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A FEW MILE POSTS IN TEXAS HISTORY 

I am asked for reminiscences of earlier days in 

Texas. 

A kaleidoscopic view of my 67 years in the state, 

during which time the population has grovm from six hundred 

thousand to more than five million, convinces me that I may 

not use your valuable space to do more than set up a few 

mile posts, at far apart dates, and leave readers to fill 

in. Or, I may at some future date, to complete the land

scape, transfer a few of the vivid pictures that hang on 

memory I s walls. 

On the eastern border of Texas there is a body of 

open water, some thirty miles in length and a few miles in 

width. In the spring of 1860 a boat, on which I was a pas

senger, after breasting the Mississippi and Red Rivers from 

New Orleans, entered these tranquil waters to wend its 

weird way through a forest of giant trees that reared their 

dead trunks high above the surface and stretched out white 

arms like ghosts to grasp those who dared invade their 

silent dorr~in. The shores, if any, were obscured by what 

seemed an army of skeletons through which bouys guided us 

to the mouth of Cypress Bayou and to Jefferson, the entry

port of East Texas. 



11 The dead past has buried its dead 11 • The vva.ves that 

ripple the surface of Lake Caddo forever sing a requiem above 

submerged villages and glorious forests that sleep beneath 

its waters. 

Lake Caddo symbolized the transformation of Texas. 

In 1860 the sparse white population of the state 

was scattered over the territory extending in the northern 

part of the state. From the eastern boundary west about 

200 miles to Cooke County, at that time on the western or 

Indian frontier. From Cooke County the frontier extended 

southwest in an irregular line of settlements and ranches -

a crimsoned fringe on the borders of civilization - through 

Wise, Parker, Jack, Palo Pinto, and Stephens Counties, and 

on to San Antonio and the Rio Grande. 

Hostile Indians held the territory west and north 
' of t hJ.s border l.and, the..ir villages located on the upper 

tributaries of the Hed and Brazos Rivers. The intervening 

territory was ranged over by buffalo and other wild game. 

It was frequented by Indian hunting parties and was crossed 

and recrossed by hostile raiding parties. It will be 

remembered that the Plains Indians were horsemen, and among 

the finest in the world. They lived, moved, and fought, on 

ho~seback, and were expert with the bow, beyond the concep

tion of the Easterner. They could shoot an arrow through a 

man or a horse, and in the Sixties and Seventies were supplied 
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with the best firearms. 

I was on the frontier for several years during 

the Sixties and early Seventies and I know that those who 

fought the Comanches and Kiowas never doubted their skill 

as warriors, nor their personal courage. 

The scalps of a goodly number of my friends have 

gone as trophies to decorate the wigwams of doughty warI'iors. 

And yet I honor Red Men who struggled against odds 

to protect their ancestral homes. 

During the winter of 1866 I killed buffalo in the 

valley of the Big Wichita, where a flourishing city of 

50 1 000 now stands. I have seen the land black with herds 

as far as the eye could reach, and later the great army of 

men who slaughtered for pelts - five thousand organized 

hunters - (for it was a commercial business) drawing sup

plies from Forts Griffin and Concho; and there were hundreds 

of others. They did not complete the slaughter until the 

late Seventies. 

In 1876 and 187'7 ( I write from memory) the last 

Indian V\ars were fought over the Panhandle, by Generals 

McKenzie and Miles. I omit particulars; but the Comanches and 

Kiowas were overpowered and forced to accept life on reserva

tions near Fort Sill. 
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Ranchmen soon poured into the country. - - - I was 

one of them. 

In 1881 the Panhandle Cattle Association was organiz

ed, of which I had the honor of being elected first president. 

Such men as Goodnight, Cresswell, Eaton, Lee, and Bugbee 

directed its course and made relentless war on c~ttle rustling, 

inaugurating a new era in the industry. 

Cattle men have been the vanguard of civilization; 

but when -€be country had been made safe, the nester (a nomad 

farmer), and following him the permanent settler, has pressed 

close on the cowman's heels. 

For sixty-seven years I have watched the develop

ment of Texas. Its every mile has had its tr.agedies and 

romances - the one bloody, and the other as rich as history 

records. 

But all have been submerged by advancing civiliza

tion; until today the surface is as placid as the waters of 

Lake Caddo. 


