking to earve 2 home ont of the wilderness, but
pluek and perseveranee finally won. A Inrger field was
cleared and feneed, a double log house erected and other
sigus of prosperity bhegan to appear around their home.
Throngh all the years of toil and privation Pleasant Blakely
retained the cheerfulness of his yonth. Huppy and eare-free,
with the statore and strength of & man and the innoeent
heart of a child, he whistled and sane as he worked, and at
night he wonld take down his iddle and bow and Lorgel Lhe
toils of the day in the joy of drawing from its consonant
chords something of the musie that was in his soul.

The eountry was filling up and when the new arrivals got
over the first worry of getting seltled, they began to look
about them for some sort of social amusement, and here Aun
Nancy, with her utilitarian ideas and c¢ommereial instinet,
came into prominence. The people wanted to be amused and
what better amusement could be had than a good old fash-
ioned dance, and if they wanted to danece, where could a  bet-
ter place be found than their new double log honse—and
there was Pleasant to fiddle for them, teo. So it was, Aunt
Naney allowed it to he understood that their house was at the
disposal of the people, together with Pleasant’s services as
fiddler and & good supper—all for a reasouanble eonsideration,
The offer was readily aceepted nnd ‘the people came and



daneed and all had sueh a jolly time that they decided to
make the danee at Blakely’s o fixed featmre in the sweet
amenities of their soeial life. The Christroas dance at Blake-
I¥’s enme to be the social event of the season, und brought to-
gether all the young folks for miles aronnd, Here our moth-
ers und futhers doneed and their ehildren grew up and took
their places, and so for more than a quarter of a century these
merry danees were kept up.

It was at these dunees that Unele Pleas was in his glory,
The boys would bring a little brown jug and after Unele Pleas
had been introdueed to it a few times, he would Dbegin o
warm up.  He didn’t care then whether Nuney made o dollar
or a dime, he was going in for o good time and he wanted
everyhody to help.

Two large rooms would be cleaved of furniture and the
voung fellows would choose their partners for the danee, a
“sel’” forming in each room. While they were thus engagead,
Unecle Pleas was tuning his fiddle. When al! was ready he
wonld take his station by the middle door where he acted as
prompter and orchestra for both rooms. As the night wore
ou, Uncle Pleas would step ont oceasionally to see how his
friend was gettiog along and each tirne he returned his eves
would sparkle a little brighter, he wonld spit a little oftener
and his tangh wonld have a merrier ring.  And how he econld
Lwugh. It was the very abundonment of mirth and joy; and
as you looked and listened you eaught the merry contagion
and langhed with'him from pure sympathy. Then he would
tune his fiddle a little higher and in answer to some youth
for “somethin’ quick and devilish,”’ he would plunge into a
¢‘Horupipe'’ or ‘“The D+wvil's Dream.”" and the wild, wierd
strains of that old violin would quicken the sluggish blood
and send it bounding through the veins and cause every nerve
to tingle with the joy of exhilaration. Fast and furious the
dance went on, each dancer {rying to outdo the others in fan-
tastic steps, and wlen at last he sant then sweating and pant-
ing to their seas, eaeh felf that he had gotéen his money's



worth. But while Uncle Pleas was giving the young folks a
good time in the big bouse, Aunt Nancy was out in the kitch-
en taking eare of the financial end of the function. She, too,
gave the young people their money’s worth in good substan-
tial food, and she saw to it that she got the momey. Some-
one asked her one night if she wasn't nearly worn out, and
her reply was characteristic: ‘‘Well,” said she, *‘I am purty
tolerable tired, but I believe I conld run a mile yit ef there
was a dollar at the end of it.”’

And so these two lived their life, did their work as well
as they could, and were kind. They gave the world more
smiles than frowns, lifted some clouds and scattered some
sunshine and then they died, he April 10th, 1894, and she
Nov. 23rd, 1901, leaving William, Charles and Michael,
their only surviving children, still living in the same old
neighborhood.
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A large percentage of the fivst settlers in this counnty
came fr e Virginia and Kentueky. A certain hurmony of
ideals, a similarity of manners and customs, together with =
code of honor to which both hearrily subseribed, created a
bond of nnion between them. ‘They set up new altars in the
wilderness bnt retained the worship of the old gods. They
poured out upon their altars the ineense of hospitality and
true friendship, and the fragrant perfumes reminded them of
their old homes. Each stnte made econivibution of the best of
her sons and daughters, for there was need oif a brave and
virile roce to multiply and replenish the wilderness and sub-
due it.

Among the arrivals from the Old Dominion in 1844 was

DAVID McCUE

and his family, eonsisting at that time of his wife and twelve
chiidren. The advent of this family added mneh to the mu.
merical strength of the new community.

David MeCue was born near Williamsburg, Greenbrier
county, Va., February 18th, 1802, Was mairied to Marths
MeNeel, August 23rd, 1827. She was a native of Pocahontas
county, Va., and was born Oet. 30th, 1810. The fruits of
this union were eighteen children, twelve boys and six girls,
fifteen of whom lived to reach their majority.

Following are the names and brief records of this ve-
markable family of ehildren, perhaps the largest ever reared



in Daviess county

Panl M., horn Nov. 16th, 1828; wounded during the
seige of Vieksburg Juring the Civil wnr, from the effees of
which he died Dee. 22nd, 1863,

Isane M., born April 6th, 1830; living wow u Janies-
port, Mo.

Franklin, born April 30ch, 1831 died Feh. 24th, 1864.

Margaret |., born May 27th, 1832 ; died when four yvears
Hld.

Rachel A bory June 29th, 1833 ; marriad Alphonse L.
Murtin and is stiil living ~omewhere in Kans=as,

David, born Jan. 29th, 1835; died Jun. 28th, 1861,

James W., born June 10th, 1836G; lives in Loek Springs,
Mo.

John, born Angnst 27th, 1837; lives in Shelby  eonnty,
Mo.

William ., horn November 17th, 1838, died Angust dth,
LB62.

Charles, born Mareh 2nd, 1840; died several years ago

Hannab 1., born July 15th, 1841; lives in Juckson eoun-
iy, Mo.

George W., born October 8th, 1842; lives néar Gilman
City, Mo.

Richard M., horn Febrnary 19th, 1844 ; lives iu Gallatin,
Mo

Abram J., born March 22nd, 1846; died in ifnancy,

Virginia M., born March 22nd, 1846; died in infancy.

Matthew W., born Dee. 8th, 1847; lives in Shelby eonne
ty, Mo.

Mary E.. born May 9th. 1849,

Martha A., born August 11th, 1851

The two last mentioned hava heen dead for scveral yenrs.

Mr MeCue's first wife died May 13th, 1854, and after ve-
maining a widower for 5 years, he married the widow of An-
drew Leeper of Livingston conuty in 18539, and had five ehil-
dren by his last wife, four girls and a boy. The girls, Nettie,



Kila, Willie and Cassie nve stilt living, it the hoy, Androw,
died gevern] vears ngo.

In 1886 he vemoved with bis last family to the  Clieka-
siw Nation, bt his health fadtine, he was  bronght baek to
this conuty and eared for by his childeen unril iz deadh,
whiel oecurrad ot the howe of his =on, Richard M., Sept.
12th, 1892, and his body was laid to rvest in the Jordin grave-
yard by the side of his first wite and most of his ¢hildren.

It would mean mueh now fora woman to be the mother
ot such o Wrond of Insty yonngsters, but it meant more in the
early davs.

The pionesr mother was o helpimest in the trmest sense of
the word.  In her was combined the essence of all the tatelay
gods.  She belonged to na lodge, was uot & member of any
snciety, never atteuded fashionable functions, never gave »
enrd party and never warried beranse she could not vote.
But lncking all these, she vel was uot idle.  The mother of
eighteen children conld usnally find =oinethive to do. In or-
der that her ehildven might be clothed it was neeessary to
eard wool by hand, spin it on a “big wheel,” 1eel it on a
count reel, the varn dyed and neole ready for the loom and
wlien woven into cloth, the garmenfs must be ent awd nmade
at home.  Janes, blne mixed, gray mixed wund black for the
boys, while for the girls there was linsey and flannels, woven
in various designs and in brilliarnt colors.  The mother was
tailor and dressmaker, The bovs, cven the little fellows,
wore long pantaloons, a roundabout for the smaller ones and
a “‘wamnss,” with oecasionally a frock coat for Sunday was
the unvarying style of dress. The girls never worried them
selves into a it of nervons prostration while frying to find
some particular shade of dress goods, snd no dressmaker ever
thwarted nature by defacing the God-given symmetry of their
hodies.

Then there was the knitting and darning and patehing,
the ecooking and washing and ironing, little faces to wash,
little heads to comb and little shees to tis, There is one with



a ent finger to be bandaged, another with a grass ent under
his toe and still another with a stonebruise on his heel, all
erying for mother at once. Then on Sunday morning when
they made their weekly change of undergarments to have ten
or a dozen husky boys all shouting at onee “where’s my
ghirt,”” (that being the only urticle of underwaits known to
the pioneer boy) was envagh to yun an ordinary woman dis-
tracted. And then each night the weary mother would tnek
them away in “‘the trundle beds that each helt three’ with a
silent prayer to God to keep her little ones safely through the
night.

" But while the mother of such a family had her worries
she was not alone. . The father also had a few things to look
after. Héwas commander-in-chief of this little army as well
as its ex-officio commissary general. David McCue was pe-
culiarly fitted by nature to take charge of such n family. He
had the lungs of Stentor,

“‘The front of Jove

An eye like Mars to threaten and command,”’
and he enforeed a not unkind, but rigid discipline, although
there might be occasionally one who had to “‘learn obedience
by the things that he suffered ’’ He was a good provider, a
loving husband and a kind father, and in return his children
loved and honored him above all men. It is indeed a great
thing for n man to so live that he will deserve and receive the
respect of his children.

While a family of this numerieal distinetion would be
the despair of the woman, who, like the proverbial hen with
one chicken, is worrying her life out over one little, spindle
shanked, penwiper boy, it would uwpon the other hand pro-
voke the nnbonnded *‘delight’’ of President Roosevelt, the
strenuous champion of large families



THEODORE PENISTON

Was born in Jessamine county, Kentucky, May 6th,
1812. He was a son of Robert P. Peniston, who was ons of
the first settlers of Daviess county and the founder of the old
town of Millport. Theodore was educated in Kentucky and
came to this county with his father in 1831. The elder Pen-
iston was a man of uutiring energy, intelligent and progres-
sive. There were no mills in the county then and the pioneer
pounded his corn in a rude mortar made by hollowing out
the end of a log, and in this way obtained meal for his daily
bread. Robert Peniston at onee set abont the erection of a
horse mill und seon had one in operation. This mill, rude as
it was, proved a boon to the early settlers of the county. I
have heard many of them tell of the times when they would
go to Peniston’s horse mill for grinding, and of the long te-
dious waiting forv their “'turn.”” But they went prepared to
stay a week if necessary, for many of the customers came
long distances and could not afford to return without their
grist. Time was of little value to the pioneer and 1 faney
that they rather enjoyed canping at this old mill and swap-
ping news with the other customers. This enterprise on the
part of Peniston had the effect of attracting others, and soon
Daviess connty had laid the fonmlations of her first town—
Millport. Josiah Morin and his brother opened a general
store, John A. Williams put in a stoek of groceries, and Mil-



ford Donaho erected a blacksmith shop. Millport beecame
the business center of a large scope of country, settlers often
coming a distance of forty miles to get their grinding doue
and do their trading. As the Millport merchants had no
competition nearer than the Missouri river towns their busi-
ness flourished. There was but little money in the country at
that time. It was the ‘‘trade and barter’’ period of our eco-
nomic development. Hides and peltries, dried venison, tallow,
beeswax, and honey passed readily as the current money of
the realm. In return for these the settler received sugar,
coffee nnd tobacco, calico, domestie, bar lead and powder, as
well as other necessities of life. .As the country became more
thickly settled other stores were added. Lomax & Jacobs
came from Richmond, Mo., and established a general store.
This firm afterwards moved _to Trenton and opened the first
store in that town. Lomax went to Culifornia in 1849, while
Jacobs remained in Trenton and was County Clerk of Grundy
county from 1841 to 1848. Worthington & Co. was another
of the pioneer firms of Millport. They also kept a general
store. ¢‘‘General siore’” was a comprehensive term in the pi-
oneer days. Here everything thatthe pioneer trnde demanded
was indiscrimately mingled. Dry goods,boots and shoes, gro-
ceries, hardware, and a very good axticle of whiskey at eigh-
teen cents a gallon, could all be found in one of these log
eabin stores. Bunt if Millport’s eaveer was brilliant it was al-
so brief. Iu 1837 Gallatin was founded and much of Mill-
port’s business was transferred to the new town, and in 1838
the Mormons burned the buildings that remained and all that
wag left of Millport was the memory of its name and the place
where once it stood. The site of this pioneer town was about
three miles due east of Gallatin on the farm now owned by
Rev. William Merritt.

Theodore Peniston served under General Doniphan dnr-
ing the Mexican war, studied Jaw, was admi'ted to the bar,
and practieed that profession for several years. But practie-



ing law wus rather slow work and not very remunerative at
that time and Peniston soon tired of inactivity, bought some
land and engaged in furmivg.

February 17th, 1848, Theodore Peniston was married to
Miss Susan Williams, daughter of George Williams. The
issue of this union was six children whose names follow:
Francis Matilda, George W., Anthony, William P,, Mary
Ann, and Robert. Of these George died many years ago.
Francis married Dr. A, F. McFarland, and being widowed
by her husband’s death, now lives with her daughter, Mrs.
A. A. Schute, in this city, Mary married Henry Hamilton
and she and her husband, Anthony and Robert all live near
each other, and own fine farms and are well fixed. That this
younger generation are whole souled, generous hearted peo-
ple goes without saying, for the descendants of a Peniston
and a Williams could not well be otherwise.

Theodore Peniston was a man of strong individuality,
guick to take offense where he thought an offense was in-
tended, but he did not bear malice and was always ready to
forgive and forget the moment his enemy would make the
amende honorable.

I remember of unthoughtedly offending himm onee when
I was young. Mr. Peniston was a justice of the peace and
member of the township board. A bridge was ordered built
across Little Muddy and the board let the contract to Nathan
Broughton. Broughton was a sort of a jack-of-all-trades,
and had rather hazy ideas as te how a bridge ought to be
constructed, hut he went ahead with the job and in due time
the bridge was completed. Bronghton had worked along ori-
ginal lines and the bridge like the sweet singer of Israel was
“feartulty ar d wonderfully made.”

At this time the yourg people of that neighborhood or-
ganized a literory society which held weekly meetings at old
Harmony church. Among the items upon our weekly pu=-
gram was the reading of our society psper, *‘The Jacksou



Astonisher.”” It so happened that I was occupying the edi-
torial tripod of the Astonisher about the time the bridge was
eompleted and nnder the eaption of*‘The Eight Wonder of the
‘World”’ 1 wrote a very sassy editorial in which I lampooned
the township board and everbody even remotely connected with
the contract and tried to say funny and unfeeling things
about the bridge itself. The editorial pleased the members
of the club and John Rhea offered a resolution directing that
a copy be sent to the North Missourian, which promptly car-
ried. J. T. Day was running the Missourian then and being
a kind hearted man he humored the joke and published the
article. The other members of the board probably never
knew that the article was written or if they did just econ-
sidered the source and let it pass. But Unecle Theodore was
different, and when I met him not long afterwards he read
me & lecture on juvenile impertinence that I never forgot.

Sometimes he would drink to excess. His penchant for
strong drink wag the vulnerable spot in his armor. Aside
from this there was no better man.

In all his intercourse with men he was ever courageous,
generous, and kind. In the presence of true womanhood he
stood with uneovered head and did full honor to all that was
trne and noble in womankind. He revereneced econscience as
his king, honesty was stamped in every lineament of his
rugged face and his heart beat true to- the promptings of
justice that was ever tempered with tenderest mevey. He
had in large degree those distinetive traits that ever mark
the gentleman, whether chaunce or fate has ¢lothed him in
tinsel or homespun, or housed him in a eastle or a eabin.
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ADDISON PRICE

One of the best known of the early settlers of the eastern
part, of the county was Addison Price, A Virginian by
birth, having been born in Greenbrier county in 1812, He
was by nature and edncation a genial, whole souled, kindly
hearted gentleman. In 1835 he wus married to Margaret
Brown, who was born in 1813 and was also a native of Green-
brier eonnty. About a year after their marriage these young
people eame West to grow up with the country, and" in 1836
came to Missouri, stopping for a while in Jackson county. In
1837 they settled in Daviess county and eontinued to live here
until 1865, when he moved to Johnson county, where he died
about the year 1884.

Like a majority of the early settlers Addison Price and
wife were blest with a large family of children. Just an
even dozen—five boys and seven girls, Of these Charles W.
Price wns the eldest, having been born in 1836, He has
prospered in life, and surrounded by peace and pleanty is
spending the evening of life on a fine farm a few miles east
of Jamesport, Mo. Samuel, the second son, was born in
1838. He now resides at Cole Grove, California. Virginia
Tye born in 1840, lives at Dwrant, I. T. Hannah Corrall,
born 1842, died about the year 1892, Martha Pemberton,
horn 1844, lives at Pittsville, Mo. George Price, borg 1847,
lives near Butler, Mo. Sallie Dalton, born 1849, Kansas



Cily, Mo. Allen Priee, born 1851, Broken Arrow, I. T.
John Price, born 1853, died about 1886 Lonisa Price born
1856, died about the year 1876, Ella F. Price, born 1858,
Cole Grove, California. Bell Graham, Lorn 1860, Warrens-
burg, Mo.

My earliest recollection is connected with Addison Price.
He lived near and was frequently at our honse. When [ was
not more than three years old I can remember of his ecalling
me to him and ordering me to ““lay my bald head” on his
knee while he thumped it; and when I had obediently ecom-
plied and had been properly ‘‘thumped’’ I would retire to =«
safe distance and curiously regard this funny old man. His
gray beard that reached below his waist guve to him a vener-
able and patriarchal appearance. But if the snows of many win-
ters lay white upon bis ¢‘frosty pow,”’ eternal spring was in his
heart. He was an inveterate joker and apparently must have
laid awalke of nights planning practieal jokes upen his neigh-
hors ; but it was all done with sueh freedomn from malice that
it was seldom if ever that anyone was seriously offended.

The first charivari at which 1 was ever present was at his
house, the oceasion being the “‘infair’’ upon the wedding of
his son, C. W. Price. This was I think in 1862. It was per-
haps teu o’clock at night, and in the hospitable home all was
moving merrily along with the simple joys and good cheer
incident to occasions of this kind when all at once upnn the
ontside

“There arose so wild a yell,

As if all the flends from Heaven that felk

Had awakened in that narrow dell,

The piercing hattle ety of hell.”’
Pandemonium #nd several of its relatives had broken loose,
The roar of heavily loaded guns made the windows rattle,
cow bells clanged their discordant notes, long drawn out
blasts from hunting horns that had once been the erowning
glory of some Texns steer, blown by brawny fellows with



lusty lungs all mingling with yells that would have put a
Comanche Indian upon his mettle contributed to the horrible
din. Boy like 1 made a dash for the door, but wns no sconer
outside than I was run over and knocked down and for a fow
moments [ accumnulated experience very rapidly. During the
progress of the eharivari some of the young men on ‘the in-
side dashed out and seized one of the visitors, and after g
terrifie struggle sneceeded in bringing him into the houss.
As I remember now the young man captured was Will MeNeill.
He had 2 lot of cow bells on u belt that was buekled about
hLis waist and otherwise provided with the means of miking
his shave of the noise. All was intended and accepted in the
spirit of good fellowship and was but a common incident of
the times.

Mrs Price’s given name was Margaret as already stated,
but her friends and relatives called her Peggy. Narmes, like
the people, have changed. Mury was Polly, Elizabeth was Liz,
Naney was Nan, in the early days for Maggie and Mollie and
Lizzie and Nannie had not yet arrived; nor had Idah, and
("ara and Ethyl even sent word that they were eonng,

Mrs. Price was as I recollect her rather large bnt well
Proportioned, blue eyed, brown haired and g eomplection
whieh even in her old age was as fresh and ruddy as a young
girl. It needed no cosmétie to add to its heantiful blending
of pink and white, And what magnifieent voices had those
old pioneer mothers. When a number of them joined in sing-
ing the old hymns they made music that stirred the deepest.
emotions of the soul. For they entered into the sprrit of the
song and its words gave expression to their hoves and fears,
their love and their longings. Sometimes the song was in
itself & prayerjagain it was a call to battle, and anon it pealed
forth like a pean of vietory. Trauly they sang with the spirit
and the understanding, worshipped in song, ‘“‘singing and
making melody in their hearts to the Tord.”

And’what splendid nurses they were—veritable angels of



mercy in the sick room. Doctors were scarce and - it fell to
the mother to look after the infantile ills of her brood,
and not only her own children but those of her neighbors as
well. There was something of universal motherhood in the
hearts of these women, and they shared the knowledge gained
by experience freely with each other. After all I sometimes
think that our mothers with their ‘‘roots and yarbs,” their
teas und bitters, treated our ailments quite as sueccessfully as
the modern M, D. with all his pellets and granules, his tine-
tures and triturates. But it was little wonder that the pioneer
mother objected to allowing the old time physician to treat
her little ones, for the doctor of that day believed in heoric
measures. He would physie his patients with a copious dose
of calomel, then bleed him and put a fly blister on what was
left of him, and then if he lived he lived aud if he
died, that was the end of him. In surgery they knew noth-
ing of anesthetics, antisceptics or sterilized bandages. But
fortunately there was little demand for their services along
this line. They never dreamed that their brethern of another
generation would open up their patients, take ont their run-
ning gears, regulate them, oil them, and start them to run-
ning again with as little ceremony as a jeweler would regulate
a Waterbury wateh. Of eourse once iu a while the works re-
fuse to go when they are put back, in open defiance of all the
rules of the game, but the doctor is safe, as his sheepskin
protects him from prosecution for murder.

In 1844 the county court by its order designated ‘‘the
house of Addison Price’’ as the polling place for Jackson
township at the general state election to be held for two days,
the first Monday and Tuesday in August, and named Robert
Miller, Jacob Oxford and Jonathan Jordin as.judges of elee-
tion.



THE JORDINS.

The older members of the Jordin family evidently eared
litile for genealogies or family trees, as I have been unabie to
find any written record kept by any braneh of the family, and
am therefore unable to give naumes and dates as I would like
to. Perhaps after all it is just as well to eliminate the tamily
tree and let the individual hranel be judged by the fruit it
hears. The Jordins never owned a eoat of arms; if they had
they doubtless would have adopted the motto, ‘‘Let every tub
stand on its own hottom 7

Jonathan and Isaac Jordin settled in this eonnty in 1839.
In 1843 Alram and Franklin Jordin came and also settled
here. These four were brothers and natives of Poealontas
conuty, Virginia. Their father, John Jovdin, was nattve of
County Down, Ireland, and emigrated to this country in 1783,
John Jordin attended sehool in Dublin, and having lost an
arm and being thereby ineapueitated for manual labor, taught
school for awhile after his arrival here, and when he had ac-
enmulated a few dollars he bought a atock of goods and eon-
verting them into a neat pack shonldered his wealth and
trndged away to meet whatever fate or fortune might hold in
store tor him. He had possibly ¢‘kissed the blarney stone’
hefore leaving the Emerald Isle, as he was not only success-
ful in business but also in love, for Miram MeNeil, 4 win-
some oirl decended from an old Pocahontas eounty family,



vielded to the sweet persnasion of the Irish lad and hecame
his wife. Then he settled down and becamne a farmer, and
as the years went by nine children came to bless their union
—five boys, John, Jonathan, Isaae, Abram and Franklin;

four girls, Jennie, Nancy, Martha, and Mary. dJohn, the eld-

est, married and settled near his old home. The other broth-
ers came-to Missouri as stated. Of the girls, Mary died
while young, the other girls married and scttled in Virginia.
OFf those in Virginia I know but little beyond their names.

Jonathan, Isaac, and Franklin sottied near each other,
Yonathan on seetion 22, Isaae on seetion 10, and Tranklia on
section 16.

Franklin Jordin was the youngest of the brothers and
was born in Pocghontas eounty, Va., in 1818. He married
in early life, while yet living in Virginia, his first wife being
an Hdmiston. She lived bur a short time after their mar-
riage. in 1850 he was united in marriage with Naney Jen-
nings Ballinger. To them were burn three children, the
writer Sept, 8, 1851, and twin girls, Angeline and Martha,
May 26, 1854, Of these Martha died in infaney, Angeline
marvied John W. Pinkerton, and lives at Polo, Missouri,

Befors my father’s death he had bonght 240 aeves of
1and and had ervected s comfortable log house and other
buildings thereon  The house was about twenty feet square.
‘The flooring was sawed from walnut logs with a whip saw
and the roof was of white oak shingles, riven and shaved by
hand, Willism Conklin doing that part of the work. There
were oue window and two doors to the hou-e. On one of the
doors there was a thumb lateh, while the other was fastened
with a string lateh. For the benefit of the vounger genera-
tion let me oxplain that a string lateh was made of wood and
fastened upon the insida. To it was attached u buckskin
string and this string was passed through a small hole bored
in the door about six inches above the latch. Anyone wish-
ing to enter had only to pull this string in order to lift the



latch and the door wonld open. At night the string eould be
pulled in and the door was secured against outside intrusion.
Thiserude device,like the cabins it protected, has passed away,
bat in passing it bas enriched our langnage with the sug-
gestive symbol of old fashioned hospitality, “Our latch string
always hangs ount.”’

The rafters were made of poles of the required length
hewed to a straight edge on one side. The joists were hewed
out of eottonwood or some other kind of soft wood. There
was a big fireplace at the north side, and the northwest cor-
ner was set apart as kitchen and dining room. The south
part was oceupied by two high beds and trundle ‘beds. The
northeast corner was the sitting room. Remember that these
divisions were along imaginary lines, as there were no parti-
tions in the house—just one big square room. Later on an-
other eabin was built about ten feet from tha big house and
connected with it by  broad puncheon, und this was also
provided with a fireplace, and heeame the kitehen and dining
room. These baildings stood on the northeast quarter of the
southwest quarter of section 16, township 59, range 26. Here
iy father and mother lived, here their children were born,
and here my father died in 1855 and my mother in 1874,

When father lett Virginia tocome West his father guve
him a negro man named Flet. They had grown up together
on the old plantation and there was perhaps little in their re-
lations with each other to remind either that the ome was
master, the other slave. Side by side they toiled in the wil-
derness, together shared their frugal fare, warmed by the
same fira, aud were sheltered by the same cabin home. Little
or no restraint was placed upon Flet’s movements. He went
and eame at will, and when he one day disappeared his ahb-
gence oceasioned but little concern. But as the days wore
ou IMet's continued absence prompted father to make some
inquiry among his neighbors, and as a result of this investi-
gation he became eonvinced that Flet had ‘cun away.’’



[Pather made no effort to fiud the negro, and at the end of
some six weeks [Mlet returnzd. John D. Gillilan, who had
stayed the preceding night with father, once told me the story
"of Fiet’s return. According to Gillilan’s version of the affair
it was early in the morning and father was preparing break-
fast for the two by the fireplace when the door opened and up-
on looking avound they saw Flet. e presented rather a folorn
looking appenrance, as if freedom had not agreed with him
any too wetl. Father made no sign of recognition, and the
negro came iu avd as the weather was eold, sidled into his ue-
customed eorner by the five, casting furtive glances ut father
as if to read his fate. DBut the master’s face gave no sigu of
anger or joy, although these passions were doubtless con-
tendirg in his beari—anger that the boy had run away, jov
that be had returned. Breakfast ready Gillilan and father
sat down to their meal, and as they did so futher remarked to
Flet that if he was hungry he had better fry some more bat-
ter eakes. While Mr Gillilan remained no questions were
asked and no explanation offered concerning Tlet’s absenece.
The incident was closed, their former relations resumed. and
cortinued until father’s death.

Like most of the early pioneers father found pleasure
and recreation in the chase. . K. Dinsmore used to say
that he was “‘one of the bests shots and the most reckless
yvider that he ever koew.”

In the early days pietures were scarce and we had nons
of father, bat as a child I questioned many who knew him as
to his appearance, tor the fact that T could not remember him
distressed me no little. From information thus gained 1 take
it that he was in person tall, slender, quick and active in his
movements. In disposition, quiet and reserved; would fallk
freely with intim e friends, but in aer ywd his abbibinds was
silent and observant. Honest and npright in his doalings,
generous hearted and trae to his friends. He lived n simpio
life and faithfally performed the duties that lay next to him.



And so for half the time allotted man he walked the earth,
toiled, loved, joyed, sorrowed, aad suffered, then ‘‘passed to
silenee and pathetie dust,” leaving hor who had beeu his
helpmeet to bear alone the burden which it would have been
his joy to share.

Then for ninetesn years the mother went on, herlife ean-
tered in her children, living only for them. For them she
thouglit, planned, and toiled. With elear vision she saw her
children’s defects, and with firmness and kindly patience she
pointed out to them the better way. Looking backward to
my boyhood days I can realize now how often I must. have
tried her patience, for I was ever a willful, impatient, head-
strong child that loved nathing quite so wall as to have my
own way. We never realize until we have children of our
own the unselfish devotion of parental love, The love that
never bargains, that asks nothing, but freely gives all. The
love that effaces self, dwells in the land of negation and self
denial; that will toil, suffer anil eadure all things and if need
be yield up life itself as n willing sacriies upan the altar of
its affection.

Of the three brothors of my father I knew Isaae Jordin
best. He was born in 1806 and settled in this ecouunty in 1839.
[To was united by marriage with Miss Mary Callison, also a
native of Virginia. They had three children, Franklin, who
mavried Susan Rhea; Rebecea, who becama the wife ot Ro-
bert Russell, uow living at Odessa, Mo., and Elizabeth, who
beeame the wife of Samuel Beard, now widowed and living in
Lafayette, connty, Mo.

Isaae Jordin took an active intevest in all matters per-
tnining to the publie welfare and held somn minov positions
of publie-trust in the early days. Asa justiee of the peaca,he
performed the first marriage eeremony in Jamesport township,
the oceasion heing the marriage of Richard Hill and Miss
Ann Gillilan in 1854, In 1854 he was elocted county asses-
sor, whiel position he lLeld for several years.



He was a staunch member of the Methodist ehurch and
his house was the home of any preacher who passod that way.
Kind and hospitable, he enjoyed the compinionship of his
friends, and nothing gave him more pleasure than to have the
house full of ‘‘company.’” While striet and prompt in the
performance of his religious obligations, he would sometimes
on meeting with a friend in town indulge in a soeial glags. 1
do not think that he ever indulged to excess, but nnder the
mellowing influence-of a glags: or 'two his generous heart
would expand until there was room for all his friends, aud-at
such times he had no enemies, or if he had they were forgot-
ten. Following close upon the heels of these periods of spir-
itual exaltation, during which he loved his neighbors even
better than himself, there would be a time of rigid self-ex-
amination, humiliation, and self abasement, duaring whieh his
title to ““mancions in the skies”’ wuas clouded by agonizing
doubts and fears.

As a rule he was soeiable and rather talkative,but if some-
thing occurred that troubled him he would lapse into & moody
silence that would sometimes continue for days Oncs dur
ing the war his son and son-in-law were required to serve in
tlie homa guards, and as they had quite a lot of-stock on hand I
was helping nocle to look after it during theirabsene:. While
thus employed unele suddenly quit talking and for nearly a
week scarvcely spoke except to give the most meayger directivns
coneerning the work in hand. ‘He did not appesr to be out
of humor, but there was u troubled lock upon his face that
forbade inquiry as to its cause. One night in the kitehen I
asked Cousin Lizzie why nnele did not talk, and she said, “Oh,
father has lost histongue,but don’t worry about it. He will
find it in a few day and then he willbe all mght.”” And he
Jid. The storm in his soul had passed, andthe social atmo-
sphere was clear once more.

In November, 1863, George and Frank MeCue and acom-
«de named Markham left the Confederate army and andertook



to-make their way North in order that Frank, who was suffer-
ing from serious wounds, might be properly eared for. As
the boys reached the old neighborhoed a cold drizzling: rain
get in, turning into sleet. They went into.camp at n place
near Uncle Isanc’s, known. as the ‘‘rock hounse.’” They had
made the trip thus far on horseback, but Frank was npw
thoroughly exbausted by the suffering and exposure incident
to their long and. tiresome journey. He had reached the
limit of his fezble strength and it looked like he had endured
the tortures of his long journey only to lie down and die like
an outeast almost in sight of his old home. The weather
continued to be inclement and George decided to go to Uncle
Isaac and make their condition known. He did so and uncle
at once directed them to bring Fragnk to the house, whiech
they did at once. (eorge and Markham continued their
journey, but Frank remained some days resting and recuper-
ating his strength, then one night Tom Bradshaw came with
a covered wagou and took Frank on to lowa, where he was
cared for at the home of a friend until some tinie during the
following year, when he died

Unecle was not ignorant of what the probahle consaquences
of this act would be. He knew that in giving food and shel-
tor to Frank MeCue that he was violating military law,
which forbade the giving of* aid and eomf.rt’’ to those in re-
bellion. He knew that to reach ou the hand of merey and try
to save this battered piece of flotsam cast up by the waves from
the erimson sea of war, was an offense so grave that he who
committed it endangered his libarty, perhaps his life. But
knowing all this be it said to his eredit he never hesitated for
a moment. ‘‘Let the consequences be what they may,”” said
he, ‘it shall never be said that I turned one of my neighbor’s
children from my doors when he was hungry, sick and with-
ont shelter.” There was a committes in each township com-
posed of three members whose duty it was to promptly report
offenses of this kind. 'The names of the men composing these



committees are before me as I write, but I have no desire to
open old wounds. The matter was however promptly re-
portéd to Lieut. Col. 8. P. Cox at Gallatin. But Col. Cox
possessed that geuerous natuve that always characterizes the
iruly brave man, and a friendly warning was given and
unele bade farewell to his home and left, never to retura.

Of Jonathan and Abram Jordin I know but little beyond
what has already been told. Jonathan was bora in 1802 and
Abram ino 1812,

Jonnathan was twice married,his first wife being a Callison.
By her he had two children, Anthony and John. His last
wife was an Edmiston, and by her he hsd six children,
William, James, Isane, Elizabeth, Rebeeca, and Miram. Of
these but two are now living, William at Carpenteria, Cali-
fornin, and Isanc in Livingston eonoty, Mo,
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A noted nacuralist has peinted out the striking resem-
blance which some nen hear to eertain hirds and animals.
Not alone isthis true as to phyvsical characteristies, it the eom-
parison holds good as to wental traits. “Eagles we see fly
alone,” says Prudenhomme, “anl they are but sheep who
herd together.”” The weak and cowardly carnivorae hunt in
packs, while the lion roamns the jungle in lonelv majesty and
stalks his game alone. Among the pioneers as a class we
might find types corresponding to the eagle, the lion, or the
bull dog, but the timid types seldom ventured far iuto the
wilderness. The requirements of pioneer life cailed for men
who could stand alone, with the eonrage to toil and the pa-
tienee to wait. Sueh a man was

JOSEPH W. ROSE, M. D.

Dr. Rose was a Penusylvanian by birth, having been Lorn
in Willianmsport, Mareh 10th, 1812, He moved with his
father to Nentneky in 1824, where he grew to manhood. In
1836 lLie emiygrated to this state, stopping for a while in Marion
county, where he attended what was then known as Marion
College for awhile. About this time he decided to study
medieine. He was not financially able at that time to attend
1 medieal college, but in spite of this drawback, by diut of
hard study he managed to acquire a fair medieal education,
and in 1842 began the practice of medicine in Ralls eounty,
Missouri. In the mneantime he had married Mary Kennedy,
a daughter of Capt. John TKennedy of Paris, Ky., which



event ocenrred Aug. 1, 1835, After praeticing in Ralls coun-
ty tor a few years he resolved to push on a little farther west,
where there would be more room, and in the fall of 1845 he
settled in Daviess county. The country was thinly settled
and the young doctor found it difficult at times to meet the
demands of his growing family. The writer’s father had
come here from Virginia a short time hefore this, had pre-
empted a tract of land and built u comfortable log house,
where he and ““Flet,” his negro man, kept bachelor’s hall.
My father and the voung doctor met, liked each other, be-
cane friends and it ended in father inviting the doctor to lis
house to make it his hoine as long a5 it snited his convenience.
The doetor accepted the invitation and on Angust  Ist, 1846,
moved in, and I feel sure that father was ns pleased to lLave
them there as they were to find a shelter_ in the wilderness.
The friendship thus begun in the little log cubin on the west-
ern banks of Little Muddy waxed stronger as the years went
by, and father dying bequeathed to wife and ehildren the
priceless Jegaey of one trne friend. And what a friend he
was.  The night was never too dark, the way too far, nor he
too weary for him to come at the eall of our distress. His
inspiving talks heeame to me ‘4 fountain of ambition aud
bright hope.”” He took me from my squalid srronndings
and showed me the way to batter things.
“Then did I seek to vise

Out of the prisou of iy mean estate,

And, with such jewels us the exploring 1ind

Brings fromn the caves of knowledge, buy WY tatson

[From those twin jailers of the dartne heart—

Low birth and iron fortuune.”’

After practicing his profession for several vears e
moved with his family to Livingston county April 1st, 1857.
Here upon u finely improved farm he spent the vemninder of
his life.  In 1866 he lnid aside his practice for a time and af-
tended MeDowell College in St. Lonis and took his degree,
thus finally trivmphing over all difiiculties and achieving Lhe
one muhition of his life.



Dr. Ituse was a publie henelactor—a hero withont know-
ing it. His missiou in life was to velieve suffering and do
good. He was chief among us, for he was traly the servant
of all. Poverty eould elaim his serviees as readily as wealth,
Tiis patients were scattered for many miles in every direction
from his home and when there was much sickness lie went on
and on for weeks at n time, searcely taking time to eat or
sleep, riding long distances on horsebaelk, sometimes sleeping
in the saddle, and thinking more often of his horse than of
himselt and more eareful to see that it was properly fed than
in seearing something for himself. A nataral humorist, he
saw the hright side of life, and in his uns<lBshness made
light of his owu toils and privations. Iis very presence in
the sicl room acted like a tonie, and his cheertul smile and
reassuring woras inspired hope in the heart of many a de-
spondent sufferer. He was the most tireless rider that I ever
saw. I have ridden with him manyv times, and no matter how
long the distance or how weary he might be, I never saw him
change his erecl position in the saddle. He knew every cow
path withiu a vadius of twenty miles from his homs and wlen
the country was yet new and he larger pait unfenced, le
rarely traveled a publie highway. He took all the “‘near
«uts.”” Thismeanta saving ot time to him, and of suffering and
sometimes life to his patients. T remember having been sent
for him ence with instruetions not to veturn until 1 found
hini. I did net find him at home and his Tamily  econld give
me none but the most general directions as  to Huding  lim.
He was somewhere on the east fork of Graud river. For
three days I seavched the breaks of the river, on up inko
Poosey. ocensionally striking his teail only to lose it again
and so the disheartening search went on for two days. The
second night it rained and the next moruing I stopped at .
house to enguire and learned that he lad laft there about an
honr before, “und,”” my informant added “le is riding a shod
horse aud you had better just take his trail and follow it.”
And Idid,  For two hows T rode vapidly over hills and liol-
lows, along eow paths and lonely wood voads, at Lust eoting



out into a public road. I followed that a short distanee when
the ‘‘shod horse’’ turned into a lane. I had already exploved
that lane in my wanderings and knew it was a cul de sae, so I
examined the ground eavefully and was overjoyed to find that
while the “shod liorse’” had gone in, he had not come out.
And so I found him, and all that day I rode with him, visit-
ing his patients and late that night T got home with the doc-
tor, wenry but triumphant.

I have often heard the doctor relate an experience that he
Liad during the early years of his practice. Tt seems that
some sort of an epidemie prevailed among the people and the
disease, whatever it was, was new to him and he was wholly
unable to control it. The mortality among his patients was
something fearful. The doctor consulted the few hooks in
his library and racked his brain to try and determine the na-
ture of the disease and to find a remedy. Butall to no pur-
vose. His patients kept on dying and finally one day in o fit
of despair he resolved to go home and quit the practice.
With him to deeide was to act. He went home, threw his
saddle bags into a covner and annonneed to his wife that he
had quit the practice of medicine and theneeforth would he a
farmer. e bought a yole of cattle and went to plowing
People came for hin as usaal, but to all he resolutely re-
turned the nnvarying reply that he had quit the practice of
medieine. This state of things continued for several dass,
but inally one of his partienlar friends fell sick and sent fur
Lim. Yes, he would go to see his friend, not as a doector,
mind you, for he wasn’t a doctor any more, but he would go
as a neighbor and friend and de what he eonld. He went
and it so hiuppened his friend was pretty sick, and hefora hae
knew it the habit of years was asserting itself and he was a
doetor again—a ministering angel to the suffering.

Several vears before his death he retived from active
practice and in the retirement of his beautiful eountry place,
surronnded by a splendid library, he gave himself np t» ths
pleasures of scientifie researeh. Always a student, he lkept
in tonch not only with the most advanesd thinkevs of his own



profession, but found time to prosecute independent research
along other seientific lines ag well.

He died Sept. 26th, 1898, at the advanced age of 86
years. It needs no marble shaft to keep his memory green,
for in a thousand loving hearts his name is held in grateful
remembrance.
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WO0OD BURGE.

Born-in Patrick county, Virginia, moved to Daviess
county in 1857, died Sept. 3rd, 1893.

My request for data to be nsed in this sketch brought the
above meager outlines of the life of one of the most unigne
and original eharacters that I ever met. Kmerson says that
“‘the most unfortunate thing about a man’s birth is that he
is born at all.””  Aftev that it really matters but little as to
when and where.

Wood Burge was born and reared in the ““Blue Ridge”
country, and you could not look at the man without teeling
that there was in his nature something of the unyielding fivm-
ness ot his native hills, There was abount the man o certain
veserved foree that only comes to those who have graduated
from the hard school of self denial and who have mastered
the art of self control. Out of his own experience and shrewd
observation he had formulated the philosophy of life, ex-
pressed in guaint epigrams and pithy proverbs which Mackin-
tozh defined as being ‘‘One man's wit and all men’s wis-
dom.’”" His vocabulary was iuterlarded with many provin-
cialisms that onnded strange to Western ears. One day
when I was working for him he tnld me to “‘carry the horses
to water,”’ and when I replied rather impertinently that I
would prefer to let the horses carry me, he remarked dryly
that I was ‘“too sma’t for one boy, but ha’dly sma’t enough



or two.””  Another time when I was helping him do his
threshing a discussion arose as to what kind of farm work
was the hardest. Uncle Woody listened to the argument for
awhile and then summed it all up in a single terse sentence
by saying, ‘*All work is hard, if you work hard at it.”’

When he hired a man to work for him he saw to 1t that
the man earned his pay and the pay was always ready as soon
as it was earned. His harness was always in good repair and
tools in working order, and there was never any excuse for
delay or loss of time. He insisted on having his work d&one
right. There was to be no undue haste, nothing was to Le
slighted. ¢‘Just take a-steady gait-and keep a goin’ "’ was
his usual injunetion. Around his farm-there was plenty of
hard work, good managemeut and economy, and 'these *™bore
the fruits of -tLrift and prosperity.

That there was a vagrant thread of weakness miingled
with the tough fiber of his nature only proves that he was hu-
man. Total abstinence was not a virtue common among ‘the
pioneers. In common with a majority of the older genera-
tion-he drank occasionally to excess. 'But these lapses waere
far apart and amoug the men of his generation excited no sur-
prise and provoked no comment.

Mr. Burge was a widower when I first knew him and his
eldest danghter Naney managed his household. She never
married, but devoted her life to the task of ecaring for her
aged father and her younger brothers and sisters. Immolat-
ing self upon the altar of duty, she devoted the best energies
of her life to those she loved. If in her youth thereeame to
her rose colored dreams of a happy future, with home, hus-
band, children ; of little arms about her neck and little lips
lisping the sacred name of ‘‘mother,”” she, with noble reso-
lution, turned steadfastly away from the alluring vision, con-
tent to live her life ministering to the happiness of others.
Only » woman can do these. things, Men are too weak and
selfish to ever attempt them.



John and (George'martied, reared fumilieﬁ,anfprﬁspered.
TheyBoth own flue farms in the 0ld neighborhood and are
model eitizens in every sense of the word,

‘Three daughters, Mary, Martha, did Catherine, married
and moved away fi%in the old héighborhood. Three boys,
Oalvin, Richard, 'dnd Colhiibus, died ‘in early manhood.
Calvin‘enlisted in the Confederate seivice and 'died daring
tlite’ war. )

When but ' child’ Riehard siifferdd’a §pinalinjury Which
left him & cripple for-life. “As'a'boy I'Wwas sttongly “attract-
ed by this manly little man. ‘He had a bright mind and al-
though he suffered much, he"bode it all with unestiplaiting
patience, wis always cheerful and kind. While natire had
implanted ¥n‘His heart'atongiig to enghge in boyish sports, a
cruel fatetiad denfed to him the physical power to gratity it.
There was something deeply pathetic'ih the way he would
linget about the play grotind atschocl, intense longing to join
in our rough sports pictured 1n ‘his difger face. Sometimes
the boys would insist ufon Dick joining in & game of ball
arfd when he went to the bat the pitcher was sure to give him
“good balls.” There was a tacit understhading that Dick’s
play was not subjeet to the usual riles of the game. When
he would make a strike; some ind %ould be ready to tnake the
run for him, and o in person afid by proxy he wis enabled
to tuke some part in our sports. Dick was 4 general favorite
among the crowd of husky bo¥s who attended school at Cot-
tonwood. While as & rule they were usually ready to_ fight
each other upon slight prgvocation  there was sedrcely one
who would not have fought for Dick.

After acquiring & good common sehool edugation Richard
taught one term of school, hut the confinement did not agrea with
him and wishing to be independent aud make his own way in
the world he engaged in raising sweet potato and other plants
and built up quite a luerative trade in this line. He died
comparatively young.



Columbus was of a religious turn and nfter leaving pub
lic school entered MeGiee College whers he prepared himself
for the ministry. He had a bright mind, a wealth of ner-
vous energy, and had he lived would have made his mark in
the world, I was working for his father once soon after he
finished his collegiate work and he was working on his trial
sermon. I remember one rainy afternoon when in his
father’s barn Columbus insisted upoun trying that sermen uwp-
on me just to see how it would work. I wus rather weak on
theology, but somehow the sermon seemed to be altogether
too mild and when Lum finished and asked me how I liked
it I told him that I thonght that if he would ‘‘put a little
more hell into it, that it would fetch ’em’ Lum langhed
heartily over this eriticism and explained to me that hell wasn'E
near as hot as it was painted by the old time preachers. I
did not take kindly to the modified form of hell and we are
gued long and earnestly upon the question. I clung tena-
ciously to the idea of the old fashioned etereal-boufire-worm-
dieth-not-worid-without-etd sort of a hell, but Lum said that
the true meaning of the Greek and Hebrew words did uot
carry with them the idea of such a hell. Lum had carried the
discussion beyond my depth and as I could not swin in
theological seas, I was silenced but not convinced.

A sketch of the old mneighborhood where I was born
would be incomplete without some mention of

THE HAMBLINS.

1 have no data coneerning this family. I remember Vin-
cent Hamblin as a guiet, kind and inoffensiveold man, a good
neighbor, and a man who attended strictly to his own busi-
ness, and when he passed on, left no enemy behind: He had
two sons, Presley and Simeon. If there were any other chil-.
dren I did not know them. Press was inclined to tuke the
world easy and to let every day provide for itself. If the
day also provided for him he was happy, if not he was con-



tent to wait for another day. Ile had a lavge family of chil-
dren for whown he made av indifferent support. IHis ore accom-
plishment was his ability to play the fddle. During the
wiunter season his services were frequently in demand at
danees. Press was usually ready to go upon short notice,
and when asked as to his charges his invariuble rveply wus,
““A sheep a night, boys.”” The price of mutton might fnetu-
ate but the fiddler’s price was fixed and never varied. A
gheep was a sheep to Press; whether it cost one dollar or five
made no difference to him.

Simeon died during the present year near the old home-
stead where he was reared. His father was a mild man and not
given to hoasting, but he used to declare with parlovable
parvental pride that *‘iny son Simeon ean do two men’s work. "’
Simeou Hamblin was a natural meehanic.  Some forty years
ago he rigged np a turving lathe and made a splendid article
of split hottomed hickory chairs. During the war there was
a demand for cane mills und he met this demand by manu-
faeturing mills entirely of wood that answered the purpose
and really did very good work. When one of these mills
was in operation everbody for miles aronnd knew it, for it
would sereech and groan and make the welkin ring with its
diabolieal discord.

Vincent Hamblin lived to be very old. During the last
few years of his life his mind hecame so impaired that it was
necessary for some oue to constantly wateh over his move-
ments. One day he eluded the vigilanece of the family and
wandeved away. As soon as his absence was noticed a vig-
orous search was instituted for hiw by the family, and fail-
ing to find him the neighbors were notified and for days the
mnavailing and dishearting searelh went on. Finally when
the search was practieally abandoned his body was diseov-
ered near Jamesport, some three miles from his home. To
the finite mind it all seemed so pitiful that thisold man should
thus die, far from home, kindred, friends, with no ninister-



ing hand to soothe the agonies of his-final hour. But nature’s:
laws know-no change, and its fell decrees fall impartially.-up-
on all} and unknowing infancy and imbecile age; as well: as
the knowing and the strong must obey.



GABRIEL LOUIS BALLINGER

For the main facts in the following sketch of Gabriel L.
Ballinger, the writer is indebted to his eldest son, Capt. John
Ballinger, who was himself for nearly half a century a citizen
of Daviess county and for many years a prominent factor in
its affairs.

Gabriel L. Ballinger was born in Knox county, Ky., July
18th, 1800. He was the second son of Col, John Ballinger
and his mother was a sister of General William Jennings,
who lived near Lancaster, Ky. Col. John Ballinger died at
Baton Rouge, La., about the close of the war 1812. He was
in command of the American forces at that place and after
peace was declared the news traveled so slowly that it did not
reach him for some mouths after the war closed. In the
meantime a British vessel undertook to enter the harbor, and
disregarding the warnings given, was fired upon by order of
Col. Ballinger. For this he was ordered to Washington City
to stand trial. He, however, was never tried and died a short
time afterwards. Col, Ballinger was a widower at the time
of his death and he left surviving him three little boys,
Frank, Gabriel L. and Jeniings. An old negro hody servant
took the little fellows under his protection and by some means
conveyed them to their grandmother, who lived in Garrard
connty, Ky. Here they grew to manhood, each veceiving a
fairly good education. Frank, the eldest, was of a studions
turn of ming, took up the study of law, hecame a successful



lawyer, settled in Lee county, lowa, where he was elected
circuit judge, which position he neld for many years. Ga-
briel and Jennings were men of action, and love of adventure,
perhaps as mueh as a desire for gain, caused them to engage
in the business of transporting the products of Central Ken-
tucky to New Orleans by meaus of flat boats. These flat
boats, or, as they were more -commonly ealled, “Broad
Horns,” were about 100 feet in length, 20 feet wide and 6
feet deep. They would carry 1200 barrels of fiour or 800
barrels of whiskey.

Gabriel did not follow the river traffie:long; but led by
his adventurous spirit to seek now-fields and travel unknown
paths, he organizedia band of traders and: started for old
Santa Fe. This was in 1825, and so far as the writer- is in-
formed: this-was among-the first, if not the initial- expedition
of this kind that ever truversed what was afterwards known as
the Santa Fe-Trail. When they passed-bevond the borders of
Missourt they left civilization behind. They knew the gener-
al direction in which they desired to-travel and were guided
on their course by the compass and'the. buffalo trails, which
usually led from one watering.place to another and- guided
them to safe and;shallow erossings-of the treacherousstreams.
Through an unknown country, infected with roving bands.of
hostile Tndians, the little band- of sturdy adventurers kept
steadily.on. They met with obstacles, but.their patience and
perseverance overcame them. They bore their trials with
fortitude.and met each new danger with.the courag- of’ men
who know tha: while '*Cowards die many deaths, the brave
mau dies but once.”” They slept-each: night as the soidier
sleeps upox the fleld of battle, and-reveille awoke them: to. a
renewal of the.struggle, Trimmphing over all difficnlties,
they at last reached: their- destination and trafficked their
goods for mules to the number of about 500. These they
drove baek to the states, reaching St. Louis without any seri
ous misfortune. Herean ineident occurred that illustrates
the dare devil spirit-of these men. The owner: of the ferry



thought hepaw » chanecetto make some profit.in. his business
and asked what the traders deemed an exorbitant. price: for
ferrying the mules aeross the Mississippis  While-the dieker-
ing'was going-on, Ballinger was:sitting on his mule: looking
atithe river-and evidently feeling that they were wasting their
time in arguing with the obdurate ferryman; he' suddenly
turned to his companions with a gesture' of impatience and
said, “*Boys, ow mules have swum every stream between here
nnd Senta Fe, and I'believe they cam swim this one: They
will follow wherever I lead und I know that if ' my mule can
swim-half way across that riven, I cun swim the balanece' of
the way.”’ This reckless suggestion was at onese uoted upon,
and the entire herd swam:the Mississippi: without: the loss- of
a mule.

Upon his return to Kentueky he. married. Josephine B.
Jenningsy Jan. 1st, 1826, and soon afterwards moved.to Ful-
ton, Callaway:county, Mo. In 1830aw Indian outhreak oc-
curred aloug the novthern frontier of the state and Ballinger
led a.detatchment of cavalry from Callaway ecounty and par-
ticipated in-a.number of: engagements with the- Indians. In
one.of these fights he had the good fortune: to capture Big
Neck Jim; a noted Indiun chiefiand a. much' wanted savage.
Returning from this expeditiondn a:badly erippled: condition he
removed-his. family back to Kentuckyuud settled in Williams-
burg, where he served:as cirenitr and. courty clerk for many
vears. He was an ardent admirer of Herry Clay and took an
active part during the presidential eampaign,in whieh Clay and
Polk were rival candidates, and stumped Southern Ken-
tucky and Northern Tennessee for Mr. Clay. In common
with Clay and many others of that time, he believed that
gradual emancipation offered the wisest, most just and equi-
table selution of the problem of negro slavery.

In 1841, he united with the Christiau church and into
this new field of action he brought the same devotion, the
sane intensity of purpose that had ever marked his action in
all bis undertakings. He was o man who could do things;



and when a thing needed doing he was not the man to stand
around and wait for someone else. If there was no one else
to preach, why, he could preach and he did; not once, but
many times, His sermons are said to have been argumenta-
tive, eloguent and forceful, but above all, he believed in the
truth of the good news that he so earnestly procl aimed, and
behind his words was the potential force of eonviction.

In 1845, M r. Ballinger moved back to Missouri and set-
tled in this county on what is known as the ¢Cold Springs”’
farm in Jackson township. Here with his wonted zeal in
promoting the general welfare, he passed several quiet, peace-
ful and happy years, but onee more the fever for adventure
seized him, and on May 6th, 1850, he preached in the old log
school house, and at the elose of his sermon bade his friends
farewell and a few days later saw bim on his Wway overland
to California. He reached his destination safely, but he had
been there but & short time when he was stricken with a vio-
lent illness, and in January, 1851, he died ak the home of his
0ld time friend, Dr. Lennox. Thus at the early age of 51
years this brave spirit passed the doors that open but one way
into the larger life. A short life? Perhaps. It depends on
how it is lived; for life is not made up of mere lengths of
days, and months, and yenrs, but what we erowd into it, and
measured by all that be had loved, joyed, suffered, and
wrought, Gabriel L. Ballinger lived a long time.



In the primitive settlement the family was the economie
unit. Each family for a time provided for its own necessities
and was therefore independent of every other family. But it
was a poor sort of independence, purchased as it was at the
price of toil, hardships and many privations. Mauy of these
pioneers had come from the older states, where they hud en-
joved many of the comforts and some of the lnxuries of civil-
ization. The pioneer could be pardoned, therefore, if there
were times when amidst his squalid surroundings he looked
backward and longed for the ‘*flesh pots of Egypt.”’

But with the influx of emigration there came artisans,
skilled laborers, who were anxious to barter their handiwork
for commodities of various kinds. Ameong the skilled labor-
ers, the blacksmith took high rank in the primitive communi-
ty, as his services were more often in demand and of greater
necessity than those of any other trade. In this elass we may
rank

SAMUEL K. DINSMORE.

Mr. Dinsmore was born in Greene econnty, Tennessee,
September 9th, 1811, At the age of tweanty-one he left home
and went to Laurel county, Kentucky, and at the little villuge
of London, in that state, he learned the blacksmith trade, a
trade which his father before him had followed. He was mar-
ried Qctober 256th, 1842, to Miss Marths A. Blakely. Six
years later they decided to try their fortumes farther west,
and September 28th, 1848, they lauded in Daviess county.
Mr. Dinsmore at once took a claim and began the erection of



2 eabin, and the following spring found them at home to their
friends in a braud new home of their own. The spot chosen
was ou high rolling land in a beautiful glade near Cotton-
wood ereek. A short time before her death, which oceurred
~ but a few years ago, Mrs. Dinsmore, while visiting at the
writer’s home, told of her first visit to that new home. It
was upon a Saturday afternoou that her husband reported the
new house finished and they drove over to see it. They drove
aeross the prairie that stretehied away for miles and the tall
blue stem grass was stirred by a gentle breeze inte undulat-
ing billows of an emerald sea and decorated with an endless
variety of flowers of variegated hues. Down along the ereek
the trees were in full leaf and in the shady coverts the birds
were singing their songs of joy, for they, too, were building
homes and were happy. But yonder in the distanee, bright-
est spot in all the landseape, stands the little eabin that is to
be to them a habitation and a home. For them the sun
never shown more brightly, nor did the skies ever look so
serenely blue as on that Satarday afternoon. And why not?
It was the springtime of life as well as of the year.

Hero they lived and wrought, rearved their family of ten
children and prospered.

In appearance, Samnel K. Dinsmore was tall, spare and
straight as an Indian, Large Doned, sinewy, ratlier than
museular. he had that wiry strength and power of endurance
that made him tireless either on foot or in the saddle. He
walked with a long, easy stride, with leg well bent at the
knee as is the habit of men when used to uneven surtaces.
Square jawed, mouth large, teeth small and even, eyes blue
and overhung by bushy eyebrows, hair thiek and inelined to
bristle. His temper was not angelie and in the heat of pus-
sion he wag liable to do rash things rather than truly brave
ones. There was nothing negative about the man. A thing
to him was either right or wrong. There was no room for
compromise, no middle ground. If he was your friend yom
knew it. If your enemy he was not backward about letting



vou know that too.  He rarely forgot an insult or forgave an
injury  He had his own code of ethies by which he measured
his own acts and those of other men. Jf a man was honest
and truthful and paid his debts promptly, he was good
enough. The man who failed to measare up to this standard
need uot expeet any favors from him. I was at his shop one
morning when a neighbor drove up and hitehing his team
eame into the shop and bade Dinsmove ‘‘good morning.”’
Dinsmore gave him one quick glance and his jaws came to-
gether like a steel trap and the sparks flew a little faster from
tha piece of iron that he was hammering, bnt he made no re-
sponse. The man stood ar.und for a while and finally told
Dinsmore that he hal come to buy some seed corn. Thon
Dinsmove’s wrath burst its ¢hannels and he poured out such
s torrent of abuse upon that man that it fairly drowned him.
There had been some misunderstanding between them and
the man had either forgotten or did not choose to remember
it, but if he thought to find Dinsmore in the same fix, he
soon discovered his error. Just as the man was leaving an
old darkey drove up upon the same errand, but said that he
had no money and would Mr, Dinsmore be so kind as to
eredit him. “Yes," said Dinsmore, *‘you are honest if you
ave black, and you ean get what corn you need and pay fov it
when you cun. Go to the erib and help yoursel iy

Dinsmore worked hard and allowed himself but few
pleasures in life. Hunting and fishing were the only
pastimes in which he ever indulged and these only at times
when it did not interfere with his work. He kept a pack of
hounds and found his chief pleasure in following the chase.
Quick tempered and sensitive, easily offended and slow to
fovgive a real or fancied wrong, he was usually at eross pur-
poses with most of his neighbors. It does not follow from
this that Dinsmore was a bad man, for he was not; but un-
fortunately, he would often do or say things in the heat of
passion which he would doubtless soon sineerely regret, but
he was stubborn and unyielding and wounld allow himself to



be misnnderstood and disliked rather than make overtures
for peace. Sometimes I think that there are men of this type
who enjoy being miserable and who, should they find them-
selves at peace with all the world and nothing to hate, would
be decidedly nnecomfortable. The following incident illns-
trates the alinost childish petnlanece of this man at times, and
of how one man evened the score with him: The lands of A,
L., Martin and Dinsmove joined ; they had fallen ount and are-
sult of their misunderstanding was a “‘Devil’s Lane’” be-
tween the premises. A Devil’s Lane is one whieh is too nar-
row to turn a wagon in or for one wagon to pass another.
One day Dinsmore saw Nath Snider enter this lane driving a
wagon and not feeling friendly towards Snider, he intereept-
ed him and ordered him to go back. Snider tried to reason
the case, said he could uot turn around as the lane was too
narrow and tried to prevail on Dinsmwore to let him pass.
But Dinsmore was inexorable and Snider was compelled to
lay down the fence on Murtin’s side of the lane and drive in-
to the field, turn aronund and go back. That was the first
act, but the incident wus not closed  Snider went home and
“nursed his wrath to keep it warm.”" A few days later, per-
haps on a Saturday afternoon, Dinsmore mounted his favorite
riding mare, “Kit,”’ and started for Grand River to fish.
His favorite resort was a place known then as the ‘‘high
banks,”’ and in order to reach this point on the river his
nearest route led through a narrow lane that crossed Snider’s
land. When he arrived at this lane Dinsmore, without hesi-
tation, entered it, but when about midway he was suddenly
startled by & command to halt. On glancing np he found
himself looking into a double barreled shotgun and the man
behind the gun was Nath Snider, and when Snider ordered
kim to “*go back,” Dinsmore took him at his word and went,
Dinsmore was so neatly trapped and the tables so completely
turned that I think he rather enjoyed the situation. Besides
it was his own medicine and he could not be heard to com-
plain even if it was a trifle bitter.



Dinsmore kept the worst side of his character on exhibi-
tion. I have reason to know that he was kind hearted and u
man of generous impulses when rightly approached. He was
one of the truest friends I ever had. He helped me when I
wag helpless and befriended me when I was well nigh friend-
less. He loaned me a yoke of cattle to break the ground and
a horse (‘*Peddler’’ by name) with which to cnltivate the
first corn crop that I ever raised. I was but eleven years old
at the time and my experiences with that yoke of cattle and
old Peddler would furnish material for a separate story.

As a blacksmith, Dinsmore was not an expert. His work
was rough, but strong and honestly done. He could shoe a
horse as well as anybody and he could point a plow so that it
would run fairly well and he could “‘upset’’ an axe and tem-
per the steel somewhat uncertainly and do many other things
fairly well. Considering the tools and material with which
he had to work, the results were perhaps all that could be
reasonably expected.

Mr. Dinsmore died at Eldorado Springs, Ark., Oct. 12th,
1880, in the seventieth year of his age, He left a consider-
able estate in money and lands as the result of his life’s la-
bors.
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JENNINGS BALLINGER.

Jeunings Ballinger was the third aud youngest son of
t'ol. John Ballinger.His ancestry has been given in the preced-
ing sketel of his brother, Gabriel L., and it will not be re-
peated here. The world eares little as to whom or what a
man’s ancestors were. It asks ‘‘what has the man doue that
he elaims our notice.”” And the world is right. The man who
shines only in the reflected light of ancestral virtues has
little to commend him to the favorable consideration of his
fellow men. Jennings Ballinger made no elaim to virtues
that he did not possess, asked the world for nothing that he
liad not justly ewrned.

Born in Garrard county, Kentucky, I"ebruary 2nd, 1804,
orphaned at nn early age and thrown upon his own resourees,
Le developed that sturdy self-reliance that comes to those who
fight the battle of life, knowing that there is no one at their
hack to help them should they fail. Nature was eertainly in
n generous mood when she endowed Jennings Ballinger. Six
feet in height, weighing 225 pounds and not a surplus pound
of flesh,—just hone and musele,—broad shoulders,surmoeunted
by a rather large and well shaped head, he was a pietire of
Physical perfection. Iis features were rugged rather than
handsome, mouth large, nose prominent, eyes blue and us
changeful in their expression as the skies of an April day, fov
they would grow dimm with tears at the =ight of suffering or
blaze with the light ol hattle at an affront



In early life Ballinger worked in a printing office in
Frankfort, Ky. I do not know what degree of proficiency he
attained, but e probably learned to distinguish an em quad
from a shooting stick, to tell the difference between printer’s
pie and the boarding house article, and to not mistakelan ink
voller for the office towel However he reformed while he
was yet young and engaged with his brother in the viver fraf-
fic. He followed the river for many years, gniding the desti-
nies of many a Broad Horn on its long and perilons jonrney
to New Orleans. From the masters of the Broad Horus weve
graduated many of the best steamboat pilots on the river.
The transition was easy and natural, for the man in charge of
a flat hoat was compelled to know the river with all its treach-
erous schutes, bars and sawyers as thoroughly as a echild
knows its primer.

August 20th, 1828, Jennings DBallinger was united in
marriage with Angeline Jennings,a daughter of General Win.
Jennings. Nine children were born to them, three of whom
are still living. After leaving the river, he was employed for
o number of years as superintendent of what was kuown as
wxoose Creek salt works, loeated in Clay county, Ky. One
day while thus employed Lie wus making his usaal vounds and
came to where a wagon from the mountaing of East Tennessee
was being loaded with salt. Attracted by the unnsnal size of
the sacks, he stopped and asked the man from the hill coun-
try how much the sack held and how they managed to get
them into a wagon. ‘“The sack holds eight bushels und as
for loading them, why, just put 'em in like we do the others.”’
To show that he could do a pretty good job of lifting, Ballin-
ger proffered to help the man load the big sack. Ballinger
seized one end of the sacl: with both hands, while the Ten-
nesseean took the other end with one hand and lifted the
enormous weight with apparent ease. Grandfather, in tell-
ing this story, would add, ‘“And I just went off and sat down
on 1 log and looked at that wan.”

In 1845, or about that time, Abner Baker, the disseinte



son-of o wealthy planter, shot and killed his brother-in-law,
Dr. Dauiel Bates. The killing -was unprovoked and coward
Iy, as Bates had.always been a friend to the young scape-
grace:. Baker's father and several of lLis brothers publicly
announced that they would kill any-lawyer who should at-
tempt-to prosecute the mumrderer. Silas Woodson, after-
wards governor of Missouri, but then a struggling young at
tormev, was-employed and prosecuted Baker so vigorously
that lie was convicted and sentenced to be hung. The Bakers
had o large following and their attitude became so threaten-
ing that Gov. Owsley ordered out several companies of state.
militia to gnard the jail and Ballinger was put in command
of one of these companies. One day Baker’s negro servant
started to leave the jail, when grandfather stopped him and a
thorongh search revealed a note written by Baker and con-
cealed under the negro’s arm. Baker had no ink but had
pricked his arm with a pin and had used his blood with which
to write the note, which gave minnte information to hie
friends as to how and when to malke the attempt to rescue him.
Baler was strongly goarded until the day sct for his execu-
tion when hewas taken from jail and publicly hanged. Out
of this incident grew a fend that has resulted in the loss of
many lives and extends even to this day.

I 1850 Jennings Baliinger sett!ed in this county and for
many yaars took an active intevest in all that pertained to the
common welfare. Generous and nunselfish he gave his time
and whatever of talent he may have had to the betterment of
existing eonditions. He might truly have said with Terence ;
“] am a wman, all that eoneerns my fellow men is my con-
cern.”’

He cared littie for popularity, was too ontspoken to have
been sueeesstul as a politicinn and so far as I know never ran for
office. He was loval to his friends and to speak ill of one of
them in his presence was to have the insinunation prowmptly
resented as thongh it were a personal affront. e Delieved
in the private settlement of personal grievances and endorsed



the code duello as a speedy and sure way of settling private
differences. During a heated political cainpaign in Kentucky,
Judge Lmsk, a candidate for congress, in the eourse of a pub-
lie wddress, indulged in some remarks derogatory fo the char-
acter of the opposing cardidate, who was not present. In his
absence grandfather publicly challenged the judge in behaif
of his absent friend. As the challenged party, the choice of
weapons and conditions belonged to the judge, and he in ac-
cepting the challenge chose bowie knives, the antagonists to
be blindfolded and fight in a darkened room, euch holding
the corner of a handkerchief The conditions were made so
brucal that the judge doubtless thought that no sane man
would accept them, it they were, and without unnecessary
delay the parties were face to face, armed and blindfolded and
waiting for the word. As his antagonist showed no signs of
wenkening, the judpe asked what sort of an apology would be
satisfactory. ¢“The upology must be as broad as the offense,”
eame the prompt reply.

¢¢Which means that it must be publicly made,” said the
jndge.

“Exactly, siv.”

The judsge lLesitated a moment, then stepping out upon the
baleony of the lLiotel addressed an ample apology to hundreds
of men, who were anxiously awuiting the result of the ex-
peeted eneounter.

After settling in this ecounty, Jennings DBallinger en-
gaged in farming and followed that ocenpation during the re-
mainder of his life. He wag methodical and systematie in all
that he did. Me was a generous provider for his family and
beyond that eared nothing for wealth. In the fields lhis im-

mense strength and tiveless energy made it diffienlt for or-
dinary men to keep pace with him when #t work; but while
he was a hard worker, he yet found time to indulge his
passion for books. He had read mneh of the hest literature
of his day and as his mind was quick tu comprehend and his
memory tenacious, he had acquired a vast fund of general in-
formation. Among the prose writers, Macaulay, Addison and



Washington Irving were his favorites. In poetry and dra-
matie eomposition Shakespeare held first place, while Burns.
Moore, Young, Byron and Keats were his familiar friends,
In fietion, I think that Smollet must have attracted him, for
he often referred to Roderick Random, Perigrine Pieckle,
PFerdinand Countfathom and other ridiculous nanes given by
Smollet to his charaeters, and it always seemed like there
was to him something irresistibly humorous in the bare men-
tion of these names.

In 1856 his wife died, and shortly after this he sold his
farm and moved to Illinois, settling upon a beantiful farm in
Haneoek county, near the Mississippi river and just below
the historic old town of Nauveoo About this time my
tather died, leaving mother with two little children to care
for. In this erisis grandfather generously took ns to live
with him, and for many years I was the constant companion
of this passionate, hot headed, yet kind and generous hearted
man.

The title to the farm which grandfather hought had just
been perfected by a long and tedious suit in equity, and much
i}l feeling had been engendered between the litigants, and al-
thongh grandfather was not a party to the suit, and not even
aequainted with them, the defeated party transferred a part
of his ill will to him when he went into possession under a
deed from the legal owner. Shortly after movirg on this
farm grandfather was informed that an effort would be made
to foreibly eviet hiin by a mob composed of the friends of the
nunsuccessful elaimant. This news aroused all the fighting
blood in the old gentleman and he began to make prepara-
tions for war. Grandfather was practically a stranger in the
neighborhood ot that time. Had such a danger menaeed him
in Kentueky it wonld have been different; for like Donald
Dhee, he might have sounded his pibroch from some lonely
crag of his native mountains, and the clan would have

“iCome as the winds come,

‘When forests are rended ;

Come as the waves come,

When navies are stranded.”’
But here he was alone, save for one friend. But that friend
happened to be Randolph Herndon, an old Kentnckyjaequaint-
ance who lived near by, and who, upon hearing of the threat-
ened attack, cane at once to volunteer his services, Evening
fonnd the two sitting on the poreh, their guns in easy reach,
calmly waiting for the mob., Abont sundown ten or a dozen



lnsty fellows were seen eomng down the rond, and they were
makizg a good deal of noise. Grandfather arose, pieked up
his gun, and Herndon did the same, but grandfather restrained
him with a gestare, saying,

#] think that I can take care of those fellows alone, but
if anything shonld happen to me I wang you to stay here and
defend the children.”’

“With my life.”” was Herndon’s laconic and grim reply.

With that grandfather turned and started toward the gate.
The baleful light of battle was in his eyes and he wallked like
a soldier stepping to the time of martial musie; the war god
was singing in his heart, and the fighting blood of his anees
tors was running rough throngh his veins. The leader of the
mob without waiting to eome to the gate, started to elimb the
tence, and had put one leg over when grandfather brought
his gun to his shoulder and guietly remarked, “Just pnt the
other leg over and you are a dead man.”

The intruder withdrew to his own side of tiie fenee and
started to parley.

“Not a word,”’ said the irate old gentleman, *‘take yonr
erowd and get away from here or somebody will get hurt and
that mighty quick.” They did not stand upon the order
of rheir going, but went, and no one ever again dispnted his
right of possession.

But if he possessed that purely physical courage that
eauses men to do rash things inder the influence of excite-
ment, he also possessed that other sort of eourage, or forti-
tude, eall it what you will, that can endure and malke no sign.
Once when bitten by a rabid dog I saw him bare his arm that
had been lacerated by the animal’s teeth, and when an attend.
ant applied a red hot bar of iron to caunterize the wound he
bore the terrible torture for several inoments without moving
n musele,

Althongh he was not a politician in the sense of heing
an office seeker, he yef took a keen and active interest in pub-
lic affairs. He had been a Whig, and an ardent admiver of
Henry Clay, but when the long drawn out guarrel hetween
the North and South reached its culminating point’n the Lin-
coln-Douglass eampaign of 1860, he gave his influence and
lLiig vote for Mr. Lineoln. Every sympathy of his nature, ev-
ery fiber of his heartstrings yearned for the people of the
South, but he believed that slavery and secession were wrung
and that the life of the nation as well as the general welfare



of the people depended upon the preservation of the nnion-
Many times did he quote with approval that epigrammie utter-
ance of Rutus Choate:

““I join myself to no party that does not carry the flag
and keep step to the musie of the Union.”’

A vather anasing incident oceurred during the compaign
of 1860 in whieh grandfather unwittingly figured. One eve-
ning we hud just come from the field and were watering the
horses when a stranger drove up in a buggy and asked if he
might water his teamn. He was invited to ‘“‘drive in’’ which
he did, and while his horses drank he told us that he was the
Democratie eandidate for eongress for that distriet and was
on his way to Nouvoo where he was billed to speak that night.
Then he added, “‘T understand that some old eclodhopper in
this neighborhood proposes to try to answer me.”’

“Your information is correct’’ said the old gentleman,
“and unless you have more to say than I think you have, the
‘old clodhopper’ will not only ‘try’ but will snceeed in an-
swering you.”

After supper we drove into town to attend the meeting.
I have a confused memory of a vast crowd, a torchlight pro-
cession, bands playing and men shouting, and then we were
in the hall and grandtather was speaking, and he spoke on
and ou, and it scemed a loug time to the sleepy boy until we
were out and on tle road home,

He made no profession of veli gion until late in life, hut
like old man Jueklin, he believed the Bible “from kiver to
kiver,”’ and never referred to it exceptin a spirit of reverenee.
Under extreme provocation he would sometimes swear, but
this privilege was never extended to others. One day one of
the hands was swearing at his team, and grandfather stopped
him. #Young man,” said he, *“I want vou to remember that
I reserve the right to do all the swearing that is necessary to
be done on these premises.”’

The last years ot his life were elouded by a great sorrow,
hut he bore his burden bravely and alone. And yet, ‘““Thongh
there was a cloud over his spirit, there was none hefore his
faee.”’ He greeted his friends as cheerfully as of yore, amd
hiding his sovrow in his heart, he turned a smiling face to
the world. While for the greater part of his life he was not
‘“a'together’’ he was *‘alimost a Christian,’’ for he *‘visi'ed the
widow and the fatherless in their afflictions, and kept himself
npspotted from the world.”” Aud so for more than seventy



years this brave and kindly hearted man walked the earth, liv-
ing a clean, honest and usefnl life. At last grown weary of
his burden he longed for rest, and on June 23rd, 1874, he
slept, and was buried in the old Jordin graveyard, where his
wife and three of his children rest.



JONATHAN OXFORD.

Born in Bunkum eounty, N, C.| in the vear 1806, where
he grew to manhood. Tn 1813 he moved to Clay county,
Kentueky, where he met and marvied Elizabeth Spurloek.
Soon after their marriage they deterimmed to try  their for-
tunes 10 the West and in 1835 said good-by to their old Ken-
tneky home and started for the frontier to make for them-
selves and their children a habitation und a home in the
wilds of North Missouri.

He settled in what is now Jackson township. He ecould
not have acgnired anything more than ‘‘squatters’ rights’
fo land in this county at that time, ns the lands of Daviess
county were not surveyed until 1837 and were not open for
entry until 1839. Here he built a comfortable log honse af-
ter the approved pattern of those days, that is, two sqnare
roomis with an “‘entry’’ between and a huge fire place ot
eitlier end. One end was nsed as a kitelien and dining room,
the other was the sitting room, parlor and bedroom. The pio-
neer learned to economize space in the interior arrangements
of his dwelling. A high post bedstead usually concealed «
trundled bed, where the little folks could be comfortably
stowed away while the big boys conld sleep in the loft. The
honse fuwrnishings were confined to articles of utility. 'There
was no room for luxury in the log eabins of onr fathers. The
gooking was done inhuge ovens and pots by the fire place,
atd what the bill of fare lacked in variety, it made up for in
gnantity. The family elothing was essentinlly 1 liome pro-



duct. The clorh, woven on rudely eonstructed looms, was of
¢‘sheep’s wool and dye stuff,’”’ the garments cut by ear and
sometimes fearfully and wonderfully made.

In such & home—a home above the average in peint of
homely comfort at the time—Mr. Oxford and his wife
reared their family of uine childven, six boys and three givls.
It was a happy and eontented home. Here the stranger could
find shelter, the weary could rest and the hungry be fed with-
out money and without price. The Yankee brought us some
new ideas and improved methods, bhut nobody in this county
had ever paid for n meal’s victnals at a farm house or to have
. grave dug until he came.

Surrounded by wife and children, honored and respected
by his friends for his many sterling qualities, he had earned
the right to spend the evening of his life in the quiet enjoy-
ment of the fruits of his lahors. But fate ordained it other-
wise. The Civil war came on and Mr. Oxford, like many
others, was faee to face with the conflict between duty to his
eountry and his sympathy for his friends who were nearly all
in the Confederate army. Bold and independent by nature,
he openly avowed his sympathy for the South without stop-
ping to consider the consequences. Tle had never been
schooled in the art of eoncealment and he wonld have been =a
hypocrite in his own eves had he not spoken his true senti-
ments. I remember of his eoming to our hounse one day dur-
ing the war. He had been suspeeted of disloyalty and had
been arvested and taken to Breckenridge, where, after a short
detention, he was paroled and ovdered to report again in
thirty days. He was in a towering passion over the indigni-
tv of his arrest, and gave such free expression to his feelings
of indignation that mother eantioned hiin against sueh intem-
perate expressions and counselled patience, forbearance and
moderation. The old man was walking the floor; at the door
he twrned and with face red with suppressed passion he said,
«Mrs. Jordin, yon ave vight. I oughtn’t to talk so mueh, hut
sometimes I git so full that, by gracious, it I eonldw’t talk I
think T would bust.”



A few nights afterwards, on the 3rd of April, 1863, a com-
pany of armed men rode up to his house at abont 2 o’elock in
the morning. Mr. Oxford was aroused and informed that he
must go to Breckenridge to answer his parole, Oxford de-
murred to this, as his parele had abount 15 days yet to run,
but he was peremptorily ordered to get ready to go at once.
Mr. Oxford seemed to have u sort of premonition that he was
starting npou his last earthly journey, for he awakened his
wife and children and bade them good-bye. Then tarning to
his captors, hte told them he was ready and they rade away
into the night. Next morning his lifeless body, riddled with
bullets, was found lying bvthe roadside, near the old Clear
Creek chureh. Thus fell by the hands of violence this stnr-
dy old pioneer and so far as the writer knows the identity of
his murderers is st1l! nnknown.

Of his nine children, Loekey, the eldest daughter, Jacoh
and John, the two eldest sons, ave dead. Levi and Wm. R.
never married and are keeping bachelors’ hall near the old
homestead. Elizabeth Ellis lives on the old home place,
while Isaae J., ITenry C. und Nancy Blakely, the remaining
children, all live in the old neighborhood.

The first school that I ever attended was tanght by the
above mentioned, John Oxford, in what was known as the
Cottonwood school house. As this sehool house wns the
writer’s alma mater, and also typicul of the seats of learning
in the early days, a brief description will probably not be
out of place. Built of hewed logs, the interstices ehinked
and daubed with mortar, lighted by two small windows and
thoroughly ventilated throngh various eracks where the mor-
tar had fallen out frow hetween the logs. The seats were
punchrons, held up by pins driven in holes hored with a two
ineh anger. These seats had no back rests and were so high
that none but the larger children eould toneh the floor with
their feet when sitting down. The bovs and girls were seat-
ed upon opposite sides of the house. A stove, an armfull of
switches of various lengths and degrees of toughness and a
water bueket and gonrd completed the furmishings of the



honge. Drinking water was usually obtained at some pool
along Cottonwood branch, but sometimes these shallow pools
froze to the bottom and then we were forced to go to Dins-
more’s well, something like & half mile distant. There was
usually a three months’ term of school, beginning the first of
December. The eurrienlum of study embraced reading, spell-
ing and arithmetie in the regular course, while sueh studies
as geography and grammar were purely elective. As I re-
member now, I managed fo get as far as ‘‘compound num-
bers’’ each successive winter until I was eighteen, when 1
gnit sehool. But I could spell every word in Webster’s spell-
ing hook, and eould read fairly well in the fourth reader, and
with these aecomplishments 1 censed my quest of Lknowledge
in the selool room.

T recall but few incidents ¢onnected with wy first term af
school. To get to the school house, I was compelled to cross
a streteh of open prairie where the grass was abont as tall as
my head. We had a large black dog who went with me and
acted as bodyguard to protect e from the lalf wild cattle
that ranged the prairies at that time. At one time the teacher
whipped a whole beneh full of scholars for some breuch of
discipline. 1o not think that all were guilty, but the old
time pedagogne took no chances. He would whip the whole
school rather than let the guilty oune eseape.  Upon another
neeasion a lot of us little tow heads, led by ¢‘Swatty’’ War-
ren, set the prairie on five and then there was something do-
ing vight away. I do not know how far that fire extended
hefore it was bronght under control, hut vemember that about
thirty sheep and a mave and colt perished in the flames near
the sehool house.

The pedagogues who wielded the rod and guided the
intellectual development of the youth who came to slake their
thirst for knowledge at this intellectual fountain would he
sadly out of place in the sehool rooms of to-day. There were
Suort, Hansard, Ilowell, Brown and Conklin who sueceeded
cach other through n series of years. Of these, Short,
Rrown and Conklin were ten of intelligence and fairly good



teachers. IIansard was an adventurer who blew in one win-
ter, taught withont o certifieate, got his winter’s board and
went away without asking for pay which he knew he ecould
not get. Howell was a eripple and formed a habit of sitting
astride a chair with his back to the fire and sleeping as sweet-
v as a habe in mother’s arms. One afterncon [Howell was
taking his usnal nap when I accidentally found a musket cap
in my pocket. As I sat idly playing with the eap a happy
thought oceurred to me. A great awakening in that school
house was an end to be desired and there in my hand lay the
means for bringing it wbout. I put the cap on the stove and
Leld my breath, but not for long. There was a deafening ex-
plosion and Howell bounded into space, went over his chair
and knocked over a bench full of sleeply little girls, who
screamed in unison, and for a few minutes pandemonium
reigned. Tlowell got np rnbbing his bruises and made a few
vemarks that were more forcible than elegant, threatened to
whip the little girls for erying, tried to find the eculprit,
failed, and perhaps never knew just what it was that awak-
ened him.

Looking backward through the mists of intervening
years there come hefore iy mental vision like dream pie-
tures the dear remembered faces of my sehoolmates of the
long ago. It seems but yesterday that light-hearted and
eave-free we plaved, fought, muted rabbits and incidentally
studied a little in and around the old log school honse on the
banks of the ‘elassic Cottonwood. I am standing again upon
the old playgrouud and see them coming, singly or in groups,
from every point of the compass. Coming from the south
are the Dinsmores, Julia, Alice,, Sallie and Lizzie, James,
John, William, Addison, Charles, Samuel and Elwood, e¢ar-
1yving a dinner basket packed with provender sufficient for a
small avmy. From farther away to the southwest, the Penis-
tons, Fannie and George, Anthony and Robert. Fannie was
one of the brightest pupils, and her ¢heerful and kindly dis-
position made her a genaral favorite. I remember that she
loaned me the first novel that I ever read. Althongh I was



compelled to read it at night by fire light, sitting on the
hearth to get the benefit of the meager and imperfect light,
1 think it gave me more genuine thrills than any book that I
ever read.

But here come the Sniders, Mayt and Tom and Henry-—
the Warrens, John and Alex—the Martins, John and Mary——
from another direction the Birge ehildren, Mary, Martha and
Kate, George Richard and Columbus, and the same road the
Faulkners, Martha and a sister whose name I have forgotten,
and George and King firam. The last mentioned was the
hero of an amusing incident that eompletely upset the gravi-
ty of the sehool one afterncon. We were playing around the
wood pile when some one discovered a mouse. We chased
the mouse for a while, but all at once it disappeared and we
were nnable to find it. That afternoon while King Hiram
was sitting humped up on one of the tall henches at peace
with all the world, a boy sitting behind him notieced an un-
nsual looking lump on King's haek und as he looked the
lump moved. The boy reaclied over and felt of it, grinmed,
and whispered the startling intelligence into King’s ear that
there was ‘‘a mouse up his baek.” King was a nervous little
fellow and the announeement alinost drove him wild with
fright. Uttering a wild yell, be bounded around the room
like a rubher Lull, The teacher grabbed him and tried to
find out what the tronble was, but King was too  frightened
to tulk and kept on velling. The boy who had eade the dis-
covery finally wade the teaeler nnderstand the situation and
the monse was speedily released and the incident closed.

Trom the west ene the Niehols ehildren, Mary, Martha.
and Hannah, John and Joseph, all good old fashioned names,
nanes whieh passing years have shown them worthy to hear.

John was a fat, ehubby boy and an easy mark for Bill Dins-
jore when they were playing ““Bull Pen.”

Tt wonld take too long to name all who ut one time and
another attended sehool at this place. There were the
Browns, Prices, Hamblins, Johnsous und a host of others,
tor althongh the families were few, children were plentiful.
The pionecr was « proletaive, if nothing else.



THE KILLING OF WILLIAM CREWS.

It was during a debate in 1866, between Joseph Davis
and Charles . Mansur, who afterwards represented his dis-
triet in congress, that young William Crews was killed.

The debate was held in a grove near the old Clear Creek
church, and continued for several days. The debate was
concerning the doctrines of the Universalist chureh, Mansur
affirming and Davis denying. Both were young men at the
time, talented and well known in the comunity, and the de-
bate excited considerable interest and attracted large crowds,
One day during this discussion, at the noon hour while the
people were eating dinner, Crews was talking to a group of
girls and eating his dinner. He was standing with his hack
to a tree and facing the girls. While thus engaged, a man
approached and offered him an apple, whieh Crews langhing-
ly accepted. This was the signal for which two men who were
luaking near,were waiting,and a moment later they approached
Crews from the rear with drawn revolvers and both fired at
close range. Miss Ann Weldon, one of the young ladies with
whom Crews was talking, saw the assassins a moment before
they fired, and divining their murderous intention, with a
warning ery to Crews, and with remarkable courage and
presence of mind, sprang forward and struck the pistol of one
of the men and it was diseharged hurmlessly in the air. The
other man, said to have been Broomfield, fired at close range,



and Crews fell dead. I was sitting in a wagon a short dis-
tance away when the shooting occurred ; and with boyish curi-
osity pushed my way through the crowd to where the dead
man lay. It was indeed a pitiful sight, for Crews was little
more than a boy. As I reeall his features now I do not think
he eonld have been more than twenty. The boyish face
which but a moment before had been wreathed in smiles and
mantling with the flush of his warm, young blood, was now
congealed by the icy hand of death. The war had just closed,
and in the death of this boy we saw one of the last ebulitions
of its aftermath-of hate: ‘The murderers mounted their horses
and rode away unmolested.  So far as I know: there was - no
effort made to arrest them. Broomfield was  afterwards
killed in Gullatin by Solomon Tomblin, againet whom'Broom-
field had made threats. Tomblin tried to keep ont of his way,
but finally made up his mind that'either- he or Broomfield
had to die, and proeuring a'double barreled-shotgun he went
in search of his enemy. Whi's standing in° Benton Miller's
store on the south side of the square, Tombtin saw Broomfield
leave the publie square (which was then enclosed by a fenea)
by the south gate and start across the street direetly towards
the store from whichTomlin was watching him. The propri-
etor of the store asked Tomblin to step outside, as he did not
wish to have a fight of this kind pulled off in his store. Tom-
Dblin is-said to have been crying at'thistime, but he- immedi-
dintely stepped out on the sidewalk  in front of the store.
Broomfleld ‘was sabout half way aeross the street’ whem Tdm-
blin raised his gun, took-deliberate aim, and fired both bar-
rels. Broomfield stopped, stendied himself for a moment,
and then slowlysankto the ground, and a moment later was
dead; Tomblin fled, moreperhaps to escape the vengeance of
Broomfield’s frientls, than from fear of arvest.

The cireumstances which led up to the killing of William
Crews as before narated, tokes ns-back to the beginning of
the Civil war. John Crews, the father of William, was I be-



lieve in'the Southern armyy at least he was in‘strong sympas
thy with /'the South and was compelled to' leavée - home. Wil
liam at that time was a lad of “perhaps thirtéed: or  fourteen
years, of a headstrong and' impetuous disposition; and’ in-
clined- to do and say many things ealeulated- to ' make -trouble:
for himself -and: others: The boy’ needed the restrain-
ing: influence-of his father; but the father, was: away and
the- boy was left 'to follow'the bent of his own<inelinationi
His.conduet was such as:to-attraet the attention of the: mili-
tary authorities-to him and he: was arrested and takew to
Breckenridge, Mo Word was sent to his father to.come and
get his boy-orto make some effort to-control. I have heard
it said- that the father got  the word. and sent a reply
from his hiding plece that it would probably: be as- well
for the boy to keep:him where he-was for a while: But there
being no serious charges against the boy. his- was released.
Later on during the war-he was again arrested and taken- to
Breckenridge. This time his mother becoming anxious about
him-indueed his-brother, George Crews, and Thomas Peesry to
attempt the resene of Will, The mother visited her son in pris-
on to make the final arrangements and acquaint William with:
the plans of his friends - The prisoners were faken out for a
walk every day attended by-a small guard, and the plan was
for George Crews and Peery to secrete themselves near a
spring to which the daily walk of the prisoners led and at a
preconcerted signsl William was to make a- dash. for hberty
and his brother and Peery was to cover his retreat, and hold
the guards in check until William could get away. It was a
dangerous -and foolhardy undertaking at best, but in: some
way the military authovities came into possession of the plans
for rescue and prepared to frustrate them. On the dayagreed
upon the prisoners were taken for theirwalk as usual, but
the vigilance of the guard gave the prisoners no. opportunity
to make the intended dash for liberty, As they neared the
spring Crews and Peery appeared upon the seene. and rode



unsuspectingly into the ambueade that had been prepared for
them by the soldiers, and both men were killed. The boy
witnessed the killing of his brother and friend and vowed to
avenge their deaths. The war closed and the boy, now al-
most a man, did not forget, but remained constant to his
avowed purpose, and sueh was his reputation for reckless dar-
ing that there was good reason to believe that he would exe-
cute his threat at the first opportunity. It was therefore
doubtless on acecount of these threats that he was sought out
and murdered by men who had reason to fear him.

Although a large number of men went from this county
into the Southern army the county itself was at all times dur-
ing the war under the control of the Iederal government.
The only clash between opposing forces that would rise even
to the dignity of a skirmish was at or near old Di Ammon,

Jesse Clark whose father was a Presbyterian preacher
and one of the pioneers of Living:ton connty came into this
section from Mercer county where he was then living, and
having many friends and aequaintances in this and Living-
ston connties, he organized a small company of volunteers for
the Rebel service. Clark represented to his friends here that
there were many adherents to the canse of the South m Mer-
cer and Schuyler counties, and that if & comvpany could be
formed and invade those counties these men would flock to
their standard. The company was formed; thut is, a few ad-
ventnrous spirits were got together and started on this wild
goose chase. Among those who went were Dr. F. M. Davis,
Frank and Thomas Hicklin, Daniel and John Xessler, Joe
Kirk, William Darr, Charles Goben and others whose names
I am unable to give. They invaded Mercer, passed through
Schuyler, back zeross Harrison over into Worth and Gentry,
but the expected accession to their ranks did not materialize,
so the expedition tuwrned and headed tor Daviess eounty and
home. The original number augmented by some thirty or
forty recruits, nearly all of whom were unarmed, were met



near Di ‘Ammon by a considerablé-foree-of - Federal troops
under:‘command of Capti Woodrow.-

A skirmish .at once ensued j about fifteen of the rebels,who
had guans, held the union-soldiers in check unti} their unarmed
ecompanions could-get away. - Among those on-‘the firing line-
were 'the men before mentioned: It was -their first bhaptism
in the fire:and smoke-of battle,but not’' & man flinched. A de-
sultory fire'was kept up by - both parties until -nightfall.
Charles Goben was the only man hit'on-the:Confederate side,
and in the darkness:the little band became separated and-he
was not missed until the next day; when it was found that
Goben -and Thomas Hieklinhad been left behind) Hicklin was
unhurt, 'but his horse had given out and he ' wandered about
in tlie darkness and becaine lost. - - Thenext:day he and Goben
were captured by the Federal'troops. After his capture Hick-
lin was questioned: about the fight, and as to . whether or net he.
had taken partinit, Headmitted at onee-thathe had.: -He was
them asked to give the names of those who were with him. . - This
he politely but firmly declined to do.- Threats and persua-
sion alike failed to move him-and he remained steadfaet in
his refusal to betray-his eomrades.:: At last he was given to
understand in unmistakeable langunage, that if he persisted in
his'refusal to answer, his life avould- pay the forfeit. His
answer to thig' grim ultimatum was characteristic of the super
courage and unfaltering lovalty of the man: ‘Be not-afriad
of them that kill the body,”’ said he, ‘‘and-after that have- -no
more-that they. can do, but I will forewarn you whom ye shall
fear: Fear -him, which after he -harh killed, hath- power to
east into hell; yea, I say to you, Fear him.”” Thomas- Hick-
lin had been: a devout student of the Bible and it was fitting
that the final answer that was to decide his fate was given in
the words of the Master.. He was takeu out oo the prairiy
upon or near the present farm of Robert Johneon in Grand
River:townshipjiand there a platoon of soldiers. were drawn
up and Hieklin was placed in' position to -receive. their fire:
An attempt was made:to blindtold-him, but -at -his- request
this'was vot dones  And:se it-was'with a courage that- never
faltered and a firmnessthat-the terrors -of -death- eould not
shake, this loxai-soul calmly met his- fate. Truly, ‘‘Greater
love-hath no man than this, that & man lay down his life for
his friends.”

An ineident that runs.in lighter vein occurred along towards:



the beginning of the war. Will Jordin was recruiting volun-
teers for Priee’s army and perhaps a half dozen of them
started South. They had not gone far when they were sighted
by Capt. Mounts Nichols with a4 company of militia, who gave
chase at once. Jordinand his men kept their lead until
Grand viver was reached. The river was frozen over and
there was some question about the ice being strorg enough
tobear them and their horses. Jordin being a featherweight
and riding o small horse tried the ice first and got across
safely. Next came Tom Bradshaw on o mule and the mule
skated acrossin good style.. The others, encouraged by seat-
tering fire from their pursuers, who were now within shooting
distance, made an attempt to cross, when a powerfnl horse
ridden by Ed MeClung broke through the ice and stopped the
retreat. Jordin was the only man in the crowd that was asrmed
and seeing that it would be useless to attempt to resene his com-
panions turned reluctantly awny and with Bradshaw continued
on their way. The only casualty in this engugement was the
wounding of Bradshaw’s mule which was shot through the
ear. Bradshaw soon tired of soldiering and returned home
and afterwards served in the ‘““Mackeral Brigade’’ as the
Home Guards were called, for a sufficient length of time to
entitle him to a pension, whieh he still lives to draw, with
more pleasure than he did his gun in the days of ¢‘61.”
Although the Kederal forces were in control of this part
of the state, men from the Southern army were almost: con-
stantly passing through the country,. sometimes ri-king their
lives, or danger of capture and confinement in a mititary pris-
on, in order to visit their homes and have a brief clandestine
visit with those near and dear to them. = Again wome would
tire of army life and would make their way North where they
were uuknown und thus eseapethe constant perils and havd-
ships of a soldier’s life, There were men Who vemained at
howme who were in constant dread of these stragglers from the
Southern srmy lest they should find it convenient to stop long
euough to setfle some old seore or gratify some long meditut-
ed revenge. While these fears may have been for the most
part groundless, those who entertained them did not *‘sleep
well o’ nights.”” George Snider was one of those who ap-
peared to be constantly haunted by a dread presentment of
some awful fate and he nnnoyed the military authorities no
little with baseless rumors of a lurking foe. Oue day John



Rhea ind myself were gathering hazelnuts in a thicket near
what was then known as the ‘‘Lone Tree,”’ when we saw Sni-
der coming towards us. John had a little old double barreled
pistol and it was loaded, and he proposed that we hide and
seare Snider, to which I instantly agreed. Crouching in the
edge of the thicket we waited until Snider was within ahout
fifty yards when John ealled, ¢‘Halt.”’ Snider looked wildly
in every direction, but did not stop. dJohn yelled ¢ Hait”
again and Snider put spurs to his horse and started. At this
juncture John diseharged both barrels of the pistol which was
loaded with paper wads and Snider leaning low on his horse
drove his spurs into its flanks and whipping wildly with his
hat, hit the high places a3 he went towards Big Muddy bot-
tom. We lingered about the place, gathering nuts and. took
no-notice of passing time until all at once we became aware
of the faet that a company of soldiers were bearing down up-
on us. They bad evidently seen us and it was no use to try
to hide. I was pretty badly scared and began to wish that we
had not heen quite so funny. Rhea was sume older, and I do
not think ever knew what it was to be afraid of anything in
his life. I think that he saw that I was frightened, ns he
told me not to say anything when the soldiers came up and he
would do the talking, I readily agreed to this, and when the
soldiers ecame up and inquired if we had seen any men around
there John unswered promptly that we had not.

{‘How long have you been lhiere?’”’ inquirved a man who ap-
peared to be in command of the squad.

“Pretty much all merning,’’ John replied

““Hear any shooting’’

- ©No sir.”

“Did you see Mr, Snider pass here?”’

‘I believe I did. Someone passed, butI did not pay
muech attention, but I think it was him,”” .

‘““And you saw no Rebels; heard no shooting?’

“No sir.”—very posn;lve

The guestioner turned in his saddle and looked at Snider
in a pozzled sort 6f o way and said: ““Mr. Snider, there
seems to he some mistake. Are yon sure this is the place?”’

“I caz’t be mistaken,” said Snider excitedly, “It was
right here and they fired on me. I tell you the woods is full
of Rebels.”

They moved on, went a. short distance, examined the



ground for signs of a hostile force, but’ finding none we-isoon
saw them returning -across-the prairie:te Gallatin.

Wall, the war clouds rolled by and for forty: years:the
sunshine of peace-and prosperity:has. been: ghining upon our
beloved country.  The old-wounds have healed and the Blue
and (ray can meet-and ‘hold-in friendly'grasp the hands that.
made eaoh ‘other’s sears: The enly man.who- is not satisfied
with-the result:is the-one who; while he was awful mad,» was
not-quite - mad enough'to go-ito the front:and fight:it.out.

For nearly a half century the people of - the: South have
been-called Rebels; when:us & matter of fact the real-rebels were
those of the North, TheSouth stood. for ;the old order, for
slavery because it was engrafted npon oury institutions from
the beginning, grew and .developed witl.them; was entrenched:
behird organic law, upheld by courts of last: resortj and de-
fended snd justified from the pulpit.. It stood- also. for- state
rights, beld that the constitutionwas a compaet;-entered into
voluntartly by and between sovereignand independent states,
with the reserved right to nullify any legislative:enactment:
of the general eongress which-might be considered’ subversive -
of the rights'and interests of any sovereign state: - The South- .
stood for thesetwo things—human slavery and the ‘‘rope -of
sand¥* that held together the union of states.: - Against both.of
these things the North rebelled. Against slavery because it - was
inherently wrong, andagainst the right'of secession because it
was the-‘weak-link which by construetion had been deftly welded
into the constitutional chainand however strong thechain
might be in its other parts; as-a whole it could . never be
stronger than its weakest link. The North rebelled. aud: un-
dertook the gigantic task of correcting these primal:serrors.
With the inanguration of Abraham %Jil’lcolﬂ there-was vir-
tuslly .4 new government setmp and in the struggle -that en-
sued the noxious plant of humany siavery that had . struck. its
roots to the very:heart of the body: politic swas.-torn ‘ up -and
cast away to wither and die, and the: weak livk of ‘secession
was eliminated and the constitutionsl chain: made:strong 'in
all its ‘parts:

Thé nation had been sick and nigh-unte death with' a dan=:
gerous malady, The skill of the: statesman had: failed: to
bring - relief ‘and a final: resort was hadsto: the .eruel. rurgery
of war. The patient came out of the operation weak and. ex-
hausted, but the organie trouble:having:been removed: its re-
covery was both rapid and ecomplete.
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LIEUT. COL. SAMUEL P. COX.



LIEUT. COL. SAMUEL P. COX.

The subject of this sketch was born in Williamsburg,
Whitley county, Kentucky, December 16th, 1828, In Sep-
tember, 1839, he moved with his father, Levi Cox, to this
county and settled on what is now known as the Joshua Tye
place in the eastern part of the conuty. Here he spent his
youth, assisting his tather in farm work, attending school,
and whatever his hand found to do he did it with all his
might.

When the war with Mexico came on the boy was seized
with it desire to become a soldier, but as he wus but liitle over
16 years old his father promptly vetoed the proposition. But
Lis ambition was not gnenched  Ile waited and grew in
stature, and patiently nwised the bud of hope. In 1847 his
opportunity came. His nnele, Nathan Cox, had some cattle
ready for market and as Fort Leavenworth was the neurest
point where tair prices could be obtained he decided to  drive
to that point. As he would need assistunce he usked young
Cox how he would like to help make the drive. The boy was
anxions to go, hut would have to ses his father hefore giving
a final answer. The fauther was eonsulted, gave his comsent,
and in due course of time the boy found himself in Fort
Leavenworth.

Capt. Rodgers was recrniting a company of volunteers at
Leavenwor h st the time, and upon his arrival there vonng
Cox uatnvally gravitated towards this center of attraction. He
learned that {'apt. Rodgers siill needed swelve men and the
lad esgerly offered lis servie s, and to his great delight they
were aeeepted  As the war with Mexico was praet ically over



by this time Cox saw no active service in Mexico, but his
longing for excitement and adventure was fully gratified dur-
ing the next two years which woare prineipally spent in the
saddle, seouting and chasing Indians, anywhere from Texas
to the headwaters of the Missouri river. During his first
year’s service the command to which he belonged built Fort
Kearney. It was here that he first met Kit Carson. Carson
was carrying dispatches from Santa Fe to Leavenworth. He
had been provided with an escort, as the Indians were very
troublesome at the time, but at Trinidad Carson requested the
escort to return, saying that he could get along very well
alone. Col. Cox describes Carson as a man of medium
height, wiry rather than museunlar, quick in his movements,
his demeanor guiet and reserved ; he talked but little, spoke
in a low tone, but answered all questions fully and in a very
pleasant manner. A man of strong will and great determina-
tion, and one who was continually weighing probabilities and
ever ready for action.

Besides Kit Carson our subjeet came in contact with Jim
Bridger, the famous scout and Indian fighter, and many other
noted plainsmen of the time.

Upon one occasion while stationed at Nebraska City they
were ordered out to quell a Sioux uprising acd for t wo months
they chased and fought the wily savages, finally driving them
far up and beyond the Missouri river at some point whieh the
Colonel thinks must have been vesr where Yankton, S. Dak.,
now stands. On this trip provisions ran low, and for a
month one bisenit, a rasher of bacon, and a enp of eoffee was
their daily ration. At last even this meager fure was ex-
hansted, and for three duys they rode withont food, tighten-
ing their belts occasionally to stifle the gnawing pains of hun-
goer. On the evening of the third day they were approaching
a body of timber that bordered a strenm of water and were
crossing a bottom praivie where the tall grass suggested the
possibility of a hidden fue lying in ainbush. The eaptain or-
dered his men to deploy, and gave strict orders that none
were to shoot except at an Indian. Moving forwaid 1the eom-
mand had nearly reached the timber when, as (Col. Cox tells
the story, A little deer jumped up and cume running
towards me, and I shot it. Sowme of the boys dismounuted ard
threw the deer up in front of me and I carried it into camp.
I rode up to the captain and threw the deer down. He looked



at it & moment and said: ‘Build & fire, boys. I waunt some
of that meat " Six more deer were killed that evening and
the famished men feasted upon rare venison without salt. It
wae retting late in the season and a eold spell accompanied
with snow set in, which added to the sufferings of the men
upon their return trip.

Col, Cox tells an incident that oceurred on omne of their
scouting expeditions which illustrates the old saying that
necessity knows no law. They had reached old Fort Ver-
million and found there a few French traders who were de-
cidedly unfriendly. Oue day Cox eame across an old French-
man’s eabin some three miles from the fort and as he rode
along noticed a very fine pateh of potatnes. He stopped and
tried to buy some of the potatoes, but the Frenehman replied
in a very insulting manner and refused to sell the coveted
tubers. Cox finally offered five dollars in gold for a hushel,
but a5 this offer was refused he was compelled to go on to
camp without them. At eamp he mentioned the matter to
his mersmates and that night Cox and two others returned to
the pateh and the next morning their mess had potatoes for
breakfast. The eaptain belonged to this particular mess and
he ate potatoes with a relish and wisely asked no questions.
About ten o’clock there was a mad Frenchman in camp de-
manding to see the captain, He poured out his tale of woe
in broken English iuterlarded with foreign and domestic pro-
fanity and when he fivally ran down and stopped the captain
quietly told him to just point out the man who had stolen his
potatoes and he should be punished. The impossibility of
doing this started the Frenchinan to swearing again, but that
was the only satisfaction he ever received for his lost pota-
toes.

Upon another oecusion when out of provisions one of the
men killed a badger aud they took turns sitting up and Lkept
the pot boiling all night trying to cook the auimal to a de-
gree of tenderness that would fir it for food. But the badger
defied all their efforts to overcome its tonghness and they had
to go hungry,

For two years our subject led this iife of hardship, sub-
jeet to cold, hunger, weariness, and often in danger. Here
in this sehool of experierce the boy developed into the man.
and when his term of service ended le returned onee more to



his old home.

July 7th, 1850, ho was united by marriage with Mary,
Aaughter of Gabriel L. Ballinger. The frnits of this union
were six children, viz., Gabriel W., born July 13th, 1852;
Mary C., born April 4th, 1854; Samuel ., born March 15th,
1864 ; Josie J., born April 10th, 1866; Frank L, born May
8th, 1869 ; and Bertha B., born Dec. 16th, 1873. Of these
all are living except Bertha, who died several years ago.

In the spring of 1851 Col. Cox located in Gullatin and in
partnership with George Pogue engaged in merchandising.
He followed this business for two years. Ile then sold out,
and in the spring of 1854 started overland for California.
The trip consumed abont four months. He engaged in dairy-
ing at Oraville and Grass Valley for the next two years, and
then returned to Missouri.

In 1858 he went back to the old life on the plains, this
time as wagon master for the great firm of overland freighters,
Russell, Majors & Waddell. A wagon train csosisted of twen-
ty-six huge freight wagons each drawn bv six yoke of cattle.
A train erew consisted of thirty-two men, This included
steamster and night herders. When th~ train wentinto eamp
at.night the cattle were unyoked and turned loose to graze,
tle teamsters were relieved and the night herders took
charge. The next morning the cattle would be brought in,
when each teamster would have to go into the herd, find his
cattle, yoke and hitch to his wago, and the train wonld pull
out. It usnally took six m-mths to make the trip from Mis-
souri river points to Salt Lake,

Tt was while he was in the employ of this firm that Cox
made the trip from Salt Luke City to Gallatin alone. The
eirenmstanees prompting this long, lovely, and dangerous
jonrney were as follows: Some freight trains belonging to
the firm were overdue and Majors, one of the firin, who was
in Salt Luke City at the time, cume to Cox and requested him
to go in search of them. Cox reminded Majors that such a
tr1p was rather hazardous and Majors said that he knew it was,
and for that reason had selected Cox as the only man in his
emplovment who would be likely to get through alive. Cox
considersd the matter briefly. Muajors was his friend, had
been good to him, and for friendship sake he would make the
effort. If he suceeeded his friend would appreciate the ser-



vice. If he fuiled—but he did pot expect to fail—he was not
that sort of a man. Cox told Majors that he would go.
“Tuke two of the best mules in the corral and start pas soou
as possible.” In two hours Cox was on the road, ridivg one
mule and leading the other, upon which was packed bis pro-
vision and blankets. He left Salt Lake by way of Emigrant
valley, crossed Big mountain and Little mquntain, and head-
éd northeast for Fort Bridger. From, Fort Bridger on to
Green River, thenl_ce woross a dreary stretch of alkali plains
to the North [Ilatie, fpllowi'ng .the overland .wagon road
through Wyomiung, over South Pass and on to Fort Laramje,
Hart'e after resting one day he 11r_§l3'od on to Fort Kearney,
thenee to Nebraska (ity, and then by eusy stages to his homne
in Gallatin. He had made the entire distance of over twelve
hundred miles in thirty days, and slept in a house one wvight
during the trip,

He met the delayed trains at Sweet Water, delivered his
mbssage and came on. These aud the soldiers ‘stationed at
the forts along hi~ route were the only white men that he
saw on that long ride.

One evening as Le came over a ridge near where Deer
Oreek empties into the North Platte he suddenly discovered u
large band of Indians. Satisfied that the Indians had seen
him and realizing that retreat was out of the question, he
rode on leisurely and soon came up with them. He recog-
nized them at once as Sioux, and knowing something of their
language he addressed an occasional remark to them as they
rode along, but his remarks weve either received in silence or
rksponded to in such u surly manner as to convinee him that
the noble red men were not in a very amiable frame of mind.
However as he camne up with the chief he was greatly re-
lieved at finding Red Cloud in eommand. He had befriended
Red Cloud on various occasions, giving him provisions and
other needfu) things, and the Chief recognized his benefactor
and received 'him with genuine friendship. They jrurneyed
along togethér nntil camping time and Red Cloud invited Cox
to eat with him. Cox however made some excuse und going
a¢ far from the Indians as he could without exciting their
suspicions, he proeceeded to make his preparations for the
vight i the usnal way, unpacking and picketing his mules
and preparing his supper.  After supper he volled up in his
blankets, biit n.f to sleep. Hé realized that while Red Cloud



was friendly, there were a lot of young bueks with him who
had cast longing glances at his mules as they rode along that
afternoon, und while lie did not apprehend any persunal dan-
ger he thought that if he remained where he was the chances
were good that he would have to coontinue his journey on
foot. As soon as everything was quiet in the Indian eamp
Cox arose, eaught his mules, packed one and saddled the
other and before morning had put many miles beiween the
Indians and his mules.

Perhaps some of my readers have made the trip from
Ompaha to Salt Lake over the Union Paeifie railroud and have
viewed from the car windows the dreary stretches of alkali
plains, sage brush, eactus, and barren mountains over which
passed the old North Platte emigrant trail. If so they are in
a position to appreeiate the amount of patience, courage, and
fortitude necessary to make such a trip as I have just de-
seribed.

Leaving the employ of Russell, Majors & Waddell in
1859 Maj. Cox was not engaged in any regular business dur-
ing the year 1860 But when the Civil war broke out in
1861 he ussisted in organizing the Second Battalion of en-
rolled Missouri Militia. This organization was perfected at
Cameron, Missouri, Septeiber 18th, 1861, at which time he
was elected and commissioned Major. As this battalion was
composed of “*six months men,”’ their time expired the fol-
lowing March, at which time Maj. Cox assisted in recruiting
the First Regiment of Missonri State Militia, under command
of Col. James H. B. M¢Ferran, and was commissioned Major
of that regiment March 12th, 1862. He was ordered on de-
tail duty, us assistant inspector gemeral to muster in troop:
for the Northwest Missouri serviee. and served in thix capac-
ity until 1863, when, on account of tailing health, he resigned
his cominiasion, returned to Gullatin and entered npon the du-
ties of cireuit elerk of Daviess county, having been elected to
that position during his absenee in 1362

Towunrds the latter part of Oetober, 1864, word was
bronght to Gallatin that Capt. William Anderson, the uoted
guerilla chief, had crossed the Missowri river and was ecom
ing north nunder orders from Gen. Price to tear up the track
and burn bridges along the Missouri Pacific railroad. Maj.
Cox, npon receipt of this informatioz, laid aside the pen for
the sword and staried toward the seat of war. At Hamilton,



Missouri, he met Maj. MeDonald with about twoe hundred
men. Maj. MeDonald insisted upon Maj. Cox going to St.
Joseph to report the situation and get assistanee if possible to
meet Anderson. Cox went to St. Joseph, saw Gen. Craig,
and laid the matter before him. Craig at onece requested Clox
to take command of the forces available and go in pursuit of
Anderson.

“But I am no longer an officer,”” said Cox. “I resigned
some time ago, and ain now a eivilian.” “Then I will make
you an officer,”’ said Craig, und in about two hours Cox was
handed & lieutenant-colonel’s comnmission ard ordered to take
command at once. Returniog to Hamilton that night he at
onece began preparations for a forced march, and before noon
the next day was on his way South. Ifis command reached
Knoxville the first day and oo the mnext evening were in
Richmond, Mo. This was on the 26th of Oectober, 18G4,
That night he wrote the following note to Col. Pace, who was
stationed with his command at Liberty, Ma.

“Riechmond, Mo., Oect. 26, 1864.”?
“Col. Pace, Liberty, Mo.”

“[ am here with my command. Iam going West to-
mortow. I must hear from you.” “8. P. Cox.”

Col. Cox then vonferred with Maj. Grimes, who was in
Richmond with a small detachment. Grimes connseled de-
lay, poiuted out that their men were raw militia while Ander-
son’s men were experienced fighters, and to meet Anderson
under sueh eirenmstances was to invite defeat. Cox told
Grimes that if he felt that way about the matter that he would
hetter remain in Riehmound, but that he intended to go for-
wurd the next morning. The following morning, October 27,
found Cox’s enmmand on the road leading West from Rich-
mond in the direction of O'd Albany. They had not gone
far when they were met hv o woman on horseback. [ler
horse was in a lather of sweat and had evidently been ridden
long and hard. She rode directty up to Col. Uox and began
to tall in an exeited manuer that she had passed Andersou’s
eamp, told where it was loeated, the approximate number of
his men, and other information. Col. ('ox at ones suspeeted
a ruse amd ailled up Lient. Buker and asked him if he knew
the woman. Baker replid that he did, and that any infor-
mation given by her conld be relied on Col. Cox then in-
v.ted the woman to ride along with him for a short distunee



awd from ler learned mueh that he wanted to know, The
command moved forward until within about a half mile ot the
place where Auderson was eamped, when he halted his men
and made preparations for the attack, The road they were
traveling led sleng au open timbered bottom. Col. Cox dis-
monnted his men with the exception of a small squad which
he ordered to go forward under command of Liout. Baker and'
bring on the attack. Cox in the meanwhile had ovrdered his’
men to deploy upon each side of the road and this arrange-
ent had searceiy been completed when the sharp: firing be-
gan up the bottom: which told them that Baker had flushed'
the quarry and the fight was on.

As soon ag the fiving began Baker retreated and was
soon seen coming-down the road full tilt, with Anderson and'
his men in close pursuit, Anderson about fifty yards in ad-
vanee of his men, his bridle-rein in his teeth and a pistol in'
ench hands. It was-a wild charge: On they came, every fel-
low: for himself, riding like centamrs and yelling like demons,-
they allithe while kept up an incessant fire from their revol-
vets. It was a.sitngtion to try the nerves of veterans, butf
the thin line of raw recruits seattered among the trees on each
side of the roadinever wavered They waited quietly until
Auderson’s.men were well within range and opened fire. An-
derson probably realized at the last moment that he had fallen'
into a.trap, but'if he did, with the reckless daring that char-
aeterized the man, he did not hesitate forra moment to take:
the desperate -clianee of cutting his way out. It looked at'one
time as though he would suceeed, for he had reached a point!
about forty feet distant from where Col, Cox was standing-
beside the road when he suddenly threw up his hands and
fell hackwards from his horse. A pistol ball had struck him:
just:above the ear, killing him instantly.

It:will probably never be known as to who kiiled Ander--
son. The feut has been aceredited to several men, but Col.
Cox when asked abont this, said: ¢I'don’t know who killed
him. Several of us were shooting at him, but it is impos-
sible to tell who hithim.”’

The statement that Auderson had several human scalps-
in his possession when:he was killed has been s0 often de-
nied by bis friends.and affirmed by others that'l have taken
some pains to get tha truth of the matter. Col. Cux says that
he remembers distinetiyof entting two sealps from-the hend



stall of Anderson’s bridle. That one of these sculps was
dark hair and the other light, Adolph Vogel, who lives
near Coffeyburg in this county, and & man of unguestioned
veracity, was questioned by the writer concerning this state-
ment, and said that he was a bugler in Col. Cox’s command,
that he was the first man to reach Anderson after he was
shot ; that he was ordered to take charge of Anderons’s ef-
fects and keep them safely, whieh he did; that as he now
recollects there were several human scalps tied to Anderson’s
bridle—does not remember how many, but knows there were
some; that he took charge of Anderson’s effects, and as he
now recollects there was some $600 in money, six pistols, a
small silk flag with the words, ‘“Presented to Capt Ander-
son by his friend, F. N. R.”’ upon it. There was also two
dispatehes from Gen. Price and the letter written by Col.
Cox to Col. Pace the day before in his pocket. Anderson’s
command had robbed the mail and having secured Cox’s let-
ter was doubtless on the lookout for him wher lLe arrived.

The fight lasted about ten minutes, for when Anderson’s
men saw their leader fall they retreated. Col. Cox had six
men wounded in this engagement, James Milligan, who was
a member of Capt. N. B, Brown’s eompany, died the follow-
ing day at Richmond. Clel Miller, one of Audersou’s nen,
was wounded, and captured.

This put an end to Anderson’s ecareer, and his band
eeased to terrorize the people of the north part of the state.

Col Cox was warmly eongratulated by Gen. Craig, and
also by (ren, Rosecrans upon his sueeess in ridding the coun-
try of this band of guerillas. These letters were treasured
by Col. Cox, but unfortunately were destroyed by fire along
with many other valued mementos of the war, when his
house burned not long ago.

And so for sixty-five years this brave, generons, kindly
hearted man has gone in and oot amoog the people of this
county. It is useless to tell them of his virtues. They krow
him. They have honored him with their confidence aud re-
speet, and have found him worthy. They have trusted in
his honesty and integrity, and have always found him true.
ITe has lived a clean, houest, usefnl life, and when the sum-
mons eomes for him to cross the fronsier into that unknown
country it will find him rendy.



SOME 0DD CHARACTERS.

Not long ago u noted instructor in inanual training,
while diseussing the guestion of the kind of material which
should be furnished pupils in eabinet making, declarved that
‘‘a pile of old rails” was the best thing that he had ever tried.
The triumph of the worker's art is enhanced by the difficul-
ties overcome. When, therefore, by his labor and his skill,
he has suceeeded in transforming the rongh and unsightly
material into an article of nse and beauty, the worker is filled
with the joy that comes to those who can.do things and do
them well.

A rough block of marble lay by the roadside, and the
crowds passing saw ouly the rough stone. But one day a
sculptor came and his artist’s eye saw an angel in the rock,
and he took the stone away Long and patiently he toiled,
chipping away the stone, but his reward was ereat, for when
his task was done the angel stood revealed  Many came to
share in the joy of his trinmph and they praised the work of
his hands, for they did not understand. But the sculptor
said, ‘“That angel form had long been mirrored in my soul;
had it not been s6, my hands conld never have acgquired the
skill to find it in the stone.’””

Men are born into this world sometimes with a longing
to make beantiful things and if the desire is strong enough
they will find o way to gratify their longing. Nathaniel Cur-
tis belonged to this class. He was an old man when I was



but a small boy, but we beeame great friends. 1 know
little or nothing of Curtis’ history. I think that he was a
Kentuekian by birth, as he often referred to events that had
occurred in that state. By trade hie was a chair maker and
he owned a set of tools and a turmug lathe., These, together
with a few household goods, a horse and wagon, ecomprised
his earthly possessions. He went into the woods for his ma-
terial which eost him nothing but the work of obtaining it.
A hiekory tree wounld furnish enough materinl to keep him
employed for a long time. ITe would select a large straight
grained hickory tree, fell it and ehop it into desired lengths,
split it into pieces of suitable dimensions for his work and
haul it home. With a hand axe he would then prepare eaeh
piece for the lathe, where it would be finished. He made
vood chairs and bottowed them with hiekory bark. Curtis
was a quaint little old man, ful! of wise saws and witty say-
ings. He believed in witehes and had an inexhaustible fund
of the most wonderful witch stor:es that ever entranced the
mind of an imaginative boy. T used to follow him abont and
haunt his shop in ord- v to hear him talk. He liked an appre-
ciative listener and I have sat with him ol nights listening to
ghost stories and of witehes that he had personally known
nutil T would be afraid to go home alone. 1le told me onece
of a woman (one of his relatives, I think) who was « witeh
and he said she could stir boiling soap with her naked hand
and suffer no harm. IIe had also seen rexl ghosts and eould
give the time ard place of each partienlur instanee, that his
statements were not doubted by me at that time. Ouce le
told ine how to become a wizard. The formula was long and
diffieult to remember and I do not think that T ever quite
magtered it. Altogether it was a grewsome ceremony, full of
cabalistie words, strange oaths and horrible incantations,
warranted to raise the devil, and when his satanie 1mnajesty
appeared, he would confer the coveted power upon the candi-
dute. Curtis knew how to prepare charms, tell fortunes and

lLiad all the mystieal love of the ¢soteriec philosopher of the
baclkioods.



ZACHARIAH WEST

was another quaint charaeter. I do not think that he ever
owned a home but he managed to vear a large family of Dboys
and one girl. West was a good hand at ordinary farm work,
was not lazy but lacked the power to plan employment for
himself. SBet to perform a task he would work faithfully un-
til the task was completed, but was unable to go beyond that
and begin a new pieee of work npon his own initiative. He
rarely ever received money for his work, a sack of corn or a
side of hacon satisfied his demand for wages. During the
war West guit talking snddenly, and for several wvears did
1ot speak a word to anyone. Whether he was unable to talk
or had quit for fear he might inadvertently say something
that would endanger his life was never known. After reveral
years of silence Lie began to talk again, but his organs of
speech had been so long unused, that he never afterwards
spoke distinetly.

West had a son ealled Gudg, and a story passed carrent for
many years of how West undertook upon a certain oceasion
to show off Gudg’s manners to a neighbor.  Gudg, so the story
ramu, was at the woodpile chopping wood when the old man
deeided npon the test. “*‘Now listen,” said the old man fo
his neighbor. Then, #Oh,Gudg!’? +*Sir,”’ came promptly from
the Loy, “Ilear that,’” said the proud futher, ‘“‘inost mannerly
Loy you ever seed in your life. ¢‘Now listen ; Oh Gudg.”" Again
the answering “‘sir’’ from the boy, tothe increasing delight of
his fathey. The old mmaen was elated and he ealled the thind
time, but Gudy’s patience was gone und instead of the rvespeet-
ful “fgir,”? there came back such a fearful torrent ofinvective
mingled with profanity that the neighbor was lworrified, bat
the preud father never turned a hair. He just smiled and
when the boy ceased he inerely said, ““There, spunk and man-
ners too, by gad,

This same Gudg enlisted in Price’s army, and upon one
occasion while doing picket duty with striet ovders to let uo
one pass who did not have the eonntersign, General Price and



staff came dashing along and were promptly halted by Gudg
and told to advance and give the word. It so happened that
none of the party knew the countersign and the General rode
forward and announced that faet, adding that he was General
Sterling Price and ordered the strenuous sentry to stand aside
and let them pass. But Gudg did not move nor relax his
warlike attitude. Gudg stuttered when excited, and his reply
was characteristie: ¢‘It d-don’t make a d-damd b-b-bit of d-
d-difference if y-you are g-gineral Jesus C-c-christ you c-e-
can’t pass here without the p-p-password,”” and the General
and his staff sat there in a4 pouring rain until & messenger
could be dispatehed to headguarters. When at last the eaval-
cade resumed their way the General raised his hat to Gudg and
complimented his fidelity to duty.

JEFFERSON KELLY

lived on a little spot of eleared ground known as ‘‘Kelly’s
Deadening.”” He was a sort of jack-of-all-trades, but well
digging was his principz] business. Kelly, like West, led a
shiftless existence and eked out a living for himself and fam-
ily by doing all sorts of odd jobs for his neighbors. At house
raisings, hog killings, and in harvest time Kelly was alwuys
in demand and made a full hand. It was, however, during
“protracted meetings’’ that Kelly was at his best, for as an
old brother put it, “*Jeff was able in prav.”” During a revival
Kelly was the very embodiment of religious enthusinsm and
always oceupied a prominent place in the ‘‘amen corner’
where he established a sort of community of respectability be-
tween himself and the pillars of the chureh for the time
being. But Teff never tried to extend the recognition grant-
ed here, beyond the doors of the ehureh. He knew his limi-
tations, and recognized the ditference between religious toler-
ance and social recognition. It was the custom during the
war to hold prayer meetings at private residencesand a man’s
welcome more often depended upon his politieal faith rather
than his religions convietious. Here the gray haired father



invoked the Divine protection of his boy who was battling at
the front and for the ultimnate triumph of the cause which he
believed to be just. While Kelly had uneither boy nor politi-
cal convictions he always rose to the spirit of the oecasion
and if prayer could have saved the day and turned the tide of
battle, the Southerm Confederacy would have won hands
down. Af one of these mweetings held at Uncle Isaae Jordin’s
Kelly wasealled on to lead in prayer. He opened up all
right and got throngh with preliminary matters in his usual fe-
lieitious manner, but somehow when he came to disecuss po-
litical issnes he seemed to lose his grip. Isase Oxford and 1
wers small boys at the time, and were devoutly kneeling in n
durk corner of the room. It oceurred to us that Jeff needed
encouragement, and we began to supplement his feeble peti-
tions with hearty ‘‘amens,” ‘*do, Lord,”” and “God grant it.”’
Kelly did not know the sovrce of the endorsement which he
was receiving but it revived him at oace, and he fairly outdid
himse]f, much to the delight of two small boys. But the se-
quel for one of us at least was not so amusing. Mother wes
present, recognized my voice, and gave me one of the worst
whippings that 1 ever received. That settled the matter so
far as I was concerned. I never encouraged Kelly after that.
He might have got stuck in the middle of a prayer aund stayep
there for all Ieared.



RELIGION IN THE EARLY DAYS.

“There is in the nature of man,’’ says Dr. Walker, ‘tor
in the eiremnstanees in whieh he is conditioned, something
whieh leads Lim to recognize and worship & superior being.
What that something is, is not important in our present in-
quiry ; whether it be & constitutional instinet inwronght by
the Maker; whether it be a deduction of universal reason, in-
ferring 2 first eause from the things that are made; or the of-
fects of tradition, descending from the first worshippers;
whefher any or all of these, the fact is the same—mnan is a
religions being; he will worship.”” And the pioneer was no
exception to the rule. Rejoicing in his independence, he yet
felt his hielplessness and dependence should some nnexpected
calamity overtake him. He was much alone and solitude is
said to be ‘‘the mother of great thoughts,’” and it was by an
easy and naturnl transition that the thonghts iuspired by the
vast solitudes of the forest and the prairie should lead through
nature up to natures’s God.

The ‘‘girenit rider’’ followed elosec upon the heels of the
enrly settlers, and was.always & welecome guest in the log
cabins of our fathers. He wus usually a man of little lenyn-
ing, but unbounded zeal; a man with an easy eonscience and
a good digestion. He traveled from one settlement to an-
other on horseback earrying a pair of hnge saddle bags which
coniained a few arlieles of elothing, a bible, and tracts upon



various religious subjeets, thus ecombining the offices of
preacher and colportenr. He was moved by an honest desire to
be useful and helpful to his fellowman, and although he asked
for nothing heyond the ineans of subsistence he gave frecly
of all that he possessed. It mattered little whether he was
called upon to perform a marriage cevernony, preach a funeral,
assist at a log rolling or “‘take up a corner’ at a house rais-
ing, be waited for no second invitation, but just sailedin and
did his level best. He knew Lis people and kept in touch
with them. But lie naver lost easte by assisting in heavy
work. Always he was ¢‘the preacher’ and was respected ard
venerated as a man set apart for God’s worle, If he assisted
at a house raising or any kind of work on whieh a nwnber of
men were engaged, he generally made it a eondition prece-
dent that if he helped them work through the duy they were
to come at night to some eabin in the neighborhood ard lLear
him preach. And thus did the cirenit rider ‘““Become all
things to all men, that by all means he might save some.”’

Hymn books were scaree and the prencher nsuaily
‘‘lined” tne hymns; that is, he would read a conple of lines
and the eongregation would sing these, and so on, with alter-
nate reading and singing, the song would proceed to the end.
The preacher employed a peenliar intonation, and oceasional-
ly one would be found who was remarkably effective in this
style of reading. Sometimes iu gentle supplieation, again in
mournful eadence, then vising like a pean of victory, he
would read into the lines the intense emotions and longings
of his own soul. To this sort of veading, men and women
with strong, untrained, but not numusieal voices wonld rve-
spond ¢ with the spirit and the understanding.” And thus
did owr fathers and mothers worship God in song.

The eirenit rider was indeed a “rough ashlar” eompared
with the polished pastor, but in the matters of unselfish devo-
tion to the canse of his Master, untiring zeal in the pursnit
of his labors, and in the absolute sincerity of his convietions
he wonld in nowise suffer by comparison with his miore eru-



dite brother of to-day. IIe helieved in a personal God and a
peripatetic devil that was liable at any momtent to make o
square meal off some nnsuspecting sinner. Theve was noth-
g negative about his preaching. The existence of heaven
and hell, the certainty that those who accepted God’s terms
of snlvation would be saved and thut those who rejected them
would be eternally damned were postulates predicated upon
the word of God and he therefors spent vo time in speculat-
ing upon the fact. FHades had not been invented then and
the pioneer preacher depicted in lurid langnage a literal hell
““‘where the worm dieth not and the fire is not quenched,”’
that those wolves who masqueraded in sheep’s clothing in
this world would find themselves wearing hot jackets in the
next. The primitive preacher often becane personal in his
sermons, and would single out some old sinner and twn up-
on him the batteries of his dennneciation with such certain
iim that it was impossible for his vietim to dodge the hot
chot and pass them an to his neighbor.

Among the old heroes who first came to the Grand River
eountry to spread the good news the names of a few have
eome down to us. but of the men themselves we know but
littte. Among the first preachers were Abraham Millice and
Robert Morgan. Then there were the Ashbys, Thowas ani
Benjamin. Benjamin was a quiet, taciturn nuiur,  while
Thomas was the soul of good cheer. Ie had the 1ove of God
in his heart ard showed it in the best way possible by loving
nis fellowmen. As a sheplerd looking for Jost sheep he
never stood upon eeremony. If men wounld not come to Lim
he would go to them, Wherever there was an unsaved sonl
there was work for him to do and he never shirked. It is
said that he wonld find his way into a grocery, as the snloon
was then called, and make himself so agreeable that when the
liour for preaching arvived, he had only to say, “Come, boys,
it’s time to go to chureh,” and the crowd would follow him
almost to a man.  William Redmond was another of these
pioneer preachers, and had the distinetion of having had



meore children named after him than any man who was ever
in this part of the state. William Robinson also belonged to
this period, as did George Flint, Cooper, French and others
whose names I have forgotten or possibly never even heard.

So far as my information extends the first ecamp meet-
ings in the Grand River country were hetd at a camp ground
on the Kessler farm in Livingston county. Just when these
meetings began I am unable to say, but I learn from dJudge
Joshua T, Hieklin that when his father came to this part of the
state in 1839 eamp meetings had been held annually for sev-
eral years at the place above referred to. The ‘‘campers’”
had built log eabius so as to enclose three sides jof a squave
piece of ground of about an acre or more injiextent. The
south side of this sqnare was left open and pass ways were
left between the cabins at the corners In the oper space in
this square a sort of arbor covered with hrush was econstruet-
ed and seats were provided by laring logs at suitable dis-
tances apart and scross these hewed puncheons. A ‘‘grnm
spring’’ near by furnished an abundance of water. Ilere in
that early day eame Wm. Martin, Andrew Ligift, James
Leoper, Wm. Dryden, Richard Chenoweth, Dr. Samuel Ven-
able and his brother Williami, Washington Anderson,
Schivers, R. W. Reeves, and their families, neighbors, and
the stranger within their gates. It is said that Reeves had
attended these meetings for years, but all efforts to bring him
into the fold lind failed, but in 1843, the year in which Wil-
lism Miller, the founder of the sect known as Millerites, had
prophesied the end of the world, Reeves concluded to take no
chances on being eanght in the final eatastrophe of a burning
world without retigions protection and joined tha churel.
Miller died December 20, 1849, without seeing his propheey
fulfilled, but Reeves remained steadfast until the time of his
departure.

These were held at this place until as late as 1854, They
were usnally held in the month of Angust, and it was a pe-
riod of physical relaxation and spiritoal upbuilding to owr



fathers and mothers, and afforded them an opportunity to en-
Joy the socinl amenities of life for a brief season. Heve tle
people would come bringing with them bedding, eooking uten-
sils, and provisions, and make themselves reasonably emn-
fortable during their stay.

It was at this camp ground or one similar to it that Dr.
Caples first met Bishop Marvin, who was then a young man.
In his aceount of this meeting Caples says: It was a gloomy
morning and a drizzling vain was falling, but the people in-
sisted upon having serviees at the vegular howr. In this di-
lemma I suddenly recalled the fact thiat a young man had been
introduced to me the evening hefore as n preaching brother,
and T at once sent fur him and told him that I would expect
him to conduct the morning services., e offered no objee-
tions and at the appointed time I had the satisfaction of see-
ieg the young man nount the rostrum in that dripping arbor
while I viewed the seene from the inside of o dry and eom-
fortable eabin near by. Marvin gave out a bymn whieh the
Devple sang with considerable spirit, offered np ashort prayver
and soon was preaching I eould hear him fairly well from
where [ sat, but soon I was seized with a desire to get nearer
and presently I found myself standing out there in the rwin
oblivious to physical discomfort, eompletely charmed by the
matehless eloguenee of this unknown youth.””

In 1855 the place for holding eamp meetings was changed
#nid & new camping ground was loeated a shovt distanee nort]-
west of Jamesport, and near a vever failing spring in James
Callison’s pasture. Here the necessary arcangements were
made for the aceommodations of the people. No cabins were
hnilt at this place, the elose proximity of the town making i
unnecessary. There were perhaps a few teuts and the usnal
arbor in which to hold services, bt no permanent improve-
ments. DBut two or three annual meetings were ever held at
the new location and the last meeting closed on the 10th of Sep-
tember, 1857, closed with a free-for-all fight. The tronble
originated in this way: Someone had erected a tent not far



from the ecamp ground and furnished it with 2 barrel of whis-
ley. It was probably soma such anarrangement =as this that
pronipted Defoe to declare that:
““Wherever God ereets o house of prayer
The Devil always builds a ehapel there.”’

The devil’s ehapel was well patronized and soon one of the
goats wandered over among the lambs wlhere he was promptly
arrested by the faithful shepherds, and impounded. The
prisoner’s friends at onee organized a party, and started to
rescue him. In doing this they showed lack of good judg-
ment, for they found that these quiet citizens were bad men
to stir np. They stood close to natnve’s primal law of self
preservation and had not progressed sufficiently far iv the di-
vine philosophy of the new eovenant to be able to “‘turn the
other cheek.”” The old law of an eye for an eye and a tooth
for a tuoth—the law of retalintion and revenge which two
thousand years of Christ hac failed to abrogate—appeanled
strongly to these virile men. They placed a liberal interpre-
tation upon the injunetion to “‘Live peaceably with all men so
fur as it lieth in you,” and it did not lie in them to huave their
rights invaded and themselves insnited withont resenting it.
From all aceounts it was a bloody fight and the disturbers
were driven from the grouuds in defeat and disaster, While
a number on each &ide received serions and painfnl injuries,
lugkily no one was killed. A number of indictments were
found against different men engaged in this disgraceful affair
bat the war eowming on soon after I find no record of any of
them ever having been brought te trial. In an idle howr I
hunied np some of these old indietmeuts and with idle ewri-
osity read them over. The names contained therein wounld
sonnd familiar to many of my readers, bnt it is not my pur-
pose to mention them here. Most of them have pussed away
and I have no desire to spealk disvespectfully of the dead or
to wound the feelings of the living,

Thus passes into history the eamnp meetings of our fath-
ers, and this notible phase of the religions life of omr anees-
tors becomes but a pleasant reminiseence.



RELIGION IN THE EARLY DAYS.

(CONTINUED.)

During this period the population had increased rapidly
and the people were better fixed financially and they were
able to erect a few church buildings in different parts of the
connty. And so it was that the old itinerant preacher who
believed that he was called of (God to preach the good news,
and who, whetlher mistaken in the source of his eall or not,
answered promptly without stopping to inquire what the sal-
ary would be, was superseded by the regular pastor at a
stipulated price.

A few of the old veterans accepted the new order, and
took regular work, but many of them still wanted to ‘‘go
where the harvest was golden and the reapers few and garner
sheaves for the Master.

Among the first choreh houses erected in the eastern part
of the connty were the Clear Creel church, Harmony, and
just west of Jamesport, the old Kefron chapel.

The Clear Creek church still stands in a fairly well pre-
served condition. Most of the old time leaders of the congre-
gation that assembled there have passed away, There were
Nathaniel Davis, Hiram Poe, William Fads, Gabriel L. Bal-
linger, who, like the Old Guard, ‘‘died, Dut never swrren-
dered’’ their faith. Phillip B. Smith, who stood shoulder to
shoulder with these men in the battle for righteousness, still



lives, and so far as I know is the only smrviving member of
that little band of true hearted men who held this congrega-
tion together for so many years.

This congregation of Diseiples had been in existence long
before the war and dated back to the early settlement of the
county. Elder George Flint preached for them along in the
forties, and later Dr. Jourdan of Chillicothe, Mo., John H.
Ballinger, David T. Wright, Joseph Davis, and others whoso
names I ecannot recall preached for them. Elder Wright
edited a religions monthly ealled the ¢‘Christian Pioneer,”
which he published for several years at Chillicothe, Mo. This
publication was established in 1860 and was at that time the
only one under the control of the Christian chureh west of
the Mississippi river. It was ably edited and numbered
among its contributors many of the ablest men in that ehmrch
Among these there wers Jacob Creath, Bepjamin Loekheart,
J. M. Henry, Calvin Reasoner, B. H. SBmith, J. W. MeGar-
vey, and besides, many laymen of prominence.

In 1865 Jacob Creath declared that he had besn preach-
ing for 48 years and had received less money and more abuse
than any man in the Reformation. I have not,’” said he,
ttreceived to exceed $600 during the past four years.” DBut
he never stopped to ask the price when there was work to he
done.

In looking over a hound volume of the Pioneer I find
many things to reeall the past, and mark the changes that
have taken place in the last forty years. Under date of
March 19, 1565, John A. Brown of Daviess county writes an
interesting letter to the Pioneer. In it he speaks of attend-
ing a meeting at St. Joseph, Mo , and says: *I happened to
he there two nights during that meeting and saw them im-
merse in the meeting house and was favorably impressed at
the time with the propriety of that arrangement.’”” He then
proeeeds to make a strong argument in favor of placing a
baptistry in each echureh house, ‘‘where all could be accommo-



dated at all times withont let o1 hindrance.”” While there
was no very pronounced oppositicn to the infroduction of the
haptistry, there were yet n great many people, who, perhaps
as o matter of sentiment rather than of faith, preferred to he
immersed in the waters of some runmning stream. I know
that this was my own feelings in the matter, for when I unit-
ed with the ehureh under the teaching of Elder Wright [ in-
sisted upon going to Clear Creek to he bapiized. There was
no baptistry in the old Clear Creek church and the ice was
some two feet thiek. Elder Wright was at that time eld and
rather feeble and Benjamin Matchett, then a young preacher,
offered his services. We went to the place where a hole of
convenient size ind been cut in the ice, were lowered info
this watery grave and there he haptized me.  Althoneh it
was 1 bitter eold day and we had to ride some distinee to a
farm house to ehange onr clothing, T suffered no ill effects
therefrom,.

A host of reminiseences connected with the old chureh
at Clear Creek erowd upon me, but I must push on up to Old
Harmony,for these awaiting me are Rev. John W.French, Al-
fred Cooper, Wm. Houston, the Ragan Brothers, Amos Coen,
and many other preachers of the Cumberland Presbyterian
fuith, together with with a host of my old time friends, and
neighhors waiting to be told about.

Among all the preachers that I ever listened to at this
place I think now that Wm. Houston impressed me wmost.
Houston was rather under medinm size, slender and wiry;
sharp featured with deep set conl black eyes which under ex-
citement glowed like coals of fire. He was an eloguent and
impassioned speaker and carried his andience with him at will.
There were no thirty minute sermons then. When the preach-
er got thoronghly wound up and started he just went on as
far as the road was cut ont. [ remember of listening to
Houston preach one night from the words: ‘“Ephraim is a
enke not tnrned.  Strangers have devonred his strength, and



he knoweth it not: Yesa, gray haivs are here and there upon
him, yet ke knoweth it not.”” THe must have spoken for at
least two hours. It was one of the most teirrifie arraignments
of the world, the flesh and the devilthat I ever listened to.
Leaning far over the pulpit his thin visage flnshed with emo-
tion, his piereing black eyes glittered like gleaming daggers
of the mind,his long bony index finger fixing his hearers, while
from his lips there fell a torrent of scorn and condemnation
for the faults, follies and foibles of the world, that he ap-
peared more like the incarnation of Apollyon than a messen-
ger of peace. Nor was his preaching ineffective. I saw one
night twenty-one new converts, who had come into the fold
under his preaching, stand up to testify as to what the Lord
had done for them. It was an indescribable scene and one
long to be remembered by those who witnessed it. Some
were talking, some crying, others laughing, some shouting
and singing, while the contagion communicated itself to the
gudience and from all parts of the house came the ncise of
shouting,exhortation and song. Mothers, fathers, children,
neighbors and friends mingling their voices in preyer and
praise and glorytying (tod. TFor perhaps two hours I stood
near the center of the building, leaning against a pillar,
strangely interested in this weird seene. While I felt no in-
clination to take part in it, I never for a moment doubted the
absolute honesty and sincerity of those who did.

The old Ketron chapel stood about a mile west of James-
port. It was long ago abandoned as a house of worship, but
is still standing and has for mnany years been used as a baro.
Here in its palmy days eame some men of remarkable power.
Its old walls have echoed to the matchless eloguence of such
men as John D.Vineil and Bishop Marvin, while many lesser
lights have labored here.

I recall an incident that occurred here during the Civil
war whieh illustrates the petty annoyances to which the peo-
ple were at times subjected by irresponsible, roving companies



of militia. A meeting was in progress and a company of
these tin soldiers happening to pass that way thought it
would be rare sport to stop and hold a flag over the door so
that the people would have to pass under it as they came out
of church. When services were over the people hegan to
file ont. When they saw the flag and realized the purpose to
which ‘‘old glory’’ was heing degraded they were naturally
indignant. But while there were flushed faces and eyes blaz-
ing with anger and indignation there was no word of protest
and nearly all had passed out when it came the twm of a
spirited young woman to pass under the flag. As she came
in reach of it she siezed the flag and tore it in two. For this
she was arrested and held prisoner for a short time, but this
experience did not have the effect of increasing her regard
for the men who disgraced the uniforms they wore and the
flag they bore that day.



So far these memories have dealt mainly with biographi-
cal sketehes of the early pioneers. Before going further it
may not be amiss to take a brief glance at the daily life of
the early settler. While his life was one that ealled for mueh
of toil, havdships and privations, he still had his pleasures,
his pastimes and amunsements. Nor was the social side of
life entirely neglected. Tor the enlightenment of the young-
er generation and in order that they may have a better under-
standing of the men and women of the early days, we will go

$Buek where the latch-string’s a-hangin from the door,

And every neighbor 'vonnd the place is dear asarelation,”
and see

* % * » ¥ ¥ (Tha whole kit and bilin;

A drivin’ up frow Shallor Ford to stay the Sunday
through,

And I want to see ‘em hitehin’ at their son-in-laws’, and

pilin’
Out there at Lizy Ellen’s like they used to do.”
No, the pioneers did not make fashionable calls. They did
their visiting in the earnest, wholchearted way that they did
everything else. And what a hearty welecome was accorded
the visitors—the more the merrier, and how genninely glad
the people were to see each other. TIlow well they eould
adapt themselves to the limited space in the little cabins and
nobody feel ecrowded in the least. If it was winter timne they
gathered about the big fireplace and while they warmed, the



cooking went on and savory smells of ““hog and hominy’’ filled
the room aud whetted the edge of appetite. Great eorn
tpones’’ or eorn dodger eame crisp and brown from the oven,
and the big dish was piled high with fried pork or bacon and
there was cotfee for the big folks and sweet millk for the
little fellows and occasionally some preserves that had been
kept for company. And when the mother aonouneed that
supper was ready, then ‘‘pap’’ would say, ‘*Bring your cheers
and set up,’’ and the table would he surrounded and every-
body invited to help themselves. And what ingenuity it took
to find beds for all, and how they laughed over it and made
light of difficulties until 4 way was found to make everybody
comfortable for the night. Then the men would go outside
while the women and children went to ed and then come in
and go to their appointed places.

After breakfast we will leave the women folks to talk
over their affairs and tell each other of the spinning, eoloring
and weaving, of the garments made and knitting done, and
of the Inek they had in making soup, and go out and **knoek
'round”’ the place forawhile. Wesee a large yard sur-
rounded by o low rail fence and a path leading to the *stile
bloeks’’ in front of the house. [hese stile blocks were sec-
tions sawed from some large treec and were of different lengths,
forming a sort of rude stair steps. These bloeks were chiefly
used Dby the women in mounting and dismounting from their
horses. The wood pile was usually located just outside the
vard fence, wheve the cliips acenmulated from yearto year. In
the rear of the eabin an ash hopperand a large iron kettle hung
ou a pele that rested in two stout Lorks driven firmly in the
ground. TIHere the soap making was done. A short distance
away stood the smoke house built of round logs and covered
with elupboards. The top log usnally extended severnl feet
beyond the end of the building and on this deer skins hung
to dry. Coon and other sking were streteched and nailed up
nlong the sides of the building. There was usually a small
log stable used for horses onlv, as eattle and sheep found



shelter among the friendly hreaks of some nearby branch or
creck. The cattle were swall, wild and inelined to be vicious.
Hogs were of the Razorhack variety. Iam unable to give
their pedigree. It was probably lost in antiquily or some
other place unknown to the writer. Dut the Razorbuck never
seemed to feel the need of o pedigree. He was the most in-
dependent hog in the world. They never waited for an invi-
tation to enter a cornfield, If the fence was too high to
elimb, they could turn on their side and go through a four
ineh crack without tronble, Nothing made the Razorback
happier than to get into a cornfield on a rainy day and have a
boy and half dozen dogs ehase hin. He might lose an ear,
somnetimes both ears, but the loss of his ears was not sulli-
eient to hring about lis regeneration and canse him to re-
form. He was a living example of total depravity, never
eood until he was dead and nothing extra then. It may be
that if his genealogy could be traced far enough, it would e
found that some of the swine into which the devil entered
escaped drowning and the Razorback was a lineal descen-
dant of the survivors and inherited the traits of his ancestors,
devil and all.

The horses of the early settler were better bred than either
his hogs or cattle. The original stock had been brought
mainly from Kentueky, the land of fair women and fast
horses. As oxen wero generally nsed for tiie heavy work of
the farm, horses were reserved almost exelusively for riding
purposes.  And for this they were especially adapted, being
snure footed, uetive and possessed of great powers of eundur.
auce. In many a mad race to the land office at Pluttsburg,
Mo., the ownership of a coveted claim was often decided in
favor of the man with the best horse.

Bacli herd of cattle that roamed the range was under the
loadership of some old monarch of the prairies who had vin-
dicated his vight to rule in many a hard fought battle with
gome weaker aspirant for that honor. In those early days
the law of “natural selection,”” and the “snrvival of the fit-



test,”” prevailed. When the virile powers of some old time
leader of a herd began to wane, he was speedily supplanted
by a younger and more vigorous animal. These duels were
terrible in their intensity of purpose, and the unyielding
courage of the eombatants. We shall never forget ome of
these duels which we witnessed when a boy. Riding aeross
the prairies one evening, our attention was attracted by the
bellowing of a young bull who was sounding his challenge of
deflance. Knowing that it would soon be answered, we
stopped to watch the result. Presently we saw another bull
leave the herd that was grazing quietly not far away and ap-
proach the younger champion. No Knight of the Round
Table ever bore himself with s lordlier mien, or walked the
garth with o more martial tread. When within twenty feet
of each other they stopped, and as they stood bellowing defi

ance, each looked the very incarnation of insatiate vengeance
and intensified hate. DBut the time for action had come.
Warily they approached each other, sparring with the skill of
trained gladiators for an opening. Round and round they
went, gradually contracting the intervening space between
them. Neither scemed ina hurry to begin.  Both seemed to
realize that it was to be o duel to the death. At last there
was a4 momentary halt, and then eame a mad rush, asd they
closed with o shock like a thunder bolt. There was no ad-
vantage, each had eaught the other fairly on the horns. They
seemed to be momentarily stunned by the terrific ounslanght,
but they quickly recovered and then ecame the terrible trial of
strength, skill and aetivity. Their hoofs sank deep into the
vielding sward, their mighty muscles contracted into great
¢hords, while sinews and tendons seemed ready to snap un

der the tervible strain. Again and again did the young bull
brealk his hold and strike for a vital spot, but as often did his
skillful and vigilant antugonist veceive him upon his sturdy
horns. Now the old bull is rushing the fight, his antagonist
slips—is almost down—the old bull will win; buat no—the su

perior activity of the younger animal now comes into play and



quickly recovering he springs aside and darts squarely at the
old bull’s side, ecatching him in the flank, infliets a terrible
wound ; maddened with pain and growing weak from the loss
of blood, the 0ld bull begins to fight wildly, and again and
again is he wounded until at last his tottering limbs refuse to
vespond to the eall of his ecourageous will and he falls, Tke
victory is won, and the victor walks prondly away to join the
herd that has passed out of sight over thzridge, and eclaim
his kingly rights. The sun goes down and the stars shine
out, while far out ou the lonely, silent prairie the old monareh
lies dead npon the field of battle.

Hunting was the chief pastime of the earIy settlers. And
it was not altogetler for pleasure that they followed the chase
or stalked their game in the silent woods, for wild game
formed no inconsiderable part of their daily fare. DBulitisa
poor sort of hnter that follows the trail from necessity or
for the simple love of killing. The true hunter loves to fol-
low the untrodden ways of vast solitudes, with eyes alert to
the color, form aud texture of leaf and shrub and flower, the
ever changing lights and shadows of the landscape and ail the
bright visions of nature’s pulsing life. With ear attuned to
catch the import of every variant sound, his soul drinks in
the message bourn on the wings of whispering winds, the
musie of the babbling brooks and the wild bird singing to its
nesting mate its song of joy. And his soulis filled with joy
and exaltation when beholding nature in her wilder moods.
Sowetimes from the friendly shelter of sowme overhanging
rock he watches the wild sweep of the storm, listens to the
thunder, peal on peal reverberating from eliff to eliff, and
sees the century old oak shivered by the lightning’s forked
shaft. TFor him the woods are God’s great story book., Here
he finds:

“Tongues in trees,

Books in the running brooks,
Sermons in stones and good
In everything



And out of the vast silence there comes a voice and
“Qome wander with me,’’ it said,
Into regions yet untred,
And read what is stil! unread
In the manuscripts of God.”
And so by degrees the hunter becomes half poet, half natural.
ist, a mystic and a dreamer unfitted for the more practical
things of life.

But the necessities of the pioneer were too pressing to ul-
low him to go to extremes in this direction. His equipmnents
consisted of a long barveled flintlock rifle, provided with a
receptacle in the breeeh to hold his “patching;”? a leathern
sliot pouch and powder horn. In the home the rifle was al-
ways placed in a convenient place, usually over the door. I
Lave wondered how this almost universal custom of placing
the vifle over the door originated and can only account for it
upou the hypothesis that it marked the survival of some
primal custom of the days when a man’s house was his castle
and lie its sworn defender, Then incase of sudden attack,
his first thought would be to bar the door, the next to secure
his gun, and so they were placed near each other that these
defensive nets might be us near as possible simultaneous.

Game of nll kinds was plentiful, but the pioneer did ot
waste ammunition on the smaller sort Wwhile deer and wild
turkeys were to be had, If quail or prairie chickens were
wanted, they eould be easily trapped and as for squirrels—
well, it took as much powder and lead to kill a squirrel as it
did to kill a deer. There were also tyarmints’’ of great va-
riety. The timber wolves, gray, gaunt, savage brutes that
usually hunted alone and the prairie wolf, & smaller and
mnore timid variety that always hunted in  packs. The gray
fox, raccoons, OPPOSsIM, minl, skunk, gronnd hog and other
varieties of fur bearing animals. whose skins passed current
as o medium of exchange, abounded along the streams.

The early settlers were fumons for dogs and children. A
stranger approaching a froutier cabin wonld halt at a respect



ful distanee and hollow ‘“Hello.”” The auswer to this friend -
ly hail was then made by the outer guard of dogs in every
immaginable key from the sharp stascato of the savage cwr to
the mournful bass of the old lead hound. The door of the
eabin would then be cauntiously opened by a woman with =a
child in lLier arms and six more hanging to her skirts, who
sharply questioned the stranger at the gate, and if the an-
swers returned proved him to be worthy he was invited to
“Light and look at your saddle,” the dogs were ealled off
and the stranger permitted to eater in peace. In addition to
their duties as outside gnardians of the cabin home, these
dogs rendered useful service in the ehase of deer, hunting
wolves and fur bearing animals.

Three methods were employed iv hunting deer: DBy
stalking the game, driving with honnds, and shooting by fire
light at o deer lick. When either sport or unovelty was de-
sired, one or the other of the last two methods was employed,
but where the hunter wanted meat, he would go alone or per
haps with a dog that could be relied npon to follow close and
keep quiet no matter what happened. If there was a good
tracking snow it did not take the hunter long to find deer
signs. It was then simply a question of matching reason
against instinet and manseraft against animal cunning. If
tlie trail led straight away with long even steps the hunter
kuew that the deer was traveling leisurely and unless dis-
turbed would not go very fur. But when the trail began to
zig zag it was a pretty surc indication that the deer was tired
of browsing and was looking for a place to lie down. Now
e muter needed a'l his knowledge of wooderaft. He stops
and makes a careful survey of the country ahead and on each
side of trail. If nothing is discovered he moves on silently
as a shadow, stooping to avoid low hanging limbs and ecare-
ful not to step upon dry twigs, pausing at short intervals
to look and listen. Tvery sense, especially those of sight
and hearing, is keenly alert. The tension is almost painful
in its intensity. Suddenly he stops and his gaze is riveted



upon an objective point some distance away. For some
moments he stands motionless as a statue, hardly seeming to
breath, then apparently satisfied with his observation, with a
swift silent motion he brings his rifle ivto position, takes a
quick, steady aim and a sharp report awakens the echoes of
the forest and yonder, seventy-five yards away, a deer bounds
into the air, makes a few convulsive leaps and falls dead.
The novice wonld have passed it by unobserved. Perhaps
there was only a slight movement of the animal’s head, the
flicking of an ear, but however slight the motion, it was suf-
ficient to cateh the trained eye of the experienced hunter.
Huating wild turkeys afforded hardly less sport and re-
quired, if anything, more skill on the part of the hunter than
was requirved in hunting deer. Extremely shy and watehful
and choosing for its haun.s places where o dense undergrowth
favored its concealment, it was most difficult of approach.
The chances were even that the turkey would see Dbefore it
was seen, and then a warning note would be sounded and the
floek would either fly, seattering in every direction, or would
disappear as silently as so many shadows. It depended on
the time of year as to the method employed in hunting tur-
keys. Along in the late summer or early autumn the half
grown turkeys could be flushed by a dog and while the dog
attracted their attention while they were perched in the trees
out of his reach they could be picked off almost as easily as
tame fowls, Later in the season, after the leaves had fallen
on a night when the moon was high enpugh, it was good
sport to go into the woods and shoot themn from the roost.
When this kind of sport was desired, it was best to go into
the woods ubout sundown and locate the turkeys by listening
for them as they flew up to roost. As a rule the turkeys
would ehoose as their roosting place the tallest trees along a
ereek and in order to reach thein they would start to fly from
some neighboring bluff, and of a still evening their noeisy
flight could be heard fur a long distance. To the inexperi-
enced, it was a matter of no little surprise to find how small a



turkey appeared at night when perched in the top of a tall
tree. The hunter must know what be is looking for if he ex-
pects to see them. In this kind of shooting the hunter gets
in a position where the tarkey is between him and the moon
and the moonlight glinting upon the gun barrel enables him
to aim with almost as much aceuracy as he could in the day
time. 'The learner usually rviddled a good many squirrel
nests and knocked the bark off of numerous knots before he
learned to distingnish these objects from the game that was
sought. DBut the method that required the most skill and af-
forded the best sport was the one employed in the early spriug
during the mating season. There would comne a time along
in March when there wonld yet be a tang of winter in the
wind, but the warmth of the sun’s rays had melted the snow
and the water trickling down the hillsides in little muddy
streams had caused the branches and creeks to rise, and
overhead the sky showed blue between drifting clouds that
were mirrored in wind shivered pools; and long lines of
geese and ducks and brant harrowed north; and from out on
the prairies cane the booming note of the prairie chicken as
he wooed his mate to the trysting place; and from far away
in the depths of the forest came the rancous sound of the
wild twrkey’s gobble, then was the season ripe for this rare
sport If you are a hunter, then it is that the fever gets into
vowr veins and you just have to go. So the next moruing
abont the time that the light of the morning star begins to
pale before the coming of the gray dawn you shounlder your
rifle and are away. You follow an old wood road until it
ends abruptly on the suminit of a high bluff, then down the
bluff by & narrow trail, across the creek on a foot log, then on
and up a long white oak ridge that slopes gently to the creck
bottom, on to where there is open timber and there in 1 tree
top that blew off last snmmer when the leaves were on, you
find a place of concealment and are ready for a time of wait-
ing that will sorely try youwr patience. The denizens of the
woods begin to awake. A erow ealls noisily to its mate from



a near-by tree. A woodpecker is tearing bits of bark and
decayed wood from a dead snag while industriously hunting
for his breakfast. A squirrel comes lopeing along, spies you,
seents danger and seurries away to his den tree and disap-
pears in a hole only to reappear a moment later, but so slow-
ly and eautionsly that his head seems to grow out of that
hole. But just then you are awakened to the faet that there
is something else astir in whieh you are more interested, for
off to the south a turkey gobbler is making the welkin ring.
You thrust your hand into your shot pouch and fish out a
turkey bone and cautiously imitate the call of the gobbler’s
mate. A short silence and another gobbls tells you that the
turkey is slowly approaching in answer to your call. He is
perhaps not over two hundred yvards away. Now all your
skill with the turkey hone is required. A single false note
and the hird wonld flit like a shadow. You eall again sofily,
barely loud enough for him to hear and this time he answers
promptly and yon ean hear the rustle of his wings as he
struts through the dry leaves. You are now able to deter-
mine about the point where the turkey will appear- and yon
get into position so that when the time comes you can fire
witliout maving, taking the preepution to eoek your rifle lest
the elick of the hammer should alavm Lim. Now you ecan
see him approuching, now stopping to gobble, now running
forward, extendine wings downward until they finally be-
come so rigid that they seew to act as breaks and stop him,
but always he is ecoming toward you. He is too close now to
risk a eall. One hundred, seventy-five, only fifty yards and
in plain view. And right here, if you are a novice, you get
o0 nervous that you cou!do’t hit the side of a barn, bat if you
have been there before you take ecareful aim, fire and the
turkey is yours.



PASTIMES.

As I have already said, the pioneer boy managed to ex-
traet considerable pleasure from life. He had his times of
relaxation and indulged in the recreations and amusements
peculiar to his time,

In the winter time dances were frequently held at some
neighbor’s house, and a general invitation was extended to
all who might wish to participate, Sometimes these dances
were preeeded by a corn shueking, a log rolling, or a honse
raising, On oceasions of this kind there was a tacit nunder-
standing that only the boys and men who took part in the la-
hors of the day wers entitled to participate in the pleasures
of the night. And this rule was rarely infringed, for the
pioneer boy had his eode of honor and he was too prond to in-
trnde where he had not earned a weleome.

At these gatherings the men came early and worked with
a vim. There was always more or less generous rivalry in
their attempts to out do each other in feats of strength, en-
durance, and skill in performing the work in hand. At honse
raisings the huge logs had to be earricd to the proper place
and then raised by sliding them up long ¢*skids’ to the top
of the building where they were received by the men who
“itnok np the corners’ by chopping a notch in the under side
of the log and fitting to the “saddle’ on the log below. Two



men of abont equal strength would pair at the hand spikes
with which the logs were carried and when it eame to a heavy
lift, woe to the man who failed to *“keep up his end of the
hand spike.”’

As a rule the laziest man in the community was the first
on the ground on oeeasions of this kind, and did more work
and made himself more nsefnl than any two other men pres-
ent. I have such a man in mind to whom a house raising
was a joy and a hallelujah. He always expected (and was
seldom disappointed) to find a jug of whiskey on the ground
and he at onee made its aequaintance and constituted himself
its guardian ad litem for the day. He never allowed any
whiskey to be wasted. If a man wanted a drink he would ae-
eampany him to the jug—just to see that none of the precious
liquid was wasted. Nov wonld he allow anyone else to get
drnnk. Svoner than have such » thing happen he wonld will-
iugly have drmnk every drop of that liquor himself,

Not many log cabins were built by the younger genera-
tion. I witnessed their passing and in their place came the
box honse of the praivies, As I remember now Aaron Woells
built the first box house in our neighborhood. I was present
when he began this building and saw-the eorner boards putin
place and the plate nailed to the top of them. There was not
a stndding in the buildieg and the denizens of the solid old
log cabins shoolk their heads as they contemplated this frail
strueture and coufidently predieted that it would “hlow over’’
with the first strong wind. That was at leust thirty five years
ago and that house is still standing. There were but few of
this kind of buildings erected aud the box house period was
briet. To these suceeeded the substautial frame structures of
to day which are not only more srtistic in design, but also
more comfortable and durable,

The danee that usnally followed a corn huskiug furnished
fau enough to fally pay for all the work that had heen done.



The workers usnally guit about fonr ¢’clock in the afternoon,
weut home, did up their chores, changed their elothing, and
then went after their girls. The young men did not have
buggies then, but their horses as a rule would ‘“earry double’’
and if the young lady had no horse of her own, why she
could ride behind her escort. The pioneer girl did not stand
on ceremony and when it was a question of gefting to a dance
she did not gquibble about methods.

The familiar figures of the old fashioned eotillion were
generally nsed. The round dances were little known and
never found much favor with these people. The round dance
was eutirely too tame for these rollickicg youngsters, where
the best darcer was the one who could make the most noise
with his feet. The young man who was properly attired
wors tight fitting calfskin boots with very high heels and red
tops; and in order that the beanty of the red tops might not
be concealed Lis breeches were thrust into his hoots. Some-
times a young man would further ornament his feet with a
pair of bell spurs which also udded greatly to their effective-
ness in making a noise while dancing. Aud there was nsual
ly more or less whiskey and when the bottle was passed to
the girls they did not always refuse.

Sometimes two lusty rivals for the affections of some coy
maiden in a fit of jenlons rage would retire to the seclusion of
the back yard and proceed to settle the question of priority of
the elaimants’ rights. And they also fought upon other pre-
texts, for, like Dumns D’ Artagnan, they ‘‘never missed a
chance for a fight.”” I remember being at a dance at John
Brown’s one night and a young doetor who was present by
some reason failed to respond when his nnmber was called
and the next number was called, the set filled, and the dance
weut on. The uext round, however, the doctor was on deck
demanding the right to dance. The floor manager (I think
his name was Newton) informed the doctor that he would



have to wait until his number was reached again in the regu-
lar order. To this the young Aeseulapius vigovously object
ed, the argument waxed hot, and finally the doctor ealled
Newton a liar. That always meant war, and the word had
hardly left the doctor’s mouth when Newton’s pistol popped.
I think it was Clay Oxford who kmoeked this pistol up, and
the hall went into the ceiling, doing no harm. But a little
Jisturbanee like that did not interfere with the dance. It is
quite probable that none of us had ever heard of Byron, but
we were in the mood to encore the sentiment:

“(On with the dance,

Let joy be unconfined,

No sleep ’till moru when youth and pleasure meet,

To chase the glowing hours with flying feet.”

To the ‘‘unco guid or rigidly righteous’” amoug ms who
looked upon a fiddle as the instrument of the devil to lure
weak and unsuspecting souls into the depths of the bottom-
less pit, dancing was uneompromisingly denouneed. But the
children of these good people wanted to be ammsed, so they
vrganized ‘‘play parties’” where “Weevilly Wheat'" and
#(O1d Sisler Phoebe,” together with n lot of other plays that
were only modified dancing with an occasional kiss thrown in
as a sort of sance to their otherwise unpalatable amusement,
took the place of the objectionable dance.

Dancing, then as now, had its ardent friends and bitter
enemies. The ehureh hwrled its annthemas against it, paren-
tal authority was invoked to assist in stamping out the evil,
but for all that the young folks daneed on. 1 vemember of
leaving an old preacher pour out the vials of his wrath upon
the giddy yonths who were daneing along the “Primrose way
to the eternnl burning,” and he declared these offenders
would finally be dmnned and doomed to ‘‘dance ‘Juba’ in
their bare feet upon the red hot cindevs ot the bottomless pit
throughout the endless ages of eternity."’



Good fddlers were scarce and always in demand. Nearly
every boy wanted to be a fiddler, but fiddlers like poets are
born, not mude. I suppose that when the desire to do some
pariicular thing is strong enough in us that we will find a
way. [ remember that Ike Oxford wanted to be a fiddler, but
he had no fiddle As he was buta boy and had no money with
which to buy the eoveted instrument he conclnded to make one,
An ax and a barlow knife were all the tools at his command,
and armed with these he went to the woods for Lis material.
With infinite patience und no little skill he finally fashioned
an instrument upon which he learned to play. Its tones per-
haps could not vie in sweetness with those of a Cremona ora
Stradivarius, but it satisfied the eravings of this boy’s soul
huuger for the “‘concord of sweet sounds.”’

Of all the old time fddlers I think that Abe Blakely
pleased my faney best. Abe was a Kentuekian and his mu-
sieal reportoire consisted of plantation melodies, gigs and
hornpipes. He could play the ‘“Arkansas Traveler'” and in-
terlard it with the eonversition between the ‘“Traveler’” and
the Arkaueas fiddler, which never failed to provoke generous
applause from his hearers. He conld ent all sorts of anties
with his fiddle, sometimes holdiug the fiddle behind him, at
other times with the bow between his knees and the fiddle in
both hands, he played and langhed and sang the old plania-
tion songs. 1 knew him well and I never heard him say a
harsh or unkind word of any man. He spent his last night
om earth playing for a dance The moralist may bold up his
hands in holy horror at this, but who knews but what this
gentle, kindly soul in that ‘‘mortal hour’” swapped his bat-
tered old fiddle for a golden harp and is now making celestial
musie in the paradise of God.

There was wooing and wedding then as now, and the young
couple who began their wedded life withont a rousing chari-
vari would have felt slighted indeed. But theve was seldom



cause for compinint along this line, far it required but little
effort to get up a charivari party. When a wedding occarred
no matter what pains were taken to keep it quiet,it would leak
ont, for the whispering winds seemod to bear the message far
and wide, and then as if by common consent the elans wounld
gather in foree, avmed with guns, eowhells, hunting horns,
and tin pans—anything in fact that was ealeulated to add to
the volune of discordant din whieh they proposed to raise
abont the ears of the newly wedded pair. Scouts were sent
out by the ebarivari party to keep watch npon the movements
of theiv intended vietims, and these faithful spies would re-
port from time to time so that the location of the wedding
party was generally known hefore the party started. W hen
the time for action arvived the motley crew would ride away
into the night, moving swiftly and silentiy as shadows until
they wers near their destination. They would then dismount,
tie their horses, and hold a ensultation. Someone who was
well acquainted with the lueality was chosen to lead, then
slowly and with the greatest cantion the final approach was
legun. This was a trying time to the younger members of
the crew. The suppressed excitement, the entoreed restraint
was 80 trying upon tlhe verves thut sometimes you felt like
you wanted somebody to kiek you real hard just to relieve
the tension. Finally the yard fenee was sealed without dis-
covery, then eame the final line up, n few whispered orders,
1 wild rush and the house was surrounded and pandemoninn
broke loose. Old muskets and shot gnas ““voileyed and thnu-
dered,”’ cow bells “jungled out of tnne,”” horns blared and
fin pans rattied furiously, mingled with yells that wonld have
made an Indian brave turn green with envy, all eomnbined to
awaken the newly wedded pair to the Eaet that they had not
been forgotten, and that the matter of their eharivari was be-
ing attended to with a eon-eientious regard for the proprieties
of the veeasion. Alter the noviee got 1nto action. and lad



fired his gnn or rattled his tin panand yelled a few times he
lost ul) nervousness avd got down to business like & veterau.

[n the first 1ull there was nsually a call for the bride and
groom. If they gratified the curiosity of the serenaders then
all was will and the party dispersed. If they went further,
us they sometimes did, and invited the intrnders inito the
house—that was better and ended in a feeling of good fellow-
ship all around. TUpon the other hand if the bridal party 16
sented the intrusion (a thing that rarely huppened) and re-
fused to appear, then began u siege that was simply a ques-
tion of endurance, and in these contests the besiegers were
usnally vietorious, sometimes going so faras to foree an en-
tranee into the honse and compelling the Lride and groom to
appear.

In tLese rough and tnmble orgies there wus always a
chanee that someone wonld get hurt, hut I do not re-
call that anyone wws ever seriously injured. I have a very
distinet recollection of the night we charivaried John Kineaid.
1 was armed with an old fashioned dinner hora about four
feet long and was making an earnest and energetic attempt
to wnke my part of the noise. The serviees had not been in
progress very long when John’s father appearedat the door
and althongh we conld not hear what he siid, it was evident
from his manner that he was not in a very angelie frame of
mind. The old man was a blacksmith, strong as a horse, and
had quite a reputation as a fighter. He was not n handsomo
man even when in a good humor, but when his features were
distorted bv anger he had a wng on hitn that would stop »

cloek. As I came around the liouse I eanght sight of the ol
gentleman, saw that he was mad and in order to enconrage
Liim,while he was looking the other way, I stuck that old din-
ner liorn 1p to his enr and blew a blast that nearly knocked
Lim oft the steps., This attempt succeeded so well that T tried
it again. In this I exercized had judgment, for as 1 ap-
proached for the second attempt the old man landed a kick



on the end of the horn that sent me reeling hackwards, and 1
earried my mouth in a sling for weeks afterwards.

Perhaps the reader is beginning to think we were a pretty
rough lot. But if you will remember I admitted at the out
get that we were only about half civilized. A mamma's dar-
ling with the ambrosial locks wonld have felt as sadly out of
place among us as ‘*Joe Folk’” would to find himself con-
sorting with a lot of boodlers.



PASTIMES.

[CONTINUED]

But as time passed we did not stand still. Our opportuei-
ties for mental enlfure were very limited, Always fighting
wilh a broken sword, we still had the conrage to strike for
higher things. Books were scarce and diffienlt to obtain
When I was but « small boy my grandfather gave me four
books, a history of the United States, and eopies of Young's
Night Thonghts, Burns and Shakespeire. When I was
erown I had read no other books, but I had read these u great
deal. At first in reading Shakespeare my immature mind
could grasp little more than the thread of the story, but as I
went back to it from time to time as I grew older I began tu
dive deeper and bring up richer treaswves from wufathomed
dapths of this great ‘‘intellectual ocean, whose mighty waves
touehed ull the shoves of thought.”’

Some of the boys, more fortunate than [, were sent away
to school, and these returning showed usthe way to  better
things. A literary society was organized at old Havmony
church and here we mef once o week to debate some question
and engage in otlur literary exereises.

One of the most etfective debaters belonging to our elub
was John Rhea. He had attended the common schools  some
+ud had attended one or two terms at MeGee college  Tall,



straight, with black eyes and hair, endowed with an imperi-
ous will that conld not brook opposition, he was a fearless
and fluent speaker. He always dressed wall—mneh better
than his associates, and as he was uot over fond of worl some
of the boys would oecasionally want to know how he could
get such good clothes, and to guestions ot this kind he wonld
reply that it was “‘a poov eommunity that conldn’t afford one
gentleman.””  Another point in Rhea's philosophy of lifo
was that any fool could make u living by hard work, but that
it took u smart wan to live without it. Rhea died many
years ago while eomparatively a yonog man.

James B. Drummond, ¢ Little Jim,” or “Thumb,’” as the
boys ecalled him, was the Cicero of our elub. Always quick
to deteet the wealk point in his adversary’s argnment and ever
ready to take advantage of it, he would go aftev his antago-
wist like a hall hornet after a honse fly, and he always had lis
stinger out. If a ueat job of skinning was to be done by
common eonsent the assignment went to Jim. Jim and I
were boon companions in onr boyhood days, The fact that
our fathevs were dead and our mothers widows, ‘‘fond of mno
gsecond love,’’ but with unselfish devotion, living and toiling
for their ehildren, created a bond of union betwen us. We
would often swap work and the days thus spent were happy
ones, for while we worked some, we also found time for other
things, Ouce we huug a dog for killing sheep, but the act
was not done hastily, but after a fair nnd impartial tria]l in
whieh Jim appeared ns proseenting attorney and I aeted as
judge. The forms of justice may not have hecn tuily ob
served, for the dog might have “stood npon his eonstitutional
rights and demauded trial by a jury of his peers "’ The evi-
denee was purely eireminstantial, but strong and  eonvineing,
in fuet alinost tantamount to the dog having been ‘‘caught
with the goods.”” We adjonrned court to the scene of the
murder in ord-r that the eorpns delicti might be fnﬂi_\' estab-



lished. The dog manifested ronsiderable nervousness when
confronted with the body of his vietim, a fact duly uoted by
the court. The prosecntor then pointed out the further facts
that the dog was still ‘‘red with the life blood of his innocent
vietim and had wool between his teeth.”” That settled it.
Without unnecessary delwy the dog was found guilty,  The
summing up of the evidence was short and in rendering judg-
ment the comrt directed the dog be taken to the ncarest lean
ing tree and there hunged by the neck with hickory bark un-
til he was dead. The cowrt then adjowrned to the woods
where the exeention was earried ont without anger and with-
out pity.

On another occasion we were playing in the barn lot
where there werce a lot of sheep when Jim told me of the fun
he lind been having with the sheop by driving them into the
barn, then layiug his eoat across the door sill, run the sheep
ount and see them jump that coat. He wanted to show me
and I was wiiling to be shown. The sheep were soon in the
baru and Jim started 1o lay his enat across the door when all
at onee a happy thought strnck him, and he announced that
in~tead of using his coat that he would lie down aecross the
doorway as that would frighten the sheep more and make
them jump higher. e then laid down npon his fuce and 1
started the sheep, but at the last moment Jim realized that he
could not lie on his face and see the sheep jump, so just as
the first sheep reached the door Jim flopped over on his back
and ax the sheep 1muped' it striuck the top of the door, which
was rather low, with'sueh torce that it fell almost stunght
down, landing on Jim’s stomach with all of its feet.  Before
Jim could recover from his surprise another and another sheep
had repeated the performance and now they were pouring out
in a woolly torrent. Jim yelled like an Indian, tried to get
up, tried to shoo the sheep back, but true to sheep nature
they kept eoming. Finally extricating himself from the



wriggling mass of mutton, Tim was pretty badly battered and
wheu lie saw me laughing it made him wmad as a wet hen.
But Jim never stayed mad very long at n time and we were
soon looking for new adventures.

Jim learned the blacksmith’s trade, married and settled
in Carlow where he still lives and where iy working at his
trade, merchandising and trading, he has become well fixed
and is the same genial, whole-sonled Jim that he was in the
long ngo.

But if Jim was the Cicero, Marve Seroggins wuas the
Demosthenes of our ¢lnb,  Seroggins was mmried and mueh
older than the other members, but as he was dividing time
between falling from grace and trying to be » preacher at
thix time Lie joined the club in order to enltivate his oratory.
He Lad enltivated the prencher’s voice by ealling hogs and
driving oxen until his stentorian tones weve a sort of eross
between a fog horn and a ealliope. 1f Serogging was short
on idens he was always long ou words, and althongh the
“thread of his verbosity was stronger than the staple of his
avgment’’ his long sentencos had the ponilerons roll of
Homerie hexameter that made up in sound for what it lacked
in sense. He was a sort of *‘oratorieal hurdy gurdy” and it
wus jnst beantiful the way the boys used to sail in anl pune-
ture this ‘‘bug of sweetened wind’’ und ennse him to callapse.

During a protracted meeting Marve would work with the
atmost zenl nnd he exhibited the utpost concern for the
spiritna) welfare of his ““neighbors and his ueighbors ehil-
dren.”’ Hig intentions were possibly good, but his insistance
was at times nonoying  One duy some of the boys found a
nest of yellow jackets in the wouds near the ehmreh and it
was snugested that Marve be introdueed to them. In order
1o carry ous the suggestion some of the boys went to Marve
at the noon hour and professed great coneern about ther spir-
itnal prospeets and axked as a special favor that Murve vetire



with them to the seclusion of the woods for a season of secret
prayer. Muarve was delighted with the request and announced
his readiness to go. When the penifents reached the veliow
Jacket’s nest the boys thought it was just the place for
their purpose. Marve thought they might find a more se-
eluded spot, but the boys insisted and Marve yielded the
point and was soon putting up a fervent petition in their be-
half. With elosed eye~ and upiitted hands Marve wns warm-
ing to his work when one of the boys stirred the nest and the
vellow jackets swarmed out in foice to repel the attack, The
boys retired so gnietly from the zove of danger that the first
intimation thut Marve Lhad that anything was wrong was
when the yellow jackets began to prod him. Perhups he had
vizions of another Pentecostal shower and toogues of five
that were hitting him in spots, but at any rate he suddenly
adjourned the meeting and hegan to fight yellow jackets and
say things that are not found in the Sunday school books.

Columbus Burge was perhaps the best educated boy
among us. e had attended college, had plenty of native
ability and was u good student. He hud a good command
of lnngnage and was a close and logiceal reasoner.

Joe Snider, while not possessing the gift of gab to a
marked degree, was yet a ready writer and eontrihuted many
epiey articles to the ‘‘Jackson Astonisher,’’ onr society paper,

George Peniston wus another member of our elub, He
always spoke slowly and with great deliberation. One night
we were disenssing the old yet ever new question of women’s
rights, and when it eame to (teorge’s turn he opened by say-
ing: ‘‘iFentlemen, there is a difference bhetween men nnd
women’’—then paused, and with grester emphnsis, contin-
ned: “I say gentlemen that the Almighty made men and
women different.’”’ Here he pansed again. This was an op-
ening for the opposition that could not be overlooked and
someone uttered a fervent ‘‘Thank God for the difference.”’



At this another member of the opposition was on his feet in-
stautly. He arose to a point of order, interrnptions of this
kind were indeeorous and in bad taste. The speaker had
simply stated an axiomatieal proposition and moved that he be
permitted to proeeed with his argnment. The foregoing 1is
given as a sample of the running fire of (uestion and eom-
ment whieh each spenker had to endure at the hands of that
¢inb.

Another membsr was Dr. Givdoer. The Doctor was per-
haps forty years old at this tima, » widower, and anxious to
contraet a seeond matrimonial allinnee. A number of hand-
gome yonng ladies attended 1he meetings of onr eiub, and io
oue of these the Doctor was paying his deveirs. The old
rooster likes to eackle amovg pullets and the Doctor was reg-
atar in his attendanee and usualy ou the program, as it pave
him an opportunity to air his superior knowledge and shine
by eontiast with a lot of rustie youths.

One night while arguring -ome guestion the Doetor
dwelt at considerable length npon the yonth, inexperience
and general lnek of knowledge on the part of his opponents
and argued from this their utter inability to grapple with the
question under diseussion. It Tell to my lot to reply to the
Doctor. I was an indiffevent speaker, as the few things
that | knew had a way of vanishing wheniver I was on my
teet and partienlarly anxionsfo'ise them. But for onee I
was eager to get the floor. 1 felt that the boys owed  the
Doetor a few things and were expecting me to make pay-
ment in kind. I prefaeed by admitting our jonth, plead
guilty to laek of experience und while admitting the fnither
faet that our stoek of genaral information was limited, that
it was made up sntirely of staple articles.  Winle denying
that yenth was necessarily the badge of ignorance, that we
hiad before vs a living exemplifieation of ‘the fact that age
was hot always a synonym for sense.  Thit while youth some-



times assnmed the prerogaiives of age that this spectacle was
not 50 deplorable as that of decrepit age trying to ape the
follies of youth. Arvgned from this that it was far hetter 10
be a youth in his non-ange than an old man in his  dotage.
Pirated freely from Pitts' reply to Walpole, pavodied parts
of The Deserted Village and sat down feeling pretty well sat-
isfied with my performance My self complacency was rude-
ly jurved however when the next speaker hegan by suymng
that as 1 had confined myself to a personal attack upon his
honorable colleague there was nothing in all that I had  said
that called for a reply, a: d leaving ns to settle our personal
differences in such manner ax might suit us best he wonld
proceed with the argument of the gue:tion.

Jerry Lile was a good uatured giant who used to attend
onr meetings, bot I do not reeall that he ever attempted to
speak but onee. The boys insisted that Jerry try his hand,
and while hie protested that he ¢‘Just eonldn’t make a speech,’’
iu the end he yielded, for he was too good natured to refuse,
And Jervy tried, It Jerry eouldn’t get any sand on the rails
and the whecls of mewory began to slip and he slid back
into silence. 'Then it 8eemed to strike him very forcibly that
there was something very humorons in the hare thonght of
bis trying to make a -peech aud he began to laugh. Now
Jorry’s langh was a sort of eross between the bellow of a
bull and the neigh of a horse and when he began to langh all
other bu-iness had to be suspended.. B3ut if Jerry could not
make u speech he eou'd swing a six ponnd ax like it was n toy
and eould make more railroad ties in a day than any man I
ever raw. I know, for | worked with him at one time snd he
conld make two ties to mv one and do it easy,

Louis Kineaid wns another one of the hoys that nsed to
gather at Old Harmony. Louis was n bullet headed, square
jawed hoy with the conrage and tenacity of n mll dog, and n
restless energy thnt never tived.  He conld stand rough  jok-



ing as long as » joke wns intended but when yon nsed rough
epithets to him it was slways best to ‘‘smile,” as he might
misteke your meaning.

Ouce Louis had a pair of mules that he thought a great
deal of and when they were stolen he did not wait to mnotify
the officials but started in pursuit alone. He followed the
thieves across Northwest Missouri, and over inte Kansas,
gometimes losing the trail, then finding it again, but always
with the persistence of a pursning nemesis hung to their
trail like a bloodhourd and finally coming up with them took
the mnles away from the thieves and returned in trinmph
with his property.

And so I might go on indefinitely telling of these sturdy
sons of the pioneers who were trained in the lists of the prai
ries and the tourney of the woods, but lest I tive the paticuce
of the reader I will pass on.



PASTIMES.

[CONTINUED)

The Fourth of July was celebrated in the backwoods in
due and ancient form ‘‘with bonfires and illuminations with a
few side attractions thrown in for good count.” It took a real
old fashioned country boy to thoroughly enjoy au occasion of
this kind. Not that his patriotism was inerrased by listen-
ing to the reading of the Declaration of Independence or the
florid utteraovces of the orator of 1he Jday, for to neither of
these did he pay the slightest attention. DBut he would loat
around on the outskirts of the crowd, munch gingerbread and
drink ved lemonade, throw at a nigger’s head stuck through a
sheet, chase the greased pig, vide, ov attempt to vide the buck-
ing mule, throwv vings for a cane that he seldom got, and
whieh wounld have been useless to Lim if he had; worked the
wheel of fortune for vigars that he could not smolke, wake
vain attempts to climb the greased pole, get lots of fun out of
the saclk race, swing his best girl, and then in the evening
they would find a secluded spot where free from prying eyes
they rould hold each other’s hands and watch the fireworks,
and irdulge in an exchange of those silly nothings aod whis-
pered confideuees that would start a little bird to singing in
their hearts, and 1t would sing of love, and the joyous ten-
derness of that sweet refrain “I love you wonld echo
throngh the corridors of their hearts and lighten the toil of
many a weary day. Aund the pext morning he would get up



with a dark brown taste in his mouth that would require a
month of corn bread and buttermilk diet to thoronghly eradi-
cate.

Along in the autuwn when the Indian snmmer days had
eome and the forest was radiant in its robings of erimson and
zold; when the leaves were drifting down with every passing
breeze ; when the grasshoppers froze by night and thawed in
the mellow sunshine of the afternoonsalong the old rail fence;
when the barefoot boy vkipped gingeriy over the frosty
gronnd in the early morning, and warmed his rusty fest
where some friendly eow had taken her nightly rest; when
the hills looked gray and distaut in the dull haze of the som-
her days;

«When the frost was on the pumpkin and' the
fodder in the shoek ;"
the stone brnise healed, and the boy cowld wear~ his Winter
boots ; then it wis that the boys would begin to lay plavs for
a ecoon hunt.

Saturd 1y night was usnally chosen. as this wounld give
them all day Sunday in which to recuperate from the effeets
of a long tramp through the woods that sometimes covered
miles of territory. About sandown the hounds would be
called tagether by blowing the hon and they would instantly
gather, yelping, whining and howling in every imuginable
key. The hunting hora of the early duys was made by saw.
ing off the poiut of a steer’s rorn and hollowing ont & mouth
piece. Sowme uf these horns were not only large and very
long, but beautifu!ly curved s» that when scraped thin snd
polished they were very handsome, and a practiced hand conld
plow-a blast on one of thuese that eould be heard for miles.

After their tirst ebullition of joy at the prospect of a
hunt, the houads would trail along quietly until the huating
grounds were reached. Hore we would slacken our pace; and
give the dogs time to cover the ground. Oune of the young



dogs opens on a trail end we halt and listen o moment. But
the old dogs do not join and we move on. Theyounger mem-
bers of the e:owd are getting impatient, but some of the old-
er ones remark that It is a little early yet.””  Presently an
old lead hound opens, just a single note, and to the trained
ear there is something of doubt and uncertainty mingled with
anelement of hope in that single note. It is a eold trail, and
the old dogs work slowly while the young ones dash here and
thers vainly trying to pick up the trail. Slowly but surely
the older dogs work it oat, and as the trail gets warmer their
baying becomes more frequent. It is getting warm now,even
the young dogs begin to join in occasionally and soon. the
whole pack is running in full ery and a erowd of lusty boys
bringing up the rear, scrambling through the underbrush,
leaping fallsu trees, Munning flush with the hounds and yell-
ing like demons. The chuse is leading towards the creek and
as the pack reaches the stream the chase is checked. As we
eomne up we see the young dogs running around in & helpless
sort of wav. The trail has ended at the water’'s edge, but the
nld dogs lose little time. They are searching the banks of
the stream and soon one of them ‘‘speaks’” and the pack
knows that the trail has been found and now they are off like
the wind. There is no uncertainty now. Confidence is the
dominant note in all that babel of sound. Itis a hot trail
and they are sending that coon home in & hwry. But now
the chase has stopped suddenly. There isa momentary si-
lence and then comes one long drawn note which is instantly
succeeded by a very pandemonium of barks and howls. It
tell« the story as plainly as if the message had been spoken
by human voice, that the eosn is “‘treed.”” In crossiug the
creek and-the swiftness with which the last run was made by
the dogs, the boys have become seattered and left behind, but
now there is a wild dash toward the yelping pack and it is
every fellow for himeelf and: the devil take the hindmost, If



it is & clear starlight night and there are not many leaves on
the tree it is possible to see the coon, but as a rule the coon
would seleet not only the largest tree in the woods, but one
that afforded the means of concealment as well. Of course if
the eoon could be seen it would be an easy matter (o shoot it,
but that would be a poor sort of sport. The thing was to get
the coon and dogs together and witness the battle royal that
would ensue. This could only be done by chopping the tree
down. A fire would be built on ench side and at aconvenient
distance from the tres and the work of felling the tree would
theu begin. As fast a= oue tired another chopper would take
his place and the tree was soon ready to fall. Out in the di-
reetion in whiclh the tree would probable fall and beyoud the
Jine of danger sonte of the erowd wou.d b. stationed to hold
the dogs. When all was ready, a few vigorous strokes of the
ax and the old monarch of the forest would begin to ftopple
and then come down with & erash that would awaken the
sleeping echoes. As the tree struck the ground the dogs
were loosed and immediate!y surrounded it. It sometimes
happened that the eoon would jump before the tree struck
the ground and it he escaped uninjured, would make off
through the woods and reaeh another tree, but as a ruls ths
eoon wonld be fonnd by the dogs ~omewhere among the limbs
of the tree and tuen the battle would begin. I uever eould
get much enjoyment out of this part of the program. None
of the boys followed the dogs more eagerly or enjoyed it
more, but when it eame to killing the coon, somehow I al-
ways sympathized with the eoon. The combatants were =0
unequaily matehed that the enon was dooned to make a hope

tess fight, and the fact shat he alway= tonght bravely to the
last and died game, enlisted every sympathy of my boyish
heart. Only once do I remember of seeing a coon  get away
from the dogs. It was a elear moonlight night and the coon
was surprised by the dogs while he was fishing for erawfish



along-the banksof a lake. The coon took to the «water and
the dogs after him. 'The:fight that ensued was one of the
most exéiting that I ever witnessed. A dog wounld seize the
eoon and the cocn wWould whirl on his antagonist:and have his
head under water so.quick that the dog would be forced to
release his liold and swim for his life. ©One dog after :an-
other bravely went to the assault-only to ‘be vanguished by
the valiant coon. Finally the combatants were far cut inthe
lake aud the dogs weary _and discouraged returved to the
shore, while tha vistorious eoon swam to the opposite shore
and disappeared in the darkuess. ‘He'had made.such a game
fight that-ws let-him go numolested: for that night at least.
Frowm.ous to half a dozm coons were the nsual rresults of
a hunt. Th3 young:r-mamnbsrs of thyerowd had the som:-
what doubtful houor of carryiay the peliries and the ax, car-
rying-wond £ir the fire and in other ways making thamselves
useful. Sometimes the hunt would be prolonged imte the
‘twop smy’’ hours of the mnoroning wnd the violent exercise
would produce a ravenous appetite. At such times it was:an
easy matter to skin a coon and-roast choiee bits over the glow-
ing embers, and these eaten without salt wonld .appease the
pangs of hunger and we would then rake together a pile of
leaves and lie-down by the fire, drop into .a dreamless -sleep
from which we would he aronsed all too.soon to eontinune -our
tratup
The-1ast coon huunt that I took part in along: Graed river
bottom was nearly thirty years:age. Levi Murry and I start-
ed oue-evening about dusk from his place, accompanied by
four hounds, all veterans of the chase, and rode off toward
the river. As we neared the river south of Carlow, we heard
a pack of hounds running.in full cry upon the opposite side
of the stream. The pack;was-probably a mile away and we
drew rein.and sat on our horses listening for some time.
Finally Murry remarked, “‘I think thatIknow that pack ; they



are all young dogs and the tiail is leadiag to the river. If
the coon crosses they will stop on the other side. We will
jnst go on a little nearer the river and wait. If the coon
grosses, aud the other dogs do not follow, we will pu. our
dogs in, and beiug fresh they will tree thatecoon in ten min-
utes.'’

Murry’s prognosis proved correct and the plan worked to
perfection, The coon crossed, the other dogs stopped, our
dogs were turned loose, and inside the limit set by Murry,
that coou was up a tree. Buf what a tree. It was very dark,
but when I reached the tree zrd began to feel around it to de-
termine its size, it was so large that I was opposed to entting
ir; but Murry insisted, saying that it would be too bad to
disappoint the dogs, that the tree leaned and being a cotton
wood would chop easy, and so on, until I yielded the point,
and we began the task. Murry was left handed »nd did hi-
stunt first. I think that he probubly got thirough the bark on
the side toward which the tree leaned when he came to e
puffing like a tortoise, for he was very fleshy and not used to
work of this kind, and said that he thoughl that most of the
chopping could be done from my side of the tree. I began
and for at least two hours 1 worked like a Trojan. The tree
was nver four feet in diameter and the ax handle would nut
reach across the stump. At last I had ths saticfaction of
hearing :t crack and begin to quiver and the ax sank deeper
into the yieldiug wood. Murry who had been industrivusly
holding the dogs for at least an hour, uow moved oot of ravge
of flying limbs and with a few more strokes the old giant
started and with a desfening erash it came to the ground.

Murry turned the dogs loose and they wade the cirenit of
the fallen tree, but no sigu of the coon. I then took a fire
brand and making my way among the debris of broken limbs
finally found the coon stone dead—Xkilled by « flying limb as
the tree was falling:



And so for a time we lived, toiled, suffered and joyed,
and then passed on. But in passing we witnessed many
wonderful changes. We saw the old blue sterm waving in its
summer sea of glory, and we saw it vanish and the blue grass
take its place. Andwe saw the prairies broken by huge elum-
sy plows, drawn by from four to six yoke of cattle ; and again
we saw it broken with a riding plow drawn by a single span
of horses.

Following in the footsteps of our fathers we eut our
grain with a cradle, but we have lived to see the veaper, aud
that in turn replaced by the self binder.

We saw the flail nod used it threshing grain, aud I have
ridden a horse and ted another around and.around trampling
out the grain that was afterwards gathered up and winnowed
by hand; and 1 saw the horse power thresher come upon the
scene only to be replaced a little later by au improved ma-
chine rue by a traction eugine.

To raise a crop of corn we plowed the ground, marked it
off both ways with a single shovel, dropped it by hand and
eovered it with o hoe. Afterwards it was cultivated with bull
tongue single shovel and diumond plows, going twice or three
timesin a row. All this has been c¢hanged, the labor les-
sened and the work expedited by the use of improved machin-
ery.

We have seen the razorback hog grudgingly give place to
his more aristoeratic brothers with less nose and more ham
than his predecessor. We have seen the lumbering mail
conch bearing its meager freight of stale news replaced by the
swift rural free delivery wagons whose faithful drivers
whether amidst summer’s heat or winter’s snow makes his
daily round, for in ‘‘All seasons;

“Trye to the charge he comes
With frozen locks and belted gown,
The herald of a noify world



News from ll vations lnmbering at bis baek,”
and deliversthe metropolitan dailies at distant farm house be-
fore the ink is dry.

Bnt why undertake.the task of reconnting ‘the myriad
miracles of this great industrial age? That the changes
wronght in onr environment has resulted .in manifold bless-
ings goes without saying, and yet:there are times when the
old timer may be pardoned his unspoken longings for ‘the
freedom of other days. If Aristotle was right in his conten-
tion that the son! of the free man was lavger than that of ‘the
slave, then the pioneer had a big soul, for no man ever en-
joyed a larger degree of treedom or prized it more. If then
the restraints of civilization and the demands of the artificial
life prove irksome at times tothose who once knew the larger
freedom, make allowances for them to pass-on. Time is thin-
ning their 1anks:and the old familiar places know ‘them no
more. Their hnnting grounds have been turned into cornfields,
and orehards bloom where onee the forest ‘grew. The log
eabins of our fathers have disappeared and the woodland path
that led down to the spring:is obliterated. Only 'the eternal
hillaeremain the-same. The.groves where once we worshippeil
have been-cnt down and the old altars destroyed. We meet
friend« of onr youth, and as we look upon their faces searred
by the wrinkles of care, and locks silvering for the harvest of
sternity, the conviction isforced npon us.that -we, ton, have
changed-and are growing.old. Over all, the ieouoclastie hand
of -time has written *‘change *

But-after all, it is better so. Better that these changes
should:come, ‘for

T hold it truth with-him-who sings

To one elear harp in divers tones,

That men may rise-on stepping stones

.Of their dead selves to higher things.”/
And the coming generations will mount by the steps our



hands have carved, and where our strength fails and onr la-
bors cease, they will begin with their new strength and with
unabated vigor climb to heights that we could never have
attained. From our schools ,colleges and nniversities they will
come armed and equipped for the battle. Trained in the cur-
riculun of required studies, in the laboratories, the shops
and npon athletic fields, they come, clean minded, clear eoyed
and strong limbed ; alert, resourceful and with the courage
that is born of couscions power they will grapple with the
stupendous problems of the future and solve them.
Then let us be of good cheer. Let us go forward with
confidence to meet the future for
‘‘God is in his heaven and all is well’”’ and we can hold
out our hands to the coming generations and say with Whit-
fier:
¢‘Hgil to the coming singers,
Hail to the brave light-bringers;
Forward we reach and share,
All that you do and dare.”

«The winds of heaven blow o'er me,
And s glory shines before me,

Of what men shall be,

Pure, generous, brave and free.’’



A YOUNGER GENERATION.

It has been my purpose in the preceding sketches to tell
in simple direct language something of the lives and char-
acters of a few of the early pioneers. I have not been writ-
ing obituaries, have refrained from unwarranted pesthumous
praise, and have not indulged in fulsome panegyrics of these
men. [ have tried to obey Riley's injunction to

$#Tel] of things just like they wuz,

They don’t need no excuse;

Don’t tech 'em up like the poet does,

"Till they're all too fine for use;

Say thar wuz 'leven in the fambly,

Two beds and a chist below,

And the trundie beds ’at each helt three,

And the elock and the old buro."
And so I have told their story, asking no praise for their vir-
tnes and offering no apology for their faults, only asking my
veaders to bear in mind that these were strong, forceful,
virile men, their passions and prejudiges uneurbed by the re-
straining influences of culture and social contact, and if at
times when sorely tempted through the medium of appetite
they fell, I can only ask that you try to put yourself in their
place in order to awaken in your heart that broad charity for
human frailty that will lead you to say with Burns:

#Then gently scan your brother man,



Still gentler sister woman,

Though they may gang a kennin wrang,
To step aside is human.

One point must still be greatly dark,
The moving waY they do it;

And just as lamely ean ye mark
How far perhaps they rue it.

#Who made the heart, 'tis He alone
Decidedly can try us;

He knows each chord—its various tone,
Each epring—its various bias;

Then at the halance let’s be mute,

‘We never can adjust it;

What’s done we partly may" computey
But ¥now not' what’s resisted.”’

There are many others of whom I would like to write.
The field is a wide one and rich.in material, but having neith-
er time nor talent I leave the task to abler hands. I have
lifted the curtain of the past that you might have a brief
glimpse of the old Pathfinders, and now will ring it.down and
let it rise again wpon the younger generation.

This younger generation to which I belonged was on the
whole about half civilized. Onr fathers may have enjoyed
some of the advantages of the culture and refinement afford-
ed by the olderstates, but in the freedom. of the wilderness
they threw off mneh of this restraint, and established a sort
of patriarchal form of gpvernment, eracted laws for the gov-
ernment of their families, and. enforced.them. There was &
tacit understanding, that the boy owed service aud obedience
to his father until he was twenty-one years old, and as:a rule
these obligations were faithfully and cheerfully met. When.
the boy reached his majority it was also the. custom for the
father to give him a horse, saddle, and buidle, aud. then. if
the home nest was. somewhat crowded. (as was usually the



wse) the lud was expected to try his full fledged wings in in-
dependent flight and thus mnke room for‘the yonnger brood:

During his minority the bay worked 1 the fields in sum-
mer and in the woodsin winter and ‘when there was. nothing
else to do in winter he could: go:to-sehool. He:became inured
to toil and hardships, but.the hard:conditions witl: which he-
was surrounded did pot prevent him from extracting- o large
amount of real enjoyment from life. His outdoor lite, plain
substantial food and plenty ot exercise developed his hody
and he joyed in living much as-the healthy young snimal en-
joys life.

Of necessity the boy lived: close to.natare. Brought. into.
daily contact, if not conflict, with the great untamed forces:of
nature his life became ‘‘a battle and amarch.”” The love of
lite and the instinct ofs self preservation were strong in him.
In time of danger he was quick to decide, prompt to:act, and
he .could be depended upon to put up a strong fight for exis-
tenee and if in the end he was overcome he went down ‘‘like
the she wolf, biting hard.”

Althongh he was usnally unlettered he was neither
ignorant nor unlearned: If he knew little of books, he had
yet gathered in the field: of observation and experience. much
of the material from which books are: made. He  reasoned,
too~—whether by induction or dedunetion he eould. not have
told you, for he knew vothing of methods, and. these terms
would have been meaningless to him.—but for all that he
reasoned logically and usnally arrived at correct: conelusions.
Often in emergencies-he was called upon to-decide and act up-
on. his own judgment with. full: kroswledge that an:error meant.
disaster. The roads were often little moie than blazed trails,
the streams: were not bridged, and-the crossings often treach-
erous, and' sometimes it was necessary to eross them. When
they were swollen by recent rains. His work in the timber
was not upattended by danger, for in: felling trees:they would:
often lodge and-it would be necessary to go in and ent away:



the smaller trees that prevented them from falling. This
was always more or less dangerous, but the boy measgured his
chaneces for suceess and generally succeeded. Andso it was
by daily contact with conditions that compelled him to reason
that he aequired a mental grasp of things and grew and de-
veloped into a clear brained ‘“ron jointed, supple sinewed”
son of the soil who could do things. '

Among the pioneer, artificial distinctions of wealth and
social position. were unknown. One man was as good as an-
other as long as he behaved himself. The daily life of the
people was much the same.  They shared each other’s .oil
and met upon a common level in a social way. The changing
seas ons brought a change in occupation, thus breaking the
du 1l monotony of existence. In the spring there was rail
fencing to be reset and repaired, plowing to be done, the
crop planted and the sheep to be sheaved. In the interval be-
tween the planting and cultivation of the corn ¢rop we would

take a day off and go fishing.

There was but little pasture lands inclosed prior-to the
close of the Civil war, and stock of all kinds had the free
range of the prairie where the blue,stem gross afforded ex-
cellent pasturage. In summer time the pioneer boy usually
began the day by rising in the cool gray dawn and starting
out on the prairie to drive up the work animals. The boy
would start upon his quest in a rather sommolent condition,
impressed with a feeling that the night had been all too short,
and that for him the gods could grant no sweeter boon than
to permit him to lie down in some fence corner and just sleep
on until his heavy eyelids wonld open wide of their own free
will, But presently the stumping of a sore toe,or the dew work-
ing into grass cats under his toes, would thovonghly aronse
him and he would perhaps ‘‘cuss’’ a little and wake up and
begin.to take notice. Among other thiugs he would proba-
bly notice that the grass on the ridges was about waist high
while down in the swales it was over his head, and that



walking through it while the dew was on was like wnding a
viver. Soon his tow linen breeches would be thoroughly
soaked and clinging to his legs, and the dew would be sting-
ing the tops of his chapped bare feet, while the sharp stubble
where the old grass had been burned was pricking their cal-
loused soles like that many needles, But the boy soon
learned to walk over this stubble with a sliding motion and
by striking the sharp stubble obliguely he could walk with
much less discomfort. The boy usnally knew about where to
look for the horses. It might be a half mile, a mile, or even
favther from home and he was lucky indeed if, when he
tound them, he could catch one and ride back. But it often
oceurred that he was compelled to walk both ways; and return-
ing hot and tired he would snatch a hasty breakfast and then
to the field, where with single shovel, bull tongue or diamond
plow he foll -wed the long rows of corn while his bare legs
burned and his tow linen breeches grew shorter as they dried.
But there was some compensation in the change, for the cool
moist earth in the newly turned furrow felt gratefully sooth-
ing to his tired feet. But éven when plowing the barefoot
boy was exposed to constant peril, for snakes were plentiful
and some of them were so poisonous that their bite often
proved fatal. Of the poisonous kinds, the vattlesnake, cop-
perhead, and spreading viper were the most dreaded. The
largest snake that I ever saw outside of captivity and ‘‘with-
out the aid of licker,”” was a blacksnake which Jim Drum-
mond and I once came across when we were little lads.
When we discovered the snake there was about two feet of
his tail protruding from an old stump. We grabbed the tail
and tried to pull the snake out, but the soake swelled up un-
til his body fitled the hole so tight that we could searcely budge
it. But we hung on and finally Jim announced that. it was
ttcoming.” Thus encouraged we made another strong pull
and released what we thought was plenty for one snake and



Jim ist go and told me to hold it while he spit onrhis: hands.
After performing this-operation Jim thought of something
olse. He was the mostthbughtful boy Uever saw. Jim said
for ‘me:to just keep on pulling as the snuke was still ecoming
all right aud-he-wonld:stind by with theax and but its. head
off when-it wis all out. Well that - snake just kept eoming.:
When about six feet of it was-dut-wiih moreto follow T sug:
gested'to.Jim That he butsitin tWo as'there was-enoughsnake on
the'ontdide toisatisfy any rensongble perdom ButJim was. a
regular hog sherm it eathe'to snakes. He never knew whan
he had enough. After reSting a moment ws then with &
strong pull released the.remminder. As the soake!s head ap:
peared-Jim nttered Beavage yell and-begun to slash ‘it with
the'ax. /The'snake measured seven feet; three-iliches.

The prairiefratifesnakevwas ‘the most dreaded; both on
account of its deddly bite-and:the rapidity with wireh it ‘conld
eoil and-gtrike: It was-much $émaller:than the timbered va
tiety, beingharely bver two and one-half feet long. The
sound of thie rattler’s warnibg note-seémed to touchsome-hid-

den‘spring fin the barefooted boy!s. natomy witch would '

dafise him tomake one of thosesagite backward leaps:that on-
Ly titiva: Misspuriags can exevuts gracefully: ‘and- with ‘re~
quired celeritlr

I ramemblr once whsn-plowing“eqru soiething feanght
ofs-tHe pdint of the-plow andrtlinking that it Was'w corn stalk
Ithisedl therplowsbut of the'ground and Teached down to e
muve it; blit just ther] notived wwriggling massson'the point
of -theiplowytaritithie headsof b prhirfemittlesnake;popped - otit
dhd begabrto: strike vieiously. Itifinally. ‘refeased ‘its: 'tail
and begdn torrattlefuriously. T was-plowing +an. old gray
herse thiat was, so-gentle and minded:the word:sotwell. :that “F
haditied mp the-lines onthe hames, bt gentle -as the horse
wus'in other respeets he'had atdeadly tervor for snakes and
fie'no soonersheardithat rattler thanthe started'and so.‘far -as




1 was able to judge broke all kis previous records in getting
out of the field. I do not know what became of the snake.
At avother time I was binding in oats that had been ecut the
dny before when I picked up a spreading viper with a bundle
and just as I had the sheaf under my arm in the act of put-
ting the band around it the snake glided out, went up over
my shoulder and thenee to the ground while Iengagedin a wur
danee that would have done eredit to » Comanche Indian. It
took some time to restore confidence to the extent that Icould
handle a bundle of oats without first assaying it for snakes.

And so it seemed sometimes to the pioneer boy that old
Father Time kept a keen edge on his teythe and was always
looking for an opportunity to gather him in; and that the
pale rider on his white horse often passed uncomfortably
near, but somehow from duy to day he managed to dodge
both and grow up.

And as the boy toiled through the week in the heat and
dust how he would long for Saturday night and how gladly
he welcomed it when it came. After he had done his
chores and washed the grime from his callonsed feet he would
sit on the door step and listen to the katydids in the old lo-
cust trees, and the whippoorwills down in the woods, &nd
‘dream of the morrow and one long sweet day of rest. And
there would come to him visions of a shady woodland path
fringed with violets and sweetwilliams that led down to the
cooling shadows of the creek and the ‘‘old swimming hole'’
and he would lie down with a sigh of perfect content and
soon be wrapped in dreamless sleep.



JAMESPORT IN THE EARLY DAYS.

In telling the story of the earlv days of Jamesport it is
perhaps best to go back a little and first tell something of
James Gillilan (or Gilliland as the older members of this
family spelled their name) and of some of the other old fam-
ilies of that vicinity.

The Gillilans eame from Virginia, the eldest member of
this numerous family being a eertain Nathan Gilliland, who
lived in Bath county, Va. This county was afterwards di-
vided and Poeahontas county was formed from a part of it.
Hero lived the Gillilands and to the best of their ability
obeyed the primal command to “multiply and replenish the
gurth.”’

John Gillilan, a son of the Nathan above mentioned,
married Mary Waddell, and to them were born twelve chil-
dren—six boys, Nathan, Alexander, James, Wailliam, John
and Samuel ; six girls, Catherine, Mary, Elizabeth, Jane, Il
len, Ann and Rebecca.

Of these we have to do only with James in this sketch.
On the 19th day of August, 1837, James Gillilan and  Bliz-
beth G. Edmiston were married in Pocabontas eonnty, Va.,
and two years iater emigrated to Missouri and stopped in
Randolph county for a short time and then settled in Daviess



county, where for half a century he made his home. To
James and Elizabeth Gillilan there were born eight children,
four of whom died in infaney. Of the other four, three were
girls—Mary, who is now the widow of N. G. Cruzem, and
lives in Gallatin; Anna, wife of George W. Miller ;und Lydia,
who died many years ago. There was & s0n, Nathan, who
died when about 18 years old.

In 1852 James Gillilan made the trip overland to Cali-
fornia, bot returned the following year and bought the farm
upon which he afterwards located the town of Jamesport.

There never was o more generous bearted man than
James Gillilan. As long as he had a home the lateh string
hung out and all who entered found asimple whole souled hos-
pitality that made them feel just like home folks. When
you weat to his house the family dido’t put on their best
clothes and their company manners and smother you wirh at-
tention. They just gave you o friendly weleome aud went
about their nccustomed tasks and Jeft you free to enjoy your-
gelf. Aunt Betiie, perhaps, never presided at a social func-
tion, never “entertained’’ with pink teas or six o’clock din-
ners, but I will venture the assertion that in no howe in Da-
viess county were theve ever fed and lodged more peopls than
in the hospitable home of James and Bertie Gillilan,

Elizabeth Gillilan died in- 1889 and ten years later, Sept,
19th, 1899, James Gillilan passed away and was buried be-
side his wife aud e¢hildren near Jamesport.

In the early days seitlements were only found in the
timbered distriet, henee neighborhoods weve often widely sep-
avated by intervening stretches of prairie. This was so of
the neizhborhoad where I wa: bors, and the ‘‘Auberry
Grove,”’ a- the settlement to the north was ecalled, Among
the firat settlers in the last named neighborhoodd were the
Cullisons, Franklin and James, and James F., a nephew of



the other two. Here also came James P, Drummond, Robert
Foster, Andrew W. Gay, the Willilans, Millers, MeClungs
and Hills, along with a number of other settlers who from
time to time put in an appearance and put their shoulders to
the wheel of civilization to make it go round.

Thomnas Auberry, above referred to, was an all round
sort of a man, just such & man as would prove useful in a
primitive settlement. It is said thst as a justice of the peace
he meted ount justice, mingled with merey, nnd supplemented
his lack of legal learning by a plentiful snpply of horse sense.
He could preach a funeral, preside at a wedding, shoe a
lovse, take up the cormer of a cabin, compound panaceas
from roots and ‘‘yarbs’ which he gathered from nature’s
laboratory, was a good judge of a race horse and usnally
ready to back his favorite against the field, and there is even
a lingering tradition that he was not entirely ignorant of the
wysteries of “‘seven up.’”’ Besides all this he was an accom-
modating neighbor, a true friend and a congenial companion.
In muany ways he was useful to his day and generation and
after all, the world was better for his having lived.

The first marriage in this neighborhood was that of
Richard Hill and Miss Ann Gillilan. This was in 1841, and
the marriage eeremony was performed by Isase Jordin, a jus-
tice of the peace. There were five children born of this mar-
riage, James C., Elizabeth 1., Mary J., Josephine C., and an-
other ehild whose name I d2 not know, His first wife dying
in 1851, Richard married Naney Jaue Miller, and the result
of this marriage was three childven, Ella, John C., and Bu-
chanan,

Richard Hill was a native of Pocahontas and settled in
this conuty in 1837. He was a son of John Hill, who was
boru in Virginia in 1792, and who married Elizabeth Poage,
also wyVirginian, and born the same year. To this union were



born the following named children: Richard, William P
Robert, Davis, George, Thomas, Elizabeth and Mary. In the
spring of 1851, John Hill came to Missouri and hought the
Thomuas Auberry furm, where he resided during the remain-
der of his life.

Of these childven, Robert died single, Davis married
Elizabeth McNeel, and reared three children, George, Thom-
as and Maggie. Thomas Hill died single at the age of 27
years. George married Mary E. MeNeel. They veared four
children, Oseur, Burton, Frack and Anvie. Elizabeth mar-
ried Humpton Hamilton and to them were born vine ehil-
dren. Mary W. never married. She still lives upon the old
homestead, manages her fine furm, understands and oversees
personally every detail, whether it be the planting aund thar-
vesting of erops or the buying and se'ling of stock.  Dliss
Hill has proven herself to be an exeellent farmer and busi-
hess woman. But this is not all, for by her life she las
demonstrated that a woman ean manage a farm and yet lose
nothing of that quiet dignity and wentle refinement that ever
marks the srue woman. Perhaps the mo t regretable thing
about Miss Il is the fact that sueh a very excellent lady
should ehoose to ““lend her graces to the grave and leave the
world uo copy.”’

Wm P. Hill, another sou ot John Hill, came to this
conuty in 1855 and settled upon a farm one mile west of where
Jamespori vow stands. Mv Hill engaged in farming and
blacksmithing, and by hard work, g.od management and
cconomy acenmulated a  eonxiderable amouunt of property.
Before leaving Virginia he was united in marriage with Eliz-
abeth Poage, a sister of Rankin and 5. D. B. Poage, who
lived in this county for mauy years The date of Mr. Hill's
birth was October 3rd, 1818, that of his wife, May 26th,
1816. Both were natives of Pocahontas county, Virginia. Of



the cight children born to them only the following ave still
living : seorge W, Davis, Mrs.. Mary E. Leonard, wife of
Samuel Leonard, and Mrs. Virginia Henderson, all of whomn
reside in Jamesport.

Wm. P. Hill died October 19, 1884, His wife is still
living and in the enjoyment of good health in the 90th year
of her age.

James P. Drummond was another of the early settlers of
the **Auberry Grove'’ neighborhood. Likea majority of the
early settlers of this community Mr. Drummond was & Vir-
ginian, having been born in Monroe county, Sept. 25th, 1813.
On Juue 14, 1846, he was united in marriage with Miss Syd-
ney Nickell who was also of the same county. In 1839 M.
Drummond eame to Daviess county and the same year en-
tered 160 acres of land. Eleven children came to bless their
home. Of these Margaret N. became the wife of Matthew R.
Mann ; Elizabeth E. married Jesse Baldwin ; Amanda J., wife
of Amos Musselman ; Mary, wife of R. M. Barnett; George
W. and Andrew were twins., (eorge died several years ago.
William N., at present the presiding judge of the county
court; John K. ; Caroline, wife of W. E. Jenkins; James M.,
ard Charles W. Mrv. Drommond’s first wife died in Novem-
ber, 1856, and on July 14th, 1859, he was united in marriage
with Miss Maria F. Mann, who was a daughter of John Mann,
one of the earlv settlers of this county.

Mr. Drummond engaged in farming and stock raising
upon an extensive scale, and at the time of his death, o few
years ago, was the owner of a square section of the finest
farming land in Daviess county besides a large amount of
other property. His second wife is still living in Jamesport,
Missouri.

James P. Drummond was a man -of indomitable will,
pluck and perseverance. He seldom asked ndvice and was



usually slow to accept it when offered. When once em-
Darked upon an undertaking he tollowed the course marked
out by his judgment, and if he sueceeded hie did not boast, if
Lie failed he did not complain. To hima prolnise given was
a sacred thing, to be redeemed at whatever cost, Helived an
active Jife of nseluluess, honored and respected by those whe
kuew him best, and when his work was ended, passed omn.

The Callisons, Frunklin and James and Jame= I, a
nephew of the first two, were among the emly arrivals. Of
the eavly history of this family I know but litt'e. They were
Virginiavs, but I think that their ancestors were from Tenn-
esspe. Jumes and Franklin Calli-on ravked among the
wealthiest farmers of the county. In addition to farming and
stock vaising, Franklin Callison also engaged in merchan-
dising for mary years, and held many minor positions of trust
in the community wheve he resided.

The Gililan family was weli represented. There were
Kathan, Samuel, Alex, John and their families. Nathan
was at one time reputed to be the wenlthiest citizen of the
county. Fis home farm consisted of 800 ncres of fine prai-
vie land well improved, the re-idence and barns being located
near the center of the tract from whieh a fine view of his
Lroad acves and sleek herds of cattle eould be had. Here e
tived like sume old baron of fendal times and gave voyal en-
tertaivment to his friends. He had a good library for the
time, and had read much of history, biography and the cur-
vent literature. At his home, out on the tarm, he was the
sonl of old fashioned eourtesy and good breeding, but when
Lo eamng to town he wonld gather around himn a lot of cougen-
iu] spirits, and they would have the times of their lives, Na-
than paying the bills like a gentleman. At such times he was
liveral 10 a fault, and if he liked you he generally wanted to
make you i« present, 3ron after I located in Jame:port he



eame to me one day and asked me to take charge of a number
of teuant lLiouses that he owned in the town. My instructions
were brief. I was to rent to whomever I could, charge all that
Icould get, and if a tenant failed to pay, pu! him out. It
was perhaps six mounths before I had an opportunity to talk
with him again. In the meantime I had met with good sue
cess in colleeting ren.s and had quite a neat sum to turn over.
I found him in Pendy Mann’s store and after we had com-
pleted our settlement Nathan called Pendy to Tiim and told
him to give me the hest overcoat in the house. I demuivedto
this ns he had ulready allowed me all that I thought my ser-
viees were worth, but Penudy had the coat to sell and he cut
short ail ohjeetions, and I was soon iu possession of not only
the hest, but the first overcont I ever owned.

The first ehild born in the Auberry Grove settlement was
James C. Hill, son of Richard and Ann Hill. The year of
his birth was in 1841.

The first death was a child of a Mr. Liggett, who died in
1838 and was buried in what is still known as the Hill grave-
vard.

The fivst regular physieian who settled in this communi-
ty was Dr. Carr.

Abraham Millice, a Methodist, did the fivst preaching in
a log eabin on section 28. Atahout the same time Robert
Morgan, a Presbyterian minister, held services at the house
of Robert Miller.

The firet sehool was taught in aa old log eabin on the Au-
bervy farm. This was in 1838 and Lewis MeCoy was the
teacher. He received six dollars per month for six pupils
aud “boarded avound.”” The first school honse was built on
the John Hill place. Jumes H B. MelFerran, afterwards o
banker and lawyer in Gallatin and later = millionaire mine
owner of Colorado, was the first teacher. He had -eveu or eight



pupils and received two dollars from each for a session of three
months. He too, must have ‘‘boarded around,’’ otherwise he
would have been in debt at the end of the term. No wondey
he changed his oceupation.



JAMESPORT IN THE EARLY DAYS.
[CONTINUED]

I had been in Jamesport about & year when I was elented
constable. I never knew how it happened, for I was mnot a
candidate that I ever knew of. I suppose that wo one else
wanted the job and my name was put on the ticket just to fill
up. Shortly afterwards Franklin Callison, who was chair-
man of the town board, called me into his office one day @nd
told me that I had been appointed town marshal, Honors
were coming fast, but I had made uvp my mind to take what-
aver the gods might send and ask no questions, Isoon found
that the marshal’s office was not a sinecure. But I had made
up my mind to read law and be admitied to the bar and it
was necessary to do something in the meantime to pay ex-
penses, so I donned the star and was ready for duty. I shall
never forget my first arrest. A husky, hoop pole shaver got
gloriously drunk, chased the proprietor of the hotel off the
premises and took possession. As soon a8 I heard of the
disturbanece I started for the seat of war and was met by the
proprietor of the hotel whe told me what a bad man Thad to
deal with ; that he would probably murder me, and a few oth-
or things calenlated to reassw'e we and quiet my nerves. I



found the bellicose gentleman sitting in the hotel office armed
with a big cheese knife. AsI eutered he arose, said that he
was vunning the hotel and wanted to know what he could do
for me. All the time he was getting ¢loser to me and  there
was a diabolieal grin npon his eountenance and he kept on
talking. I promptly drew my pistol and ordered him to stop.
He did so. ‘“‘Now drop that knife.”” Rather reiuctuntly he
obeyed this command also. Then I seized him by tha arm
and started toward the door. He pulled baek and eried out,
‘TIold on now, what does all this mean an vhow?'’ ‘It means
that T am the town marshal and you are nader arrest,’’ said L.

i“Well, why in the hell didn’t you say so before and nob
coms avound here a pintin’ your pistol at 2 peaceable law
abidin’ eitizen an’ n lookin’ like the devil before day an’ a
tryin’ to skeer the life outen him all fer nuthin’. T aiuntdone
authin’ to be rested fur noway’’—and here the big brute be-
gan to blubber. I was never so disgusted in my life. And I
had netually been frighteusd by this gibbering idiot.

But as marshal, I had plenty Lo do. The woods were full
of tie makers and with two saloons rmaning wide open, Satnr-
days and especially Saturday nights were usually pretty live-
ly. The feeling of timidity that I had at first experienced
soon wore off and gave place to indifference,

One of the worst street fights that ocearred while 1 was
marshal was between the @illilans and Carters and theiv
friends. It began over the killing of a dog and the two fac-
tions met in Jamesport one Saturday to settle their differ-
pnces. The engagemens began about four o'clock in the af:
ternoon and when it started everybody seemned to be ready to
take a haod. In a moment the street was filled with a howl-
ing mob, elubs and brickbats were flying in every direction
and men were pummelling each other with their fists. Oliver
Gillilan seemed to be taking a leading part and I made a



dash for him and sueceeded in getting him ont of the crowd
and, turning hiln over to o bystander with orders to guard
him, I started back after another man. I had gone but a short
distauce when Gillilan. who had broken loose from his guard,
passed me, going like the wind and yelling like a demon.
Bat just as he passed me a briekbat took him in the jaw and
he went down like o Jog. I ran to him and vaised him up,
saw it was a case for the doetors, perhaps the corouer, and
laid him down again. This had the effect of quieting the
erowd and the ficht stopped as suddenly as it had begun. As
I recoilect now, I arrested seventeen men for partieipa‘ing in
that fight.

T never had any serious trouble with but one mau in mak-
ing arrests. It was doving the first fair held at that place
and the usual gang of toughs and gamblers were on hand.
The conneil had sworn ia three special pelicemen to assist me
during the fair and we had our haods full all the time. For
the first three days and nights T did not undress, but gnatched
a few hours’ sleep whenever I could. On the third night I
released the other men after midnight, as they were all older
than I and badly in need of vest, and patroled the town alone
until about daylight, when, everything being guiet, I went to
my room. I had just’gotto sleep |when someone came to the
door aud awoke me and said that T was wanted to arrest & man
down at the hotel. I hastily dressed and ou openiug the door
was handed a warrant and told that I would find the man ab
the hotel. The mau who had brought the warrant volun-
teered to go with me and point out the man who was wanted.
He did this and as we approached the hotel he pointed toa
man standing in front of tho building and said that that was
the man. I approached him and told him to consider him-
self under arrest.

“Upon what eharge?”’ he asked.



I unfolded the warrant and in the dim light of early
dawn began reading it to him., When I veached the charge,
which was that of passing counterfeit money, he snddenly
stopped me by saying:

“What are you giving me anyway?”’

I looked up and found myself locking down the barrel of
a long shiny pistol and the man behind the gun looked like
he would shoot. I folded up the paper with the remark that
it that was the way he proposed to play the game that I was
unprepared and would have to go back and get ready. With
that I turned and went down the street to Bunker's hardware
store. Uhaxlie Potter had just opened up and I walked in
and took down 2 shot gun and a couple of cartridges. Going
out on the street I happened to meet John Peery and A. C.
MeCord and told them what was up and asked them to go
along, which they readily consented to do. On arriving at
the hotel we found that our man had left. We soon saw him
going out of town by the north road and we followed. We
were gaining on him rapidly when he reached the corner of
Andrew Gay’s pasture. There he left the road and was lost
to view for a time. When we again saw him he had reached
his horse, which had been tied in the pasture, and was mak-
ing for a gap there was in the fence. I immediately started
for the gap to head him off aad got there just uhead of him.
He dashed up to within abont 15 feet of me, suddenly stopped
his horse, dropped to the ground, and keeping the hoise be-
tween us, began to shoot, I could see nothing but the top of
his head as he would raise up to shoot and I waited until he
fired the third time, thinking to get a better show at him.
But as he came up the fourth time I fired first, the small
shot tearing away the top of his hat and inflicting slight flesh
wounds. He then tnrned and ran a short distance, when he
ecame to a small ravine which he jumped and turned to fire at



me again. But MeCord had seen him eoming and had stopped
behind a tree and waited until he jumped the branch, then as
he turned to fire at me MeCord stepped out and, covered him
and ordered him'to drop his pistol. Rayburn (for that as, I
afterwards lesirned was His namie) still hesituted, looking first
at MeCord and then at me. Butb by thi< time I had him coy-
.ered with the shotgnn and I'told MeCord to shoot first as he
was nearest and if he fuiled I thonght that I could get. him.
At that Raybutn reluctastly dvopped his pistol to the ground
and we marched him back. )

Lucien Oliver, who hidd filed the charge against Ray-
burn, had become alarmed and had lett town at once on hear-
ing of Rayburn’s errest. As ‘there was uno other witness
against him Raybern was 'at once discharged. A short time
afterwards Franklin Cullison ezme to me and said that Hay-
barn had openly announced his intention to kill me before he
left towa, and strongly advised that I hunt Rayburn up and
kill him. 1 thanked Mr. Callison for the warning but de:
clined to take his adviece. I armed myself and went ont
and sat down oathe stile block in front of Pendy Mann’s
store. Sooun [ saw Rayburn coming up.the strect. He still
wore the remnant of his hat, the blood had run down over his
faco and dried in tiny streaks. When about tweunty feet
away he lovked up and saw me, hesitated a woment and came
on dud stopped in fronc of me. I waore a loose sack coat  and
had my hand on my gun in my pocket, As Rayburn stopped
T slid my pocket around so that my gun covered him. He saw
the motion and understood. He -tarted to talk about the
way he had been treated, but I stopped him by suying that if
there was anything fiirther to settle between us that now. was
the time. ‘‘But you have the drop on me,’’ said he. - ‘“Yes,
and I will kill you if you don’t legve town at once and never
return,”’” 1 replied. We stood looking into each other’seyes



for abont a minute, neither spenking & word; then he re-
mavked quietly, *I'll go,’” and tyrned and walked away and I
never saw him afterward..

But while there were occasional outbreaks, as a 1ale the
town was qu'et aud peaceable. It was a geeat Saturday
town, aad the principal part of its busiuess was disposed of
on that day. This left five days in the week when its
business wmen were left to their own resources to relieve
the ennni of existence. Out of these conditions there wrose
the most inveterate band of practical jukers that I ever knew.

There was John Q. Smith, tall, slim, prematurely bald,
with

“‘Eyes that looked like two fricd eggs
And a nose like a bartlett pear.”

Aud when he langhed the tears would siream from his eyes,
and he ever talked in sobbing tones thai were as sad as the
wail of a lost child erying for its dead mother; and yet he was
the wor:t of the lot. He used .o divide tiwe pretty evenly
between the lumber yard and tho saloon. Ho used to deelr—e
that he was forced to waste lots of good liguor because his
gyes leaked, and would wish that he cor'd have them set up
higher on his head so that he could hold mozre.

Capi. Simms ecame along as a close second Simms
was well edncated and was a ready writer and a fiuent
ta'ker. One day ‘‘Crooked Neck’” John Martin, an iller-
ate saloon keeper, asked the Captain to write a letter
for him to a widow with whom Martin had become greatly
enamored. Simms complied and portrayed Martin’s burning
passion in a lengthy epistle ‘‘overflowing with the exuber-
ance of thought and the splendor of diction.’”” Simmsread the
letter to Martin, who listened attentively, and when the read-
ng was ficished he remarked: ¢‘Cap, that’s a purty damned



good letter. Jest suy down there at the bottom, excuse Dore
writin’ and bad epellin’, aud let her go.”

Simms was employed s a railroad mail clerk and was
killed and his body burued to a crisp in a wreck near Win-
ston, Mo. Maj. McGee of Gallatin was in the ear with Simms
at the time of the wreck, but eseaped wilh slight injuries.

Then there was Ab Carman, Dick Isherwood, Jim Wy-
more, W. G. Cullison, W, J. Gillilan, Joe X. Wright, A. P.
Shour and a number of others whose names I do not recall
who were always ready to lend & helping haud if a practical
joke was to he worked off. Sometimes the gang would select
one of their own number as a victim, and again they would
all eownbine against some outsider.

One winter they made the Gazette office their head-
quarters. Heve they played cards nightly, the stake being a
superannated old pony; and aecording to the rules of the
game, whoever woun the pony had to pay its board at the liv-
ery stable where it was kept.

There was a younger set who followed closely in the steps
of the older ones and went them a few better on some ocea-
sions, Among these were J. R. Faulkoer, Sam and Halleck
Buzzard, Lon Champlain, Will and Frank Casey, Frank Da-
vig, Pat Faulk, Jim Paris, “Doc’’ Groves, Will Lorrentz,
John Mapn and perhaps several others whose names escape
me now. I mever knew of them doing any sevious barm to
persun or property, but they would can every dog that they
could eatch, “‘tic tac’’ houses, egg u party of barn stormers,
and initiate every naw comer who showed the slightest dis-

position to be ‘“fresh.”” When Willinn Curtis started a res
taurant there they took him in charge at once, and most of
the gang took their meals at his restawrant for a time, and
they managed things in such a way that Curtis was either
wading up to his ears in the ‘‘slough of despond,” or walk-
ing on the clouds with his head among the stars.



Curtis owned a little tract of stony land some five or six
miles from town and some of the gang suddenly diseovered
that there was a mineral spring of great value upon it. A
little later it was rumored that someone had secured an analy
wig of the water from this spring and that it contained won-
derful eurative qualities. Curtis received a friendly tip that
a secret investigation of his epring had been made and that a
syndicate wus being formed to buy it. The gang worked
slowly. They were in no hurry and for a time toyed with
their victim. Someone suggested that if a barrel of the water
was kept at the restaurant that it would prove a great attrac-
tion. ®Curtis acted upon the suggestion at once and o team
was sent to the country and the harrel installed. The boys
would stand around the barrel and sip the water and discuss
its merits in grave tones. Nobody laughed or said flippant
things abount that water. It was too ser iong a matter, All the
time Curtis stood around dreaming golden dreamns and having
visions of wealth beyond the dreams of avarice. His good
fortune made him generous, and the tables werc loaded with
the freshest and best that the market afforded. We had
twelve side dishes at breakfast, dinner was a banquet and
supper a gastronomic vision of delight. After each meal Cur-
tis would pass cigars around. No one refused to take at
least one; some would show their appreeiation by taking a
half dozen. '

One day when things weve ripe Curtis was approached
with an offer to buy his laud but he was shy and declined to
fix a selling price. ' Then the would be buyer appeared to get
anxious, and offered a thousand dollars. Curtis was indig-
nant. Such an offer was an insult. Five thousand was bid,
but awakened no interest. Ten thousand, and Curtis only
smiled a knowing smile and shook his head. The bidder
paused. He had apparently reached the limit of his Eiie' He



gnve Curtis a sorrowful look and went away. Curtis waited,
expecting other and better offers, but they never camse.

Then 3t began to be whispered about that Curtis’s ves-
taurant was launted, and some of his boarders left. Curtix
borrowed a huge pistol and vowed his intention to shoot the
fiest “hant’’ that he found fooling around his place The
next night several of his boarders, headed by Andy Jackson,
eame rushing wild'y down stairs and said thut the ghost had
been in their rooms. Cartis grabbed his pistol and rushed
upstairs in time to see a white robed figure flit through a win-
dow, drop to a roof below and disappear in the darkness.
Curtis fired several shots at the retreating figure, but as the
pistol was loaded with blauk eartridges, no damage was done.

At the end of six months Curtis was “all in’’ and the
gang was looking for a new vietim.

At another time a young gentleman from Texas blew in-
to town and began to eut a pretty wide swath. Pretty soon
the gang sat up and began to tulce notice., One Sunday after-
noon one of the gang snddenly conceived o great liking for
the gentleman from the *‘Lone Star' state, and invited Lim
10 take o walk. When they reached the woods, west of town,
o Dottle was produced and the Texan invited to irrigate. He
did so. About the time the bottle was emptied some more of
the gang happened along. They were provided with wine
Would the gentleman tvy some of the wine? The gentleman
would, and he did. Then they changed him back to whiskey
straight and the gentleman wus soon feeling so highty exhil-
aruted that he was ready for anything. By this time it wus
dark and someone proposed that all adjourn to Callison’s
vpring, build a fire and have a chiclken roast. The Texan
thought that would be just the thing and when someone vol-
unteered the information that he knew where a hen and six
half grown chickens, belonging to Wes Gillilan, roosted, he



wis at once sent to confiscate them, .A‘fire was soon burning
at the spring, the chickens were divided around, the old hen
talling to the Texan. Some of the boys fixed the .chicken on
a stick for their guest and he proceeded to ook it, Being
rather uncertain in his movements he dropped it in the fire
several times, but each time it was rescued. Finally the hoys
told him that his chicken was doue and he proceeded to fry fo
eat it. But thers was more gristle than tenderloiu about that
ancient foul and there was.also an aroma of burnt feathers
not altogether appetizicg. The Texan would get his teeth in
the half cooked flesh and then pull, but the ancient sinews
held firm. No one could eharge the Texan with lack of ener-
2y or that there was any evidence of bad faith in hig efforts
to masticate the fowl. Like Bill Nye's hero, ‘‘He did his
damundest and angels could do no more.”

Finally the feast broke up in a shamn fight dwring the pro-
gress of which Will Lorrentz evied out that he was stubbed
and fell to the ground, feebly crying for help As the Texan
was o giant in stature it was suggested that he earry Lovrentz
buck to town, which by the way, was about ¢ half mile and
up hill most of the way. The Texan wasbadly -exeited aud
readily agreed. Lorrentz was loaded on his back aud the toil-
gome journey began. Whenever the Texan would show sigus
of weariness and talk of sjopping to rest Lorrentz would de-
clare that he was bleeding to death and urge him to hurry
on. So the trip was made, Lorrentz carried to his room and
deposited in bed.

It is perhaps unnecessary to-add that the Texan deft town
the next day and nevey returned.



JAMESPORT IN THE EARLY DAYS.

(CONTINUED]

And so 1t was from small beginnings like these that the
country grew. There was a steady inerease in population
and wealth frum year to year, so thagin 1858 the discerning
ones saw the necessity for a new town that would afford the
settlement a trading place nearer home. There had been
some talk of a town north of where Jumesport now stands,
and I am not certain but what some steps had been taken
towards its establishment; but when in 1858 James Gillilau
laid out the town of Jamesport and built a store house, and
the firm of Gillilan & Philpot bad actually put in a stogk of
goods, all thought of the rival town was abandoned. Then
there was Dr. James T, Allen, just graduated from the Vir-
ginia Medical College, at Richmond, young, active and am-
bitious, and one of the chief promoters of the new enterprise,
who showed his faith by his works, and hung out his shingle
in the embryotic metropolis ; shis taken in connection With
the fact that Faulkner & Jordin had opened a ‘‘grocery’
where'all could allay their thivst fixed the new town upona sol-
id foundation. About the same time, Ben Cook, plasterer by
profession, located here and the town began to boom ; so that
by 1860 it had » population of 59 people. But the following



vear the fledgling buom withered in the shadow of the war
clond that lowered npon the horizon. With the first mutter
ings of the approaching storm, the young, the able bndied,
all that were fit, abandoned their usual oceupations and start-
ed to the front. And they went as biithely s a lot of school
boys out for a holiday. Some thousht that the war wonld be
over in three months, others said it might tuke six mouths to
settle it. If war had to eome, it is perhaps just as well that
those who were to take part in it did not know. It is well
that they could not forecast the horoscope of the future, for if
they could huve done so, could have seen all the stricken
fields heaped with the dead and wounded, the hospitals from
which even the »tiongest came forth mere shadows of theiv
former setves, and worst of all the loathsome prisons where
men were crowded until the ferid air bred pestilence aud
death. If they could have seen this, and then shifted the
scene to the thousands of homes made desolate, where gray
haired mothers wept nuavailing teas, where widows and or-
phans mourned the hushand and father who wounld never refurn
—if they eonld have seen all this, and move, for the horrors
of war can never be told, theu they would have said let us settle
our differences in some other way. Ingersoll once said that
«Savages settle their own differences, civilized men allow
their differences to be settied by others.” Vietor Hugo said
that the social body was infested with parasites, and in order
to regain its strength it must get rid of the parasites. Among
these parasites he said that the priest, tha judge andthe sol-
Jier were the worst. If Hugo will allow the substitution of
politician for judge in the foregoing statement I wonld be in-
clined to agree with him. The world would have more chris-
tians if there were fewer priests to wrangre over creeds and
dogmas. It would have better citizens it there were no poli-
tieians to lead them astray ; and if we could eliminate these



two parasites from the social body the goldiers’ oceupation
wonld be practically gone. For it is a fact borne out by
history that a majority of the wars that bave devastated the
world can be traced either directly or indirectly to religious
fanaticisim or political ambition.

During the year 1861 a detachment belonging to the H3rd
regiment, Illinois Volunteers, visited Jamesport and complete-
ly wreeked the store of James Gillilan. They proceeded fo
pour out pepper, spice, salt and other condiments on the floor,
then took the stock of patent medicines and broke the bottles
over this mass of stuff and in one way and another demolished
the stock.

Mr, Gillilan, after the destruetion of his stoek of goods,
rerired to his farm, where he remained during the war.

Prior to the war Dr Allen had been ingtrnmental in get-
ting a postoffice establisheded in Jamesport aund for a time 1t
hoasted a daily mail service. But when the war eame on the
service languished and fell into » state of ‘“‘innocuous desue-
tude’’ Luter a weekly serviee from Chillicothe to Bethany
vin Jumesport was established. The wmost remarkable thiug
about this serviee was the charming irregularity of the cavrier’s
arrival, He never started unless the sigu was right, but if
after consulting the vracles, pouring out a few libations, and
the auguries were propitious he procured the mail bag, which
nsaally weighed move than the mail, and mounting his steed
started on his journey. If nothing ocemrred to impede his
progress he would probably arrive at his destination. But
there were munv things along the road to attraet the atten-
tion of the carrier, particularly it he was at all inquisitive.
For instance, upon an occasion one of these cariers was mean:
dering peacefully along when he suddenly came upon an en-
thusiastic crowd of eitizens near old Spring Hill, who were
industriously engaged in hanging a man. Of eowrse in a



ense of this kind the mail would have to wait while the ocar-
rier took in the show. After the performunce was over he
dutifully resumed his interrupted journey. The carrier was
long afterwards indiered on the chavga of having taken part
in the hanging, bnt succeeded in convineing those in authori-
ty that he was Dot a particeps criminis, but merely “a looker
on in Venice."’

My memory of Jamesport dates back to 1863, and I have
4 dim recollection of a little cluster of small unpainted wood-
en buildings, an old log barn that stood close in, and of a
eornfield enclosed by a staked and ridered rail fence that
eame up elose enough to the town to afford a place for hifeh-
ing horses. Here I used tn come ocensionally for the neigh-
borhood mnail, and I remember that when the mail arrived
the postmaster would dump the contenfs out upon the couuter
and proceed to read the names on letters and other parcels of
mail alond. If the name of any person in the crowd was
ealled he would claim the parcel, and the reading would pro-
ceed. When the end was reached the postmaster would
gather np the remnants and stow them away in some CcCon-
venient place until called for.

During the war, while there was some attempt made to
keep up a semblanee of eivil authority, the country was prac-
tieally under military rule. Asa result of this minor of-
fenses among the ecivilian class were pither condomed or
ignored. But it can be truly said to the credit of the people
of Daviess county that even during those turbulent days there
was little lawlessness among them. Men did right, not from
fear of pnnishment, but rather from the higher motive of do-
ing right for right’s sake. True, there were occasional lapses,
as the following incident illustrates: I had gone to James-
port to get my boots mended. The only shoemaker in the
town at that time was William Smith; who lived in a little



shanty, located near the plice where the Presbyterian chnveh
now stands. I found $ nith in bad, his heuld, £u3s and  neek
swathed in bandages, and upon inquiring the caun-e of his
trouble was informed by his wife that Smith had been artis-
tieally carved about the face and neck by Johm D. Gillilan
the precediug might. Swmith was stitl gloriously drunk and
lay tossing on the bed, dividing time between prayer fur re-
lief #nd oaths and imprecations and dire threats of vengeance
against the man who had “‘Damu vigh cut his joggler.”
Smith insi-ted npon showing me his wounds, and I eould nnt
well refuse to look when he had removed the bandage, dis-
playmg a long slash beginning ou the forehead and rnuning
down across one cheek, and another beginuing nnder one ear
aud extending around under his chin, just grazing the juguniar
vein. After exhibiting his wounds Smith laid down again
and his wife, who was « big red headed Amazon who chewed
tobucco and was & better shoemaker than her husband, pro-
ceedr d to fix my boots. As the boots were the only ounes I
Lad I was compeiled to wait while they were being repaired.
Whi'e this was being done Smith lay on the bed watching the
strect through a window. Presently he sprang from the bed
with an outh and seizing u long barreled squirrel rifle rushed
out, of the house declaring that he would ‘‘get him.” I fol-
lowed in time to see John D., who had evidently seen Smith,
hending low in the saddle and going down the street like the
wind. Smith was so weak from the loss of blood that he
conld scarcely stand, but steadying himself he raised the gun,
took deliberate nimn and fired. Lmekily for all concerned the
shot missed its mark. This closed the incident, and shortly
afterwards Smith rented some land from my mother and
moved into a little cabin on our place. He was one of the
kindest hearted and most unselfish men I ever knew. For
nearly two years he lived there, working hard both on the



garm and at his trade aud was doing well, but fivally his o'd
appetite for drinl wastered him and he went on a protracted
spree. His wife finally took his whiskey away from him aund
hid it. Smith was bordering upon delirium and when his
wife persisted in refusing him the coveted liquor, Smith
seized u shoe knife and grasping his wife by the hair swore
that lie would eut her throat if she did not give Lim the whis-
key at once. The wife was vitting on a shoe beneh when e
seized lier, but she made no attempt at re~i<tance. Even
when he pushed her head back and bronght the keen edge of
the knife ngainst her throat she vever moved a musele, but
looked linn squarely in the aye and through ler clinehed
teeth hissed: ‘‘Cut and be damued, you dirty coward ”’
Smith’s nerve failed him, or else some better instinet gained
control of his being, for slowly h's musc'es relaxed and drop-
ping the knife he sank iuty a chair the most miserable and
abject specimen of humanity that I ever saw. Altogether
this was one of the most dinholical seenes that 1 ever wit-
nessed. Shortly afterwards they disposed of their surplns be-
longings, loaded the remainder into o covered wagon and
staried south, and I never heard of them afterwards.

The census of 1870 makes no mention of Jamesport, Jur
the fact remains that it still existed. It had even grownsom
during the past decade and numbered about 120 people. But
in 1870 the near approach of the Chicago & Sounthwestern
railroad, as this braz ch of the preseut Rock Island system was
then ealled, gave a new impetus fo i*s growth and when on
the 25th of June, 1871, the first train steamed into Jamesport
its inhabitants felt that the future prosperity of the town was
fixed. Numerous new business honses were built and: busi-
ness of all kinds began to flourish.  Among the buildings
erected in the summer 1871 was a grain house by Franklin
Callison. Dunun & Miller started a large store building and



A. L. Willis put up a dwelliog, and a huwber yard was e
tablished.

From July 1st to Jawuary 1st, 1872, forty dwellings anud
ten stoves were built, The following year the Joues Brothers
began the erection of a fine flouring mill. This mill ecame
very near being located in Gallatin and it wasouly by a Ineky
chance, und the prompt and effective work of o few of her
oitizens, that the mill was located in Jamesport The Jones
Brothers had made partial avraugements for putting in the
il at Jamesport when they were approached by parties from
Gallatin with o proposition 1o take it tu thut town. W. A,
Wynnue who lived in Jamesport ab that time, aud haviog bus-
iness iuterests there, wus nlive to anything that would help to
build up the town. As Mr. Wynne tells the story, Pines R.
Duon, at that time a resident of Gallatin, waz in Jamesport
ove day and took supper with Mr. Wynne and during the
weal Wynne was reeounting the many improvements going on
in Jamesport, and finally got »round to those in prospeetive,
and among these meutioued the new mill that was soon to be.
Dunn listened to the mill story with a krowing smile and
when Wynnpe had finished, said in a superior sort of way:
«Billy, thnt mill will uever be built in Jamesport. It is go-
ing to Gailatin. The contract is already sigued Dy Isaiah
Jones, and Marshallis to be over next Monday to sign up and
complete arrangements for bringing the mill to (iallatin.”
T'his announcement eame to Wynune like a clap of thunder out
of a clear sky. After Dunn had taken his departure Wynne
at once sought out Dr. N. M. Smith, eashier of the Farmers
Bank whieh had just been established, and laid the matter be-
fore him. Wynne had mapped out a plan of action which
he submitted to Smith and met with his entire approval. The
next day Smith hitched up bis buggy and took Marshall Jones
out viding. As they drove along Smith commented at length



upon the splendid loeation of Jamesport, the extensive terri-
tory tributary to it, and above all, how easily aceessible from
all points of the compass, no rivers to cross, 1o wide bottoms
that were impassable for wany months out of the year, and
by way of contrast he was foreed to point how different in all
of these respects was (fallatin. For 1ustance, there was the
river to be forded in many pluces, wide bottoms to be crossed,
and hills to be scaled in order to reach it, nnd, added Smith
as 1 sort of aftertbought and logieal deduction, ‘‘that is the
reason that  mill has never been located there.”” The argu-
ment had been made so simply, the premises were so reason-
able and the conclusion reached so natural, aud all with sueh
apparent candor nnd niter ignorance of the fact that Jones
had ever thonght of building a mili anywhere but at Jemes-
port, that before they parted Smith had a eomplete contession
from Marshall of their intended location in Gallatin, buot that
now his eyes had been opened and he saw things in their tue
light and that the mill would surely be loeated in Jamesport
as originally intended.

Angust 6th, 1872, granting the prayer of Nathaniel G.
Crnzen and sixty other eitizens, the county court ordered that
articles of incorporation be granted to the town of Jamesport.
It also further ordered that ‘‘Franklin Callison, Nathaniel
G. Cruzen, Maro Thomas, A. B. Barnes and Isainh H. Jones
be, and the same are hereby appointed trustees in and for
said town, to hold office until 1heir suecessors are elected and
qualified,”



JAMESPORT IN THE EARLY DAYS.
[CONTINUED]

The first briek buiiding evected in Jamesport wus -oecu-
pied by the Farmers Bank. The frame struetures met the
needs of their owners for several years and it was not until
1878 thut any fnrther brick buildings weve erected. Inthat year
Dr. G. W. ITutchison built a brick business house which he
occupied with a dimg store and W. G Callison creeted two
rooms adjoining whieh were occupied by Iudependence Mann
as u general store.

On the 9th of January, 1878, I left my old home on the
farm and walked the six miles to Jamesport. I was not en-
cumbered with baggage; most of my earthly possessions be-
iug ou my baek in the form of a rather shabby suit of clothes
in the poekets of which there was just $9.00 in money. Ibe-
gan work at once for 5. Stine, a gentleman with o hooked
nose, & keeu eye, o kindly face aud a persuasive voice. Stine
had o good trade and I was kept pretty busy. At first T had
some trouble with his cost mark as it was made up from the
German words “gluk mit uns,’’ but little by little I suceeeded
in mastering the details of my work, and in getting some
mmeasurements on the magnitnde of my ignorance. When it
would become nevessary for me to attempt some New thing in
hiis business and I would have to confess my ignorance (and
it oceurs to me now that I put in a great dea} of time in confes-



sions of this kiod, in those days), Stine would mever grow
impatient, but atways he would say, ¢“You haf te haid,you ean
learn.” Oue night he was posting his books when he turned
to me suddenly and suid “*Brudder John, you shall keep my
books.”” Great Scott! what was the man thinking about. Me
keep his books. If he had told me to make a tracslation of
the Talmud or the Pandex of Justinian, the command would
have sonnded as reasonable and the possibility of my com-
pliance as probable. But with this mereurial little Jew, to
coneeive an idea was to put it into exeeution at once, and for
the next honr Isat by him and looked ou while he went frowm
day book to journal and from journal to ledger explaiving
the details of his system. Thus I received my first lesson in
hookkeeping. Wlen Stine left the store that night I request-
ed hiw to leave the books out of the sufe and that night and
for many nights I pored over those books nntil finally I mas-
tered them. Ol1d Tim Linkinwater was no prouder of Nicho-
Ias Nickelby when that young geotleman had demonstrated
his ability to keep the books of Cherryble Bros. than Stiue
was after I bad justified his faith in my ability to keep his
Looks. It was a small snecess and yet to me it was the wost
important achievement of my business life. It taught me
that by patient perseverance and hard work 1 could do things
which at first might seem impossible. It awakened a feeling
of conscious power and gave e the courage to try. I dwell
upon this simple incident in the hope that it may prove help-
ful to some young man who is earuestly trying to get a foot-
hold in the business world.

T had been with Stine about four mouths when ope .day
there eame three other Jews, prosperous looking gentlemen
with gold rimmed glasses and beaks like birds of prey, and
they held a long conference with Stine which lasted far into
the night. The next morning Stine eame to me aud in his
most pathetie voice announeed that he was “husted’’ aud that
he was going to quit business in Jamesport. Io a short Hme



Le had eolleeted his outstanding accouvts, emnpromised with
his creditors, and had gone to Kansas where he opened up
larger and better store than he had in Jamesport, and so fav
as T know was never again compelled to “‘bust” in erder to
save his credit.

After Stine left I worked for a short time for James A.
Layton who ran a wholesale flour store. At that time there
was 10 railroad to the North between Jamesport and the Towa
line and Layton’s had custowers at Bancroft, Blue Ridge,
Bethany, Lorraine and as far north as Eagleville, and these
together with other towns furnished a good trade in this line,
His eustomers would usnully come in wagons loaded with pro-
duce for shipment and would go back loaded with flour aund
salt.

e following year, 1879, Laytou went to Colorado, and
in 1889 setiled in Grand Junction where lie was elected coun-
ty clerk and served from 1883 to 1887. He also held the
oltice of Registrar of the United States land office at Grand
Juuetion under the MeKinley admiuisiration for two yemws.
He was born in Lafayette, Indiana, in 1848, and served with
the Third Tilinois Cavalry. e died at Grand Junction, of
which eity lie was one of the fonuders, October 23rd, 1903.
James A. Layton was one of the most geoerous a#nd kind
hearted men I ever knew. He was a companionable man,
always ready to accommodate his friends to the extent of his
ability, erjoyed a good joke, even at his own expense. One
night while I was working for Layton, Billy Wynue aud Joe
X. Wright disguised themselves as farmers and came into
Layton's store. The light was dim, as we usually kept but
one light burning, and Wynne and Wright kept well in the
shadoiws, and disguising their voices iuquired the priee of Blue
Diel flour. Layton explained to them that there was no
such brand as Blue Dick, but that what they wanted was the
tamous Blue “D” brand which he earried, They submitted
to the correction, closed a contract for a thousand pounds



each, said thatas they lived in the northern part of Iarrison
county and would likely start on the return trip very early
the next mormng that they would Jike to get their four
loaded that night. Said that they had just got ip, had some
other trading to do and would be around later to load up.
Layton agreed to wait for them although they warned him
that it would probably be pretty late. Layton said that
didn’t matter in the least. Wynne and Wright then left the
store, but later on returned without their disguises and Lay-
ton told them of the sale he had just made and that bhe was
waiting for the return of his customers. The boys stayed
quite a while, but finally left Layton to carry on his weary
vi gil ulone. Layton remained at his post until some time the
next morning ; but his cusromers never eame bhack, and the
langh was on Layton.

The first nnmber of the Jamesport Gazette wa: issued
Mareh Sth, 1877, and Joe X. Wright and M. O. Cloudas were
its editors. Their salulatiry was as follows:

““The weekly Gazette will be issued every Thursday from
the rorner of Main & East streets, Jamesport, Mo, Our poli-
tics and religion—got none. Our rates are the same to every-
body—%1.50 per vear in advance.”’

Following is a list of Jamesport husiness firms represent-
ed in its advertising eolumns at that time: Martin & Couch,
livery ; C. C. Clark, earpenter; Wynu & Hutchison, dry goods
and groceries ; Mys. K. Small, fashionable dressmalker; Mrs.
H. Holloway, millinery ; H. Holloway, carpenter and joiners
Thos. Ballew & Sons, lumber; Frank Taoner, harness; Chas.
E. Orenit, druggist; Independence Mann, dry goods; Layton
& Thillips, deslers ic flonr; Muovry & Miller, dry goods;
Marsh & Hemley, harness; Bunker & Wymore, hardwave;
§t. Elmo House, T. M. Cloudus, proprietor. Among the pro-
fessional cards appeared G. W. Hutehison, M. D.; W. G.
Callison, attorney at law; and Dr J. W. Burton, resident
dentist of Gallatin.



The announcements of Albert P, Shour and W. W. Stout
for the office of school commissioner also appeared for the
first time. 'There was but one marriage notice, that of Milton
Terry and Terresa Hazelrigg, Rev. John Martin officiating.

One item mentions the fact that *‘there are quite a num-
ber of firms in our eity not represented in our advertising
columns.’’

Another item states that ‘‘our merchents are selling goods
to customers forty miles from town.”’

Albert P. Shour announces that he will open a seleet
school April 29th. The leading article in this number, as al-
g0 in several succeeding numbers, is the ‘“‘Saturday Night,”
written by Joe X, Wright in imitation of Brick Pomeroy’s
famous articles under that heading.

Joe X. Wright was the best all round newspaper man
that T ever met. He understood every detail of newspaper
work, and was equally at home in the mechanical department
or the editorial chair. He was a son of Elder D. T. Wright,
who formerly lived at Chillicothe, Mo. In spite of all his
faults the fack remains that Jue X. Wright gave the people of
Jamesport the best newspaper that town has ever had.

In addition to the business firms mentioned above, there
was Franklin Callison who had been in business there since
the early sizties. P. H. Lilly was also in business there at
this time, merchandising and buying grain. Mr. Lilly,
Charles E. Orcutt und M. Murry are about the only ones of
those doing business in Jamesport when 1 first knew it who
are still there.

The Carman Biothers were there in 1877 and were among
the leading merchants. John W. Clark was running a jewel-
ry store and Jake Irving had a hardware store.

John Wesley Clark was an oddity in many Ways. He
had a genius for doing unexpected things. I remember that
at one of the fairs held at Jamesport, the management was
looking for grand stand attractions, when John went to them



with a proposition to walk a slack rope across the race track
from the top of the amphitheater to the Jjudge’s stand. The
mmanagement was ivelined to treat the propasal as a joke, bat
John insisted that he eould do it.  When qnestioned he ad-
itted that he had no experience in rope walking, but that he
had ahout a month in which to learn. It was finally agreed
that he could make the attempt, and John rigged up a repe in
his yard aud went to practicing. When the fair came on
John was ready and performed his perilons feat in the pres
ence of thousands of people to the entire satisfaction ot all
eoncerned.

At another time Dr. Aroold, a traveling showwman, came
to Jamesport and advertised that he wonld give an entertain-
ment and among other things wonld play uvpon ‘teight sepa-
rate and distinet instruments at one and the same time.” This
aroused the éuriosity of Clark. He attended the performance
and afterwards announeed that he could play eight separate
and distinet instraments at oneand the same time and i-ume-
diately went into training. In a short time he was ready to
demonstrate his musieal ability and T heard him give a per-
formance that was fully equal to that of Arnold.

Tn 1883 he end I made a trip to California together, At
Kansas City John decided that we wonld malke the trip in an
emigrant car, as it would not ounly be muech cheaper, bub
would give us a new experience in traveling. We Dbought
bedding and had a huge lunch basket filled with provisions
and with divers other supplies were pretty well fortified for
our journey. For the first day and night we had the whole
car to oursclves. At Denver an old gentleman and his son
joived ns. At Ogden a ““busted’’ showman with a set of
musical glasses came on board and Johu immediately sat up
and begun to take notice. John had a part of his musical ap-
pavatus with him and he insisted on getting up a coneert at
once. The showman said that he could not operate his glass-
s unless he had them fastened upon a table. But diffieul-



ties always made John the more determined. At the bpex
town he got off and proenred some screws and it was but a
short job to fasten these glasses to one of the wooden seats in
the car. Then John got out his guitar, a french hurp, a tri-
nangle and a small drum, the showman w:nt to his glassesand
we soon had a very uuique concert in full blast. It was a
mixed train and there was a party of wholesale merchants
traveling in a special car attached to our train. These gen-
tlemen learned of the novel entertainment tha’ was in Ppro-
gress in our ear and soon they came crowdicg in to enjoy it.
Then John arose and stood for his rights.  He appealed to
the conductor for protection. Poisted out that we were
traveling third class and that first class passengers had no
right to intrude upun our privacy. The conductor said the
point was well taken and eompelled the first class passengers
to retire to their own car.

The last time I heard from Clark he had a lot of trained
dogs that were astonishing the people of Denver by their
wonderful performances.



JAMESPORT IN THE EARLY DAYS.
[CONTINUED]
THE ORPHANS' HOME.

In 1879 or 1880 Pendy Mann moved his stoek of goods
into a new double brick building belongingto W. G. Callison.
There was a vacant room npstairs about tweaty by forty feet
in size. It was neatly plastered and a row of windows nalong
the sonth side and west end gave light and veutilation. It
was o very comtortable room. Capt. O. Taylor was, I think,
the original disecoverer of this room and he appropriated it
for a sleeping room  Osher homeless waifs came and, seeing
the Captain =o comfortably fixed, got permission to move
thair meager belongings to this place and make it their home.
Additions to our numbers came from time to time until there
were some seven or eight domiciled here. We had a large
stove, wash stand, mirror, wash bowls and towels, chairs, a
writing table, and a few other articles of furniture. Here,
for several yeavs, we slept, made our toilet and loafed of Suu-
days. It was a democeratic community, where each member
followed the bent of his own inclination, subject ouly to the
decrees of Capt Taylor, our acknowledged head.

There was Ad Iese, big, clumsy and good natured, who
was continually runring against himself in his efforts to keep



ont of his own way. Pat Fanlk, dainty and debonair, with
immaculate linen and clothes that were the extreme of style;
the only man in our crowd who could smoke a cigar without
letting it smoke him, or who could twirl a slender cane with
grace. Will Casey, a licensed lawyer at twenty-one, but
changed his mind, went to Denver, engaged in business and
suceeeded. Frank Davis, young, quiet and attentive to busi-
ness, with a fnnd of native humor that enabled Lim to extract.
much solid enjoymeut from life. Art Noble, printer by trade,
who invariably shaved, took a bath and then got drunk every
Saturday night, slept all day Sunday and was at his case Mon-
day morning smiling and repentant. Frank Casey, the
youngest orphan in our home, born tired, always sleepy, and
who was wong to exclaim in regretful tones as he arose on
Monday, *‘Alas, it is six more ‘days till Buuday.” Captain
Taylor, trim and soldierly, quiet and courteous, careful and
methodical, never putting the left sock upon his right foot,
nor viei versa, taking his ‘“‘mawnin’s mawnin’” with great
regularity, yet with temperance and sobriety. He went to
bed with the birds and aroge with them, He made laws for
the government of the ‘‘Orphans’ Home'" and then enforced
them with justice and impartiality. Ouce when the Captain
thought that the boys weve staying out too late of nights, -he
announced that all must be in their beds by ten o'elock.
Someone disobeyed the order, found the door locked, climbed
an awning post and came in through the window. The opext
day the Captain put locks on the windows.

Oue day W. P. Howland, an organ agent, brought a
wheezy old melodeon up *o our room and asked permission to
leave it there a few days. None of the boys could play, but
as they came in they would thump the old melodeon a few
times, not for the purpose of produciug a “tgoncord of sweet
sonnds,” hut simply as an evidence of goad faith. "Onr visi-



tors never failed to'pay their respeets to the ielodeon. It
‘wa$ o stor attrdetion. Ove Sunday morning Pat Faulk dis-
covered the chords to “Little Brown Jug "’ He played them
vigotrously for quite a while, then, emboldéned by his success,
he sang the words, S6me of the boys joined in the alleged
music and they all sang I was sitting with my feet in the
window reéading, for it was'a warm dey in suminer, when I
noticed the'Captain get up, very deliberately take a yard
stick and earefolly mensure the window ; then he took the di-
mensions of the melodeou and came back to the window and
stond there hnmming a tune znd apparently engaged in some
deep mental calculation. He happened to glance at me and,
seeing a look of inquiry upon my countenance, he quietly re-
maurked:

+T was just a figgerin’ to see if that damned thing'(poiut-
ing to-the melodeon) would go through the window."’

Once along late in October Capt. Taylor, Geo. Cook and
I went duek hunting. When we started the sky was overeast
with murky and blown clonds and a cold drizzling rain was
falling. It looked like we Were going to have good weather
for dueks. We reached onr camping place along in thke after-
noon and our driver started on the return trip with instruc-
tions to come for us at the end of the week. We pitched our
tent and by the time we had arranged things comfortably
abott camp, night cams on.  All afternoon we had seen long
lines of ducks flying, but made no uttempt to get any shoot-
ing that evening, as we felt that we Lad a whole week of good
sport: ahead of us. We ate supper and turned in early, ex-
peeting to be ‘up and at 'em’’ early next morning. But
when the morning dawned there was not a eloudin the sky,
nor o duek to be scenon the bottom. Things looked dis-
conraging, but Cook aud I stiouldered our guns and started
ont to explore the hottoms, We returned at noon, Cook with



one old mallard duck, but I, like Rip Van Winkle, had ¢‘no
a tail nor a fedder’’ to show for my long tramp. In the af-
ternoon Cook and I went to the hills and succeeded in killing
a few quails. Our dog canght a rabbit and when we returned
to cump the Captain had one lone jack spipe to his eredit.

Capt. Taylor was very fond of soup and the nexi morn-
ing when Cook and I were preparing to start the Captain
said that he would stay in camp and have a big pot of soup
ready for dinner. Cook and I started out in different direc-
tions, tramped all forenoon, found nothing and returned
abont poon tired and hungry and rendy to do justice to the
Captain’s soup. And the soup was ready. The Captain had
dumped the job lot of game, quail, duck, snipe and rabbit iu-
to a big iron pot along with a lot of potatoes, plenty of salt
and oceans of pepper and the mixture had boiled all forenoon.
We waived all preliminaries, and ladeling the hot soup out
into tin plates began to devour it. We ate on in silence, with
appetites such as men have who take plenty of exercise and
live in the openair. We were approaching the boftom of the
pot when Cook drew & rabbit’s leg. For some reason rabbit
was Cook’s pet aversion, so when it dawned upon him that he

ad been devouring soup, contaminated with vabbit, he

pushed his plate away, looked reproachfully at the Crptain
and in injured tones exclaimed, “Now Cap Taylor yon've
spoiled my dinner, for I've told yon a hundredjtimes that I
conidn’t eat rabbit.”” ‘It strikes me that you've dome fa’ly
well for a man that can’t eat rabbit, and I dou’t think you'll
sta’ve !’ said the Captain in his hard dry tones, and the in-
cident was closed.

Pat Faulk and Alex Layton orce played a practical joke
on me that gave me about the worst twenty-fomr hours that
1 ever experienced. It was soon after I was elected constable
and # man against whom I held a nuinber of exeeutions cums



to my office one day to settle. As I now recollect he paid me
altogether about nine hundred dollars, all in bills. I placed
the money in a long red pocketbook and put it in my pocket.
While I was writing a receipt for the money Pat passed
through the office, stopped and leaning over my shoulder,
talked to me & moment abont some unnimportant matter and
went on. I wrote the receipt, handed it to the man ard start-
ed at once to the bank to deposit the money. I walked up to
the bank counter and remarking that I wanted to make a de-
posit, reached for my pocketbook. St wasn’t there. Hur-
riedly my hands went to every pocket in my clothing but it
wasno use. The pocketbook was gone. Stunned and dazed
by the loss I said something to the cashier abont having for-
gotten my pocketbook, and turning left thebank. Isearched
the sidewall back to my office which was not more than fifty
feet distant, ransacked my office with feverish haste but all to
no putrpose. The pocketbook had disappeared as completely
as if the earth had suddenly opened and swaliowed it. I sat
down apd tried to think, but always my thoughts traveled in
the sumne parrow cirele; the poeketbook was gone aud 1 conld
not aceonnt for its disappearance npon any reasonable hypoth-
esis. I do not think that I ate or siept during the next twen-
ty-four hours. My only thought was how can I replace that
money. I was not worth the sum involved and I could offer
1o reasonable excuse for askiog auyone to sign my note for
such a snm; but the money had to be replaced and promptly
too, for the execution ereditors might call at any time for
their money and I could offer no valid excuse for Withholding
it. After a sleepless night I was sitting in my office feeling
desperate enongh for auything, when Pat came in and re-
marked that'T was not looking well and asked if T was sick.
1 was not inclined to talk, but he kept up a running fire of
comment on my appearance until Layton and some more of



the gang dropped in and joined in the eonversation. Some-
one suggested that perhaps the reason T looked so blue was
because I was unable to pay my washer woman and my shirt
was in hock. Pat proposed that a collection be taken up for
my relief and drawing my pocketbook out, deliberately
opened it and began to run through the pile of bills, while I
sat there staring at him like one demented. Ireached for
that pocketbook and when I realized that the money was all
there and that it was all & joke, [ felt like one suddenly
awakened from a horrible dream.

It was perhaps not more thau a weel after thisoccurrance
that ¢‘the whirligig of time’’ brought at least a partial re-
venge. Laytoa had sold out and was winding up his busi-
ness preparatory to going West, and was makiog his head-
quarters in Faulk’s store. Passing through the store late one
evening I discovered Layton’s pocketbook lying on his desk
where he had carelessly left it. I appropriated it at once,
sauntered back to the stove and sat down. Presently Layton
came in, stood around awhile, said that he would go and feed
his horse and then go to supper, and then weut out. After
supper I returned to the store and waited. Presently Layton
dashed in, went to his desk, rummaged among the papers,
stopping occasiovally to feel in his pockets. I recognized the
gymptoms at once, and realized how much easier it was to
wateh the other fellow have it than it was to have it yourself.
Faulk and I were the only persons present, and presently Lay-
ton came in and began to tell how Le had lost his pocketbook,
that it contained about $400.00—nearly everything he had in
the world. It was a maxim of Rochefoucanld that, ¢‘There
is always something in the misfortunes of our friends that is
not altogether displeasing to us.”” That states 1wy feelings
very politely, but it is not near stroug enough, for when Lay-
ton finally concluded that he had lost his pockethbook ai the



barn and had probably pitched it out with the refuse, and he
and Put took a lantern and started for the barn, I just wanted
to hug myself and yell as I pictured them pawing over that
manure pile in a blinding snow storm looking for something
that wasn’t there. They kept up the search for quite awhile,
but about eleven o’clock they came back to the store discour-
aged and nearly frozen. I wasn’t near ready to give up, but
when Layton remarked that it would break his wife's heart
when she learned that he had lost their little all, my heart re-
lented and I restored the money and Layton went home hap-
py.

For four years I lived this life, studied hard, worked at
whatever my hands found to do, and if I made little, I spent
less and sosaved something. I devoted two years to thestudy
of law, reading thirty pages of some author each day. At
the end of this eonrse of rending I applied for admission to
the bar of Daviess county. Judge Sawmuel A. Richardson was
on the beach at that time and he appointed Judge R. A. De-
Bolt, Judge Shauklin, Judge H. ¢. MeDougal and W. C. Gil-
liLan as a committee to examine Wm. M. Bostaph and myself,
From my point of view, that committee did a pretty thorough
joh. Tor four hours we weve subjected to a rapid fire of
questions, which thoroughly tested our legal kuowledge, or
the lack of it, anud the committee were kind enough to report
favorably upoa our cases and we were ordered to prepare our
licenses to practice law, which we did and the judge signed
them.

1t was not with any definite intention of ever engaging
in the practice of law that induced me to take up that study.
1 felt that it would give me standing amnong business men to
understand something of the law governing ordinary busi-
ness transactions, and my expericoce has proven this to be
trne. I have engaged in various oeccupations and always I



have found that a knowledge of law stands a man in good
stead.

Dnring the time that I was engaged in reading law there
was B great deal of petty litigation in the justices’ courts of
the township and the justices each had a regnlar ‘‘law day’”
once a month. W, G. Callison, with whom I read law, was
the only lawyer in the town and, having much outside- busi-
ness, was seldom in his office. Even before I was admitted to
the bar, he would sometimes intrust matters of minor impor-
{ance in the justice court to my eare and, like Patrick Henry,
I began to learn law by practicing it. Thad some amusing
experiences in this sort of practice. Upon one occasion Rob-
ert Vance, an attorney living then in Gallatin, came to James-
port and during his stay beeame involved in a personal diffi-
enlty with a traveling street fakir, which resulted in Vance
getting soundly thrashed. Vanece had the fakir arvested at
once and charged him with all sorts of high erimes and mis-
demeanors. As usual, Callison was away aund I was the only
show to put up a defense for the accused. He asked what
my services were worth aud I tnld him that while the serviees
probably would not be warth the inoney, they would cost him
$10.00. It is true I knew but little faw, but observation had
taught me that there was nothing so caleulated to inspire a
client with confidenee as for his lawyer to charge him a good
stiff fee. He said that $10 was all the money he had, so I
agreed that if he did not eome clear that I would make no
charge. With this understanding we went into eowrt and
presently our ease was enlled. The state represented by
Vanee promptly answered ready. I had resolved upon a des-
perate move for I had a desperate case and I wanted that $10.
I answered that I believed that we were ready, but before
proceeding further I would, under leave of the coart, file a
motion requiring the state to give bond for costs. Without



waiting, I at once lauached out into an argument in support
of the motion, basing my plea apon the fact that the cowrt
had already lost its fees in u number of petty state cases that
were wholly without merit, and which were institnted for the
sole purpose of furnishing a means by whieh one individual
might gratify his desive for revenge ngainst another. Thab
if the stute wanted to engage in this kind of bnsiness, then
let it put up a good and suflicient bond. Ttalked abouf five
minutes and sat down, feeling sure that the court wus with
me  Vanee was ot his feet in an instant and had no trouble
in showing to the court that such a motion was wholly un-
authorized hy law and without precedeut in the practice of
the courts. I had counted upon his saying all that and more,
but T knew that I had appealed to something which to that
court was higher than statute law or precedent, and that was
his self interest.

‘When Vance closed, the comt anunouuced its deeision :
«“The motion for cost is sustained and the state has thirty
winutes in which to furvish bond, If bond is not turnished
in that time, the defeudant will be discharged.”’

Tt is needless to add that the bond was never furnished,
that the defendant went free, and I got the ten.

By this time I had saved epough out of my small earn-
ings to buy a pizee of residence property. There was a  five-
room house, uearly new, and an acve of land. Tt had eostnie
about $750.00 DBesides this I had sufficient money to furnish
it cheaply, and this I proceeded to do. After furnishing the
house I found that T il something over $1000.00 invested.
I had earned it all and was rather prond of the faet. Obser
vation and expecisuee alike have taught me Lo believe that
the voung mun who carns and saves $1000.00 can De safely
counted on fo earn and save still other thousands. It is nec-
essary that the young mau shonld lewrn to earn money and it
i3 equally as essentinl that he should learn to save it. A good
way to avoid extravaguner is to earn your money before you
spend it Auother ineentive 1o saving is to have some defi-



nite investment in view—a piece of property or an interest in
some business which he particniarly desires to own. I know
how useless it is to advise others along these lines, for these
are things that every young man must learn for himself—if
he ever learns them—ir the hard school of experience.

Whiie I was engaged in fixing up my house, Jim Faulk-
ner and Frank Casey used to go down with me of nights and
Lelp put down earpets, put up stoves and arrange the furni
tare. At Jast the boys pronouneced the arrangements in the
house satisfaetory. They liad even put wood aud kindling in
the stoves nud laid a mateh handy.

It was Satuwrday uight. T had that day moved my be
longings fromn the “Orphans’ Home” and bid farewell to

lie orphans. It was the last night of iny bachelorhood and
as I ent alone T thought long and earnestly on the problems
of the future. I had long and earnestly desired to have =
Lome, with all the sweet associations eounvected with that
word, and now the fulfillment of this eherislied hope was at
hand.

At 9 o'cloek on Sunday morning, October 30th, 1881, at
her fathet’s house, Sallie E Chenoweth and I weve married§
Just a few triends and retatives were present, and when the
prezcher had said the simple words that linked our destiny
we drove away, aecompanied by rome of our young friends.
Nover before had this cld world looked quite so benutiful s
it did on that bright, erisp October morning. At Jeast it
seemed so to me. Others may not have noticed how brightly
the sun shone, or that the erisp air intoxicaied oue with the
very joy of living. Along the woodlund rowds 1he lewves
were lurning to brown aed gold and uature seemed to lave
decked herselt in her most brilliant vobes in honor of owr
nuptial day

After taking dinner in Gallarin late in the alternoon we
drove slowly back, reaehing Jamesport abont sundown, and
drove straight to onr own home and went to housekeeping.

Here we lived for fourieen years, hera our three ehild-
ren were born; here o fair share of happiness and prosperity
rewarded our lnbors—and here I think would be a good lace
to briog these skelehes to nclose. '
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