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Among the heroes of Texas there is the name of one unwritten 
and unsung who has, for sixty years, slept in a quiet grave near 
two others with whom he died rather than abandon them to savage 
foes and save himself. His last battle against hopeless odds was 
a fitting end to a heroic life. 

The soil of Jack County has furnished the final resting place 
for many heroic pioneers, tkmxgkxxn:txax1ma:xtt though but few, if 
any one of them have had to their crddit the long list of courage
ous acts to their credit, and none more deserving of commendation 
-Jack County has a long list of pioneers whose names and deed, if 
recited, would challenge the glory of the Alamo, and yet, they are, 
through neglect, slipping into oblivion. But few people possess 
such a historical heritage. 

The subject of this sketch was one of the humblest, least 
pretentious citizens of the frontier, who led a quiet industrious 
life, full of eneggy, meeting emergencies without bluster or 
thought of notoriety. 

and 
Brit,/as he was known in later years, Old Brit, was a Negro, 

black as coal with a heavy shock of the kinkiest of hair ••• but 
highly respected. 

As a slave he was brought from Kentucky by a Mr. Johnsannmctt 
who~ two or three years preceding the Civil War in about 1857 or 
185~, settled on the Brazos River near Fort Belknap. There had 
for some bime been peace between the whites and indians, and in 
the sense of security, R~ Johnson had gone into horse breeding, 
putting Brit in charge of a bunch of mares with a thoroughbred 
Kentucky stallion, which brought to Brit a test of loyalty and 
courage, though to him it was simply an incident in daily life. 

As the mares grazed in the valley x in sight of the house, 
a band of six hostile indians swooped down on them, rounded them 
up and were gone in a sweeping gallop. Seen from the house, Brit 
was notified. Buckling on his revolver and grabbing a shotgun, 
Brit rushed to the stable, saddled the stallion, and was off alone 
in pursuit. 11A stern chase is a long chase", but the blood of 
the thDroughbred told and in six miles he was crowding close,. 
The indians turned and barred his way, the six in line across his 
passage. Brit dropped bridal reins and shoved the muzzle of his 
gun forward over his horse~ neck, and, touching his flank with 
spurs, yelled a battle cry. The stallion responded with a burst 
of speed, stretched out his aeck and with ears laid back, screamed 
like an eagle pouncing on its ~I.QC prey. The indians wheeled in
to nearby brush. Horse and rider swept by and Brit's career had 
begun. 

I am not writing Brits' biography, only touching on a few 
incidents in the life of the humblest amongk those who bore the 
brunt of the 12 years war during which indians ravaged the Texas 
NW frontiers~ - the pioneers whom Texas has forgotten. 



With the opening up of indian hostilities, horse raising was 
of necessity abandoned and cattle became the sole livestock indus
try. Buffalo furnished the indian fmoxi food supply. 

As the years passed by, Brit had other contacts with indians 
and won a reputation for cool courage. On one occasion indians 
in forceattacked a cluster of houses, built close together for P-'. 
protection, and Brit was, by consent, put in charge of the defense. 
In time his master freed him, but he remained as a cowhand. 

Returning from a protracted cow hunt in, I think 1862, he 
found that indians had captured and carried his JGt wife away. 
He did not hesitate, but took up their cold trail alone, and 
disappeared for six months, after which he returned to the set
tlements, having gone among hostile indians and worked his way 
from Village to Village and band to band until locating her. He 
bargained with a chief for her f redemption for an agreed number 
of tM horses. With the horses, he again went west into the un
known to return with his wife and her half-breed child. After 
this Brit took trips in an effort to recover children the ind
ians had captured. 

Two cowhands gave out reports that a young indian woman had 
ridden up to their ranch, apparently very hungry. They could not 
understand her talk, and fearing she was a spy, had taken her down 
to a cree~ and shot her to death. A few weeks later, Brit came in 
and inquired after a Mexican girl who had been captured by the ind
ians. He had directed her to the Texas frontier so that she 
might be sent to her people. The cowards who murdered her were 
never punished, a blotch on the escutcheon of Texas. 

On the close of the CiVil War in 1865, the regiment of Rangers 
distributed along the frontier were disbanded and the u. s. Gov
ernment assumed the responsibility of giving protection to the 
people they had been fighting for four years. Protection was a 
farce. Denied the priVilege of defending ourselves against indian 
raids for five years, depredations increased and the settlers wer·e 
driven back. 

So it was that in the winter of 1870 Brit, though 70 miles 
farther east was still on the outskirts of the settlements. 
On that morning a raiding party df perhaps 75 indians had surround
ed a Mexican ox train loaded with government supplies for Fort 
Griffin. 

Note: At this point the story stops, but apparently he resumed 
(grandfather) a new one titled"Old Brit" later in his notebook, 
so I shall type it as it is written. 

Old Brit (should the 
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memory of such men 
and deeds be per
mitted to perish?l 

In the winter of 1871 a Mexican oxtrain of a dozen or fifteen 
wagons were camped on the road between Forts Rmchardson (Jacksboro, 
Texas) and Fort Griffin loaded with army stores for Fort Griffin. 
As usual in that indian country they had selected open high ground 
and had corraled their wagons - driving them to f@rm a circle and . 



locking a g front wheel of the rear wagon with a hind wheel of 
the wagon ahead, leaving wagon tongues outside, making a form
idable defensibl e position, and camping inside. Events justif
ied the wagon master's caution - saving his train and valuable 
freight and the scalps of his men. 

In the morning they had breakfasted and gathered the scatter
ed oxen (3 to 4 yoke to the wagon) which subsisted on the range 
and were turned loose at night to graze, and were allowed liberal 
time in the morning, there being no grazing at midday. 

While drivers were yoking oxen and camp fires were being 
scattered and extinguished, a war party of perhaps seventy five 
Comanche indians came in View, who had no doubt, been attracted b~ 
the smoke of the campfires. It was most fortunate that the train 
had not strung out on the road (as Warren and Du Boises mule team 
train were caught a few months later.) The indians circled the 
train and a few scattering shots were being exchanged, when a 
wagon appeared in the valley, a half mile away. The indians gave 
up their attack on the train and all rode down to the wagon. The 
freighters saw one of three men leave the wagon and walk far out 
to meet the indians. There was what must have been a pow wow the 
freighters sayJ for thirty minutes after which the lone man walked 
leisurely back to the wagon. Then a wait of a few minutes, and 
the indians attacked - seventy five against three - and with 
fire arms. 

The assaulted, utilizing the slight shelter of a single wag
onand one tree, made heroic defense. The smoke from their guns 
and empty shells later found on the ground told that the indians 
had paid a price for Victory. 

After the fight or massacre was over, the K indians left 
without returning to the assault on the Mexican wagon train. They 
had scalped all three of their Victims and fearfully mutilated 
the remains of one, disemboweled his dog and spread him across 
the corpse of his master.(the dog must have tried to protect him.) 

There was no more heroic fight during the indian warfare on 
the northwest Texas frontier ••••• and the three were Negroes - Old 
Brit and Tom Watson who had a small ranch on Salt Creek. The 
third was a young Negro whom I did not know. 

Old Brit, no doubt the one who went out to meet the indians, 
had a long record of courageous deeds. Among them was a when 
an indian party captured and carried his wife into captivity. He 
took up their trail and disappeared for months. On reaching their 
country, the Panhandle of Texas, he worked his way from camp to 
camp, learned their language and found his wife as a squaw of an 
indian chief. He bargained to purchase her for a given number of 
horses, returned to the settlemeDts and secured the horses, and 
recovered his wife. 

When Some years later I last saw them togetherm, Brit appeared to 
make no distinction between his children and her half indian boy 
acquired during captivity. 

But, back to his last fight under the lone tree. He was about 
55 then and his hair grizzly grey, and he had a family to whom he 
had proved his devotion. No doubt he knew many of the indians and. 
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they were not unfriendly to him. But, he argued and begged for x 
the lives of the others to no avail, then went back as a messeng
er to demand their surrender as the price of his l iberty. He 
told the two that surrender meant torture and death I am sure. 
Then he took up his arms and led the fight that could have but 
one ending. 

I leave it for you to say whether or not it was a glormous 
death deserving to be honored. 

Brit's Charactker 

There was no bluster about Brit. He was a quiet,industrious 
and unobtrusive. He was on the outside frontier for 12 years and 
his activity and fearlessness brought him an unusual number of 
adventures which he met as part of his day's work - by doing the 
simple thing that the occasion demanded ••••• as when six indians 
drove off a bunch of mares in his charge. He saddled a thorough
bred stallion, overtook them after a six mile chase, and went on
to the indians like a tornado. The mares were in his charge and 
he brought them back. So it was when his wife was carried off by 
wild indians. The obvious thing was to go into the indian country 
and find her and he did. 

Brit was not brilliant. He just did the obvious thing. If 
he could not save his comrades, he would not purchase his own 
life by betraying them. 


