A PIUNEER'S EXPERIENCE ON THE WESTERN PRAIRIES
by

5. W. C. Jones

In 1871, my father, together with many cther adventurcus
men, entered the unoccupied public domain in Kansas, taking an
allotment o©of one hundred sixty acres of land, which was
grant=d by the Government under the Homestead Act. In that
year, my father and mother moved ta Kansas from Missouri,
beinging me and ancother boy whe lived with us, Lo make our
home on the western prairies.

He were filled with hope and untiring =necgy. We broke
the prairies and prepared the s0il for our first crap. HWe
were rewarded abundantly. The following year we warked with
undiminished vigor, planting much corn and other spring crops.

The other boy., George, and I had worked hard and there
was a goed crop of corn and spring wheat. By the first of
December all the creps had been harvested, the corn shocked
and ready to be husked. My father was so pleased with what we
had done that he rezolved to celebrate with a Harvest Home
Feast, as it was called. After the meal was over, we fed our
horses and =zat on an old plow to discuss aur achievement.

[t was in that conversation that George first suggested
that [ ask my father to permit us to ga on a buffalo hunt.
Bis suggestion waS a Surprise te me. in a way, but I had often
thought of doing this very thing. The buffaloes roamed in
countless thousands about a hundred miles to the west of us.
the settlers were hunting them for their wWinter's meat and the
road was at 311 timea filled with those hunters, either -oming
or going. Because I was fond of huntina, George's proposition
enthused me and I immediately went in search of my father to
make the resguest,. Il was not much surprised, for he was an
indulgent parent, when he gave his consent and =said we caould
go. This was in the e=arly part of December 1872. I was
seventeen at the time.

In those days, Lhe west was a great barren waste, The
monotony was unbroken as far as the eye could reach. There
were no trees except along the streams, no houses, nor cattle
ranches, The vegetation on the prairie was short buffale
grass.

The butfalo were a blessing te the early western settler.
s I look back, I wonder what the aettler would have done in
these days. had it not been for the fact Lhat he could hitch
up bhis team, drive west a few days. where he could kill
buffalo, bring the meat home for use: sell part of it for a
cent and a half a pound, sell the hides at frem two to four
dollars each. These hunts brought in a revenue. They kapt
the wolf from the door and supplied necessaries that we could
not get otherwise as wmoney was an almost unknown commodity.



The settlers of
those days were not
professional hunters.
They hunted and they
killed what they needed
for use. They did not
set up camps and shoot
down the buffalo for
their hides alone. It
was on one of these
hunting krips Ethat the
experience I am about to
relate occurred.

It was i1n the early
winter of the year 1872
that we embarked on our
trip, filled with high
hopes of hunting buffalo
in the daytime and wild
turkey at night. We had
two splendid guns and had
mustered encugh meney to
buy ammunition for the
"big ki1ll." Though we
had warm clothes, they G. W. C. Jones
were not adequate for the experience ahead of us. With "Smut”
and "Pally” for our team and old “Kit" for cur extra horse, we
headed for the headwaters of the Medicine Lodge River a few
miles away from some sand hills where the buffalo came every
day -

The first day we camped for noon on the North Ninnescah
River. We were st1ll jubilant; though as we gazed over the
boundless expanse, there came over us the feeling of awe and
solemnity at the vastness. After eating our lunch and feeding
our horses, we again took the trail, camping that night on the
South Ninnescah River. A little more sclemn, but no less
jubilant, we did miss the home surroundings and the stillness
was oppressing. This was our first night on the western
prairie. It was scaccely dark when the howling of the coyotes
dispelled the guietness. Coyotes were not strange to us,
becausge we had heard them frequently at home, but for numbers
and noise they svrpassed anything we had ever experlenced.
They seemed to be a whole reciment. We had fried fresh pork
for supper and the coyotes had caught a whiff of its
tantalizing odor. We were not frightened, but the everlasting
ki-ki kept up until after midnight and it was late before uwe
could sleep.

We were up before the sun the next morning and on our
way. The same boundless prairle, dotted here and there with
prairie-dog towns, the bark of their inhabitants greeting us
as we drove along. Little else.

To anyong driving over that country today, seeina those
prairies with comfortable farm houses, the uplands checked by
green fielde of wheat, stock grazing on the hillsides, it
would be havd teo realize that it was ever in the condition
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that it was in on that December morning more than half a
century ago, Then it was 2 barren waste, as I hawve said,
There Wwas nething to relieve its menotony in the way of trees,
just a prairie-dog tawn once in a while, or an occasional
antelope, standing like a statue on some hillaide, gazing at
u2 in wonderment. In fact, a person has to be acquainted with
the haoits of an antelope to realize that it i® an animal, its
white breast looking more 1ike a white post standing on the
prairie. We would get up pretty close to them, then with a
bound they wiore away and socn lost to view,

This wvas Lthe experience of that entire day., but &t
evening we cro&gsed the north branch of the Chikaskia River--at
this peint a 1ittle stream. We were aiming for what we
hunters <alled Buffalo Lake. It was ncbhing more than a wet-—
weather pond, an indenture on the prairie into which the water
drained when heavy rains fell, but there was uswvally wakter in
it and there we intended to camp for the night.

I was driving along and was startled by George's excited
"Look There."” Towards the west and south of the road Were two
buffalo, gazing peacefully, unconscious of any danger. Dur
blaood tingled--we were a2xcited--we were in sight of game--and
a day before we had expected. We dropped off the road,
fastened our team the best we could and started Eor the
animals,

There was a little mound within range of the buffalo and
we were able tao get within fifty yards or so of them. They
were both bulls, evidently having been driven from the main

herd and now roaming by themselves. We huvried, though
carefully, both toek aim and fired at the same time. Each
scored a hit. One animal fell immediately, the other

staqaoered for a short time and then fell.

We had beef! Not the choicest steak, but 1t wWas beef and
buffalo beef! We set about skinning the animals. If ever you
want to skin something, try your 5kill an a bull buffalo, The
hide arocund the nz2ck and shoulders 15 an inch thick and the
hair is full of sand, It was long after night when we finally
qot them skinned and it was fortunate for us that we had
bright moanlight for the job.

We had our uwsual audience of coyotes that smelled the
fresh meat and for the first Lime we wWere greeted by the howl
of a gray woltE. There was only one and he didn't howl wvery
freguently, but he howled often encugh and long =nough to make
the cold chills run up and down our spines. We Wwere glad when
those buffaloes were =kinned and we had the choicest pieces of
their carcasses loaded and we pulled out for Buffalo Lake.

We reached Buffale Lake an hour or twn later and were
surprised to find an Indian camp on its banks. There were
only two tepees. We had unhitched gur team, started a fire,
when an eold Indian stalked up to our camp. He was typical of
his race--while didn't look pleasant, w2 had the Ffeeling that
he was neot antagonistic. He was ablz to utter one short
speech very vigorously, which he did no less than eight or ten
times., Ralsing his hand above his head he growled "White man
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kill wuffalc cow! White man kill wuffalo cow!l" HWe were only
two boys but we gat the gist of his protest.

There waere thousands and thousands of these slain buffalo
within sight from any little hill. On agqreat many, the skins
had not been removed. 1t was wanton carnage. The old Indian
realized that the white man was destroying his means of
suppoart, his winter supply of meat and the prospects for the
future. We realized that his anger was justified and we
hastened to show him that the two buffaloes we had killed were
bulls. He did not apeak, but appeared appeased toc some
extent, at least., as he majestically started back te his
tepee. We were further convinced when, a few minutes later, a
aquaw came over to us, carrving a part of a guarter of an
antelope, which she laid on our grub bex and returned to her
camp. We Were satisfied it was a peace offering from the <ld
buck to make amends for accusing us of killing a "wuffalo
cow, "

we fried a big frying pan full of the antelope steaks,
with a buffalo steak apiece. No exaggeratlion, for the
capacity of the western hunter was something enormous, bBut it
didn't disturb our sle2p, for we had no more than curled up in
our blankets than wa were lulled to sleep with thoughts of the
MO TOW.

Up &gain at dawn and ve were so0n driwving over the
northern tributaries of Elm Creek—--one of the leading
tributaries of Lthe Medicine Lodge riwver. We passed owar
these, then aver an expanse of high prairie and towvard evening
pulled into the timber of anather tributary farthec west,
known as Soldier Creek. The last two hunts I had taken, we
had camped in the ]last grove of trees on this stream and we
were aiming for the same place again, but found it was
occupied by a large hunter's camp, 50 We were forced to make
our camp in & little woodad ravine about a guarter of a mile
below. We soon had a good rousing fire and buifalo steaks for
cur evening meal.

AL this camp wWe had opur first flapjacks for breakfast.
This is something to warm the hunter's heart--not mixed up
with any of the fancy touches 2f the home table but they reach
the spot as nothing else can. I proudly ehowed my
accomplishments as a4 camp cook. Much, I think; to the
amazement of George, for after they were cooked on one side,
with a flip I threw them into the air and caught them on the
other side in the frying pan. A meal fit far a king! A meal
in the open air, with the tlavor of smoke and a little ashes
apread araund!

The hunter's camp north of us showed Chat they wvere
having good success, for on every tree hung from one to three
quarters of buffalec meat and buftale hides were stretched on
the greund in &all dicections. We thought that 1f these
hunters were able to get s0 many, we should be able ta get a
few. These men told us that the main herd, owing ta the
onslaught made upan it by the regiment of hunters that had
been camped along the streamss, had drifted northwest, but that
there were still a good many scattered herds lefb. S0 cur



gunsa were examined and with the ammunition made ready., we
rolled in early, all prepared and eager for the next day. But
the weather was threatening. At sundown the sky had become
overcast with dense clouds and we could feel moisture in the
air and could see an cccazaional snow flake, but this did not
dampen our ardor. In the night, however, I stuck my head out
from urnder the wagon sheet and saw the ground was white and
Lhe snow was coming down in blinding sheets. We get up in the
morning to find six ineches of snow on the ground: though it
had stopped falling.

We made rapid preparations. We found a little bump on
the ravine and placed the sacks of corn on it, over which we
piled our bedding and provisions, then our wagon sheet over
all. #e thought the little eminence would prevent water from
melting snow the next day [from wetting cur supplies, We were
soon hitched up and on our way; hoping that our first day
would be a succaessful one.

We were not expecting a large nrumber of buffalo. A load
usually meant Erom ten to fifteen, that is, their hides and
¢choicest meat. We had gone about two miles, when way acroas
the undulating prairie we geot a glimpse of a herd of buffalo,
probably fifty or sixty. They were traveling west and in
srder to get within range without their seeing ues, we had to
detour to the east and by €fellowing rawvines, keep out of
sight. All af a sudden, in a little ravine, we ran onkto two
0ld bulls which we were determined to try for. We did not
hesitate. These two old stagers would bring four dollars
each. Driving our team out of sight. we climbed out and
prepared for game. We got a good range on them, they were
unsuepicious and kept an grazing through the sanow.

George and 1 were behind a little break in the prairie
and each selected hia quarry. Our guns spoke simultanecusly,
I got my bull in the most vulnerable spot, just behind the
shoulder where the short hair meets the long and about half-
way up. At this point the bullet pierces the lungs and the
animal will stand with his feet together before he falls.
George was nol so successful, as his bullet struck a shoulder
blade and the animal did not fall immediately, nor did he
hesitate, but bounded away over the range. We followed his
trail a short distance and scon saw by the bloocd on the snow
that he was mortally wounded, that it would be only a short
time until he too was down. Just over the ridge we found him.
We hastily ripped up the hide on his threoat and between the
jaws we took out his tongue. This was the hunter's sign to
other hunters that the game was clasimed. We then returned to
the firat bull and prepared for a tough job. These Were
extremely old bulls, of great size and very tough skinned,
when this was deone, we drove the team ups; loaded the hides and
such pieces of meat that we cared to save and started again.

The buffalo were guite scarce, only a few scattered
herds, which were always on the move. Hunter:s were thick and
we didn't see a herd that we did not scon hear shooting,
After traveling until after sundown, we had about come to the
conclusion, though we had two good hides, that our first day's
hunting was not to be regarded as highly successful. Buot upon
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driving on a little eminence, we saw a mixed herd coming up
ene of the trails headed for the north. Driving our team and
wagon out of sight, we hid curselves in close range to the
trails expecting that the herd would follow the trail. But
for some reason they became suspicious. After standing in
their tracks a minute or two, they veered off up the western
bank of the carmyon or ravine. We could not spare the time to
try to get a better position and hastily aiming at one that
was nearest, 1 fired.

It was a long shot, but the animal dropped dead in its
tracks. George did not get a shot and the herd was =oon out
of sight. We crossed the ravine Lo find that my guarry was a
barren cow and very fat. "Well! Good eating her=.” These
animals were the best to be had for beef, The sun had now set
and while the cow was not as hard to skin as the bulls, it was
long after dark before we had carried the skin and the four
quarters of meat to where our team waa, the si1des of the
ravine being too precipitous to driwve acroaa, We ate the bull
beef when we had nothing else, but now we had the best of
buffalo meat for the remainder of our hunt. Aftrer locading gur
beef, we turned our horses' heads towards what we thought was
our camp.

But this had been cur first day out and we didn't hawve
the proper lay of the land and soon sensed that we were headed
the wrong direction. ©01d Kit sens2d it teo, Eor she atuck up
her head and pulled off to the right. She was a dependable
hors= and on any gquestion of location she was always Lo be
relied upoen, She was tied to the side of one cof the other
horses. 014 Kit's uncanny instinct for location proved to be
right and we soon found cur wagon tracks from our morning's
trek.

We had made a very accurate drive and were now not more
than two miles from camp, so weé turned down the sloping
prairie to the banks of the creek and up to the bank of the
camp., “"Where is Lhat smoke From?" cried George. The air was
fFilled with smoke, i1t was from burning wool fabric. We hoth
jumped out of the wagon and ran to our ¢amp where, horror of
horrors, we found that all cur inflammable goods had burned.
Our bedding, wagon sheet, clothes, =ven the sacks containing
the corn for the horses were burned, leaving the scorched corn
lying there in piles, We had had cur camp Eire in an old
rotten stump the night before. A stiff breeze of the day had
ccattered the embers of our firer reaching the mound where we
had left our things.

Well! It was a pretty hard jelt. We now had no bedding:,
just the one blanket George had taken along--everything else
was destroyed. "Well, George.” I said, "we will have to sleep
under green buffale hides from now on.” We knew thabt would
protert us so long as we were in the rimber where we could
keep a fire burning all night. In c¢ase of stormy weather, we
had no wagen sheet. It waa calculated to dampen our spirits,
but after we had cooked supper and built up a fire we began to
laak at things more philoscophically. We had a2 good start for
our load and had really hunted only one day. We expected that
in another week we would be on our way home again. We gel out
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our two big bull hides, spread them on the ground a few feet
fromthe first. hair side up, laid down on one half and pulled
the other half over us. No danger of being cold as we had
piled up a large pile of logs to keep cur fire burrning all
night.

Next morming, on our way to water our horses, we inguired
of our neighboring huntecs how they had fared the day before.
They were despondent and said they would have toc move on. We.,
however, were hunting for only a wagan load,: so decided to try
it there awhile longer. We drove north over the same country
we had gone over the day before, but the buffale had
disappeared. We kept traveling wnorth until we came to the
sand hills. We expected to find puffale there as the ground
of sand hills was warmer than down on the prairies, the snow
melted much faster and the timber furnished shelter from the
nortth winds. About four o'clock in the afternoon we ran
across a small mixed herd and each of us downed a buffalo.
They both were hbulls, one was extremely old and hard te skin.
It waes dark pefore we were ready to head for camp.

In gur winding arocund in the sands we knew wWe had lost
our location to some extent, though we thought we were in the
same general direction as we were the night before. In this
we wWere mistaken. Inaread of striking the trail by going
southeast, we had unconsriocusly passed to the north of our
camp. Realizing that we had missed our camp, we decided ta
camp for the night. We unhitched and fed our horses. The
little corn thakt we had had in the sack we had carried with us
of course was not burned., We built a large “chip” fire and cut
some juicy stcaks of buffalo meat., Then we realized that we
had nothina to fry the meat in, nor anything to melt snow in
fer drink and no pepper or salt. But that didn't matter much
Ltz bale and hearty boys who were as hungry as wolves, so we
cut sticks and stuck them through our meat and cooked it aver
the blazing fire and managed to £111 up.

We spread cur buffale hides in the wagon preparatory Lo
going to sleep, when of a sudden the prairie was filled with
the howls of coyotes, increasing every moment and in less than
an hour there was a ctordon of these noisy brutes surrounding
ourY camp. They Kept cut of gun shot, but they sure made a

noise. The smell cof the cooking buffalo meat had reached
their nostrils for miles away. HNor was that all! In a short
time their number was sugmented by gray wolves. Their howls

were altogether difierent; more curdling, and while we knew we
Wwere safe, their long and mournful howl, laonger and more
mournful than any dog: made the shivers creep up our spines.
We fired a few ahols at thnem but d4id not get ane,; though when
Wwe went out in the morning «we found some blaad on the snow.
Evidently some af our shots had taken effect, but there were
none dead. We started gut early the next morning, decided to
cook our bkreakfast after we reached cur camp. We hoped to get
to camp in gocd time, recuperate for the following day and
prepare for a turkey hunt that night.

It was a bright sunny day. the snow glistening and the
air invigorating, charged with azane from the fields of snow.
Woe started southwest. The hocrses seemed to realize we vere on
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our way to camp and they trotfted along very briskly. All at
once George Bpoke up excitedly and pointed to the scutheast.
I looked for a moment before I could realize what it was. [t
scemed Lo be a dark animal running across the prairie in our
direction. Shortly we were able to see there were some other
animals with it and in two or three minutes could discern it
was a buffale being chased by a pack of coyotea. They wWere
coming in our divection, or nearly so. We stopped and soon
over the hill came a buffalo, a young bull, probably abaut two
years old. These animals, when young, are very fleet of foot.

They wWere coming, a pack of eight coyotes. trying to
reach the hamstrings of the buffalo. The coyote is rather
small to hemstring a full grown buffalo, but they often
attempt it and sometimes succeed in Worrying the anmimal to

such an extent that he is in their pecwer. This young bull was
giving them a merry <hase, his instinct urging him not teo
stop. He kept on at a terrific speed, going 1n a
northwesterly direction. This. we knew, was in the direction
cf the main herds: somethina the young bull understood
perfectly well. We figured he must have been cut out of his
herd by hunters. We remained still unti] he passed.

The buffale had not gane more than a guarter of a mile.,
when from a deep ravine to the southwest came two gray wolves
to join the chase, "Well George, he 18 gone now," I said. 1
knew that qgray wolwves were abundantly able Lo hamstring a
buffalo and that it would be only a guestion of time until he
would be helpless. We decided ve vere going to see the last
of thisa pacttle royal and quickly s8wung our team in the
direction of the chase.

The gray wolwves immediately £fell im behind the buffala,
ane behind the other. A3 they passed his hind legs they made
an accurate vicious snap at the hamstring. One time the
leader fastened his teeth in s¢o f£irmly that he was thrown
several feet away, only to get up with renewed vigor and
return to the charge. In the meantime the obther had Laken nis
turn and was sSnapping ar the bull. Their accuracy was
something wonderful. They seemed to gauge themselves so as to
fasten on the hamstring while the foot was on the ground and
the jerk of the animal in bringing his foot forvard again
would assiat in the cutting process.

It was easy to tell that the buffalo was losing aground.
They hadn't run two miles before we could see that his right
hind leg was disabled and that he was running on three legs.
In another half mile, the hamatring of the other leg was cut
and the poor brute was floundering in the snow. He couldn't
rise, except oh his front feet. He did this and gamely shook
rhis head in defiance, but the wolves continuzd their savaqe
enslaught for the inside of the ham where the skin is thinner.

OQur team had been traveling fast, enabling us tg keep in
sight of the chase and we could see the wolves attempt to tear
cpen the hide of the buffalo. When this was dones the
ravenqous brutes commenced on the flesh and we could see them
tearing out chunks of living flesh and dewvouring it, first one
and then the other. The qray wolwves were the leaders but the
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coyotes came in for a good second. The buffale, in its
frantic attempt to save himself, would cccasionally throw
himself on his side, but this made it erasier for bhis enemies.
He finally floundered to his feet again and was in a sitting
posture in the snow, with the wolves gnawing at his hind
guarters, Ltearing ocut pieces of flesh and eating it.

Then it was that I heard the most mournful cry I ever
heard from a buffalo--or any other source. I have read
accounts of where buffalo roar, but I never heard one roar,
the T have seen them attacked in numerous ways. The only cry
I ever heard from a buffalo was a short, thick grunt. I'‘ve
heard the main herd 1n the breeding seasan of September and
Octaober. Then the bulls--a thousand of them in unison--would
emit *his grunmt. their voices blending in a continuous roar.
But this posr creature: as he sat there in the snow, being
devoured by the blood-thirsty brutes that were his matural
enemy, did not grunt gr toar. The sound is hard to describe,
though it was terrible and heart-rending. His mouth was open
and this moan was continuous. Tho we were Lthree or four
hundred yards away., we could hear it distinctly over the
rattle of the wagon.

When wve were up ta abaut & hundred yards, George Jjumped
te the ground, declaring, "I'm going to get one of those
scalligons." | stopped the team and prepared to shoot ancther.
Both were successful. Gearge braught down a2 coyote and I qgot
a gray wolf. Ar this, the athar bsasts ran away, leaving the
poor mourning kbuffala. "well, George, put him out of his
misery." 1 saild and G=orge placed a bullet at the base of the
skull, behind che ear. After a short struggle, the beast was
drad. Tha wolyvaes were unwilling to give up their feast, but
they had respect for aut rifles and kept out of range,
circulating around, waiting far us to leave. The hide was
tadly damaged by the walwves, but we thought it was still
salable. We haztiiy skinned the animal, rolled up the hide
and departed for camp, l=2aving th2 carcass for the wolves to
finish.

We had little gifficulty in finding cur camp, reaching
thers aboul three p'clock in the afterncon, and hastily
preparing a feast fit for a kina. We had saved the humps from
the best buffalo, and Lo those who have never tried it, 1=t me
say that a aood thick buffalo steak from the hump comes as
near satisfying the appetilte of an epicure as anything can,
We cooked a big thick pancake, made a pot of coffee and sat
silent, thinking of the turkey hunt we had scheduled Eor that
night,

We started out near sundown, turkeys being easier to
locate at that time, as many of them are £lying up to roost,
where they plume themselves before golng to sleep. We planned
that George should take the east bank and I the west and we
worz to meet at the confluence of this stream with angther
stream fram the west, then I should return orn the east side
and he on the west, thcreby glving each an egual show as teo
territory.
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There were small side~-ravines or tanyoens that ran back
into the brakes and it waes in these brakes thabt the turkays
resorkted for the niaht. The trees afforded plenty of fgod,
aak Erees with acorns and much hackberry brush. [ had nat
gone a half-mile up the creek, Wwhen I pauged at the mouth of a
little side-ravine and listenad. I could hear a turkey flylng
up to roost and 1 knew | was on the hunting ground. I
cautiously traveled up the dry bed of the water force and
discovered three turkeys feathering themselves on 2 limb of a
huge oak tree. They were Loo Ear Off for a shot and thea came
the task ([and a Ltask it iz) to get within shst of a tuckey
standing on the limb of = tree. All hunters know that a wild
turkey is one of the wariest game birds af America. Their
vislan is keenly acrurate. They get the glint gf a hunter's
gunbarrel flashing in the moanlight, Seaorge and I had
prepared for Lhis by wrapping the remains of aur burned
blankets arocund the guns.

I proceeded Lo sneak up an my turkeys, but had net gone
far when a warning "Quent, Quent” came fram the tree and I
knew they had seen me. I Wwas pretty disgruntled, for I had
alwaye thought I was pretty fair at stalking game, and felt
now I had lost my first chance. I dropped to the ground and
waited. In a very short time I again heard the whirr of winas
and loogking up, saw a fine cld gobbler looking down at me, not
thicty feet away. He had flown in from the top of a ridge in
plain view. In less time than it takes to tell, I had my gun
uncovered, took aim and brought the old fellow down. I had a
tceasure. His bronze plumage glistened in the twilight, I
hung him up in a tree and prepared to go farther up the
canyoan, I got two good shobts, but bacoed only one turkey. I
braught the bird back to hang with my gobbler and started
down-stream for the next canyon. There seemed to be a great
many turkeyse in this canyon. They haa bunched up and wers
roosting 1n a flock.

Thie was the month of December and the country had been
s=tbtled by buffalo hunters since carly Eall. These buffalo
hunters aoften tcok a few turkey hunters on thelr trips toc get
a supply of turkeys to take home with their buffalo meat, Cne
of them made a business of it, I know of three men who went
with a wagon and in a week had a wagen-1lcad ¢f turkeys for the
Thanksgiving trade. As a result, the turkeys were thinned out
considerably and those that were left were very scary and gun-
shy. I crossed the stream c¢cn a fallen tree—-trnnk and on the
way down-stream I got two more birds. When Geeorge and I met
at the appointed place, we found that between us we had an
even dozen turkeye to take home to the folks. AEter
t=counting cur experiences, we rolled up in our buffalo hides
and slept.

The buffale hunt was resumed next morning and we followed
the same plan for the remainder of the week., Some days good,
same bad. By the end of the wWeek we counted our loot and
found we had thirteen hides, twenbty quarters of meat, twe cr
three hundred pounds of humps. All this, with the turkeys,
made a pretty fair lcocad and we prepared to start for home,
pretty well satisfied with our success, The only detractlon
froem cur enthusiasm was the fFact that we had burned up a fine
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lot of bedding:; ameng which were scome fine woolen blankets
which mother had brought from New Zealand when we emigrated
froem there years before, We consocled ourselves with the
thought that from the proceeds of our hunt we could buy enough
bedding to compensate for the loss.

In the merning, we broke camp and loaded everything up in
25 good shape as we could, placing the beef in the battom of
the wagon box, with the hides we used for bedding on Lap. The
weather was bright and clear, though piercingly cold, and we
started for home in high spirits. We were intending to make
Buffalo Lake by night if we could, though we reslized we could
not make fast time with our heavy carge. Wz failed to reach
Buffalo Lake by five miles.

After we hed sLopped, it commerced teo snow with driving
winds from the north., We feared we were in for a blizzard.
Nexzt morning a heavy Sleety snow was falling, driven by gales.
IL Wwas s severe we were afraid to btry to drive, so prepared
to camp there until the sterm was over. The blizzard was most
seyere and oUr resources Wwere taxed to the utmost., While ve
had plenty of woed, we could not lle close enough to the fire
but what the buffalo hides froze hard as boards, only the side
next ta the fire remiined unfrozen., We stayed in this camp
for three days, when the storm broke, the winds subsided and
we were off again.

The roads were very heavy with snow and the Arifts made
aur travel slow. We had a very heavy lcad and the horses
strained against 1t. Just ak sundown we came teo a place where
1 had camped at previous times. There was a spring and good

grass in the ravine below it. By cthe time we had cooked and
eaten our supper the wind raised again, snow was fallaing and
was driven by icy blasts of hurricane force. The hides froze

as stiff as boards.

A boy of seventeen is not supposed to have mature
judgment. As 1 look back, I realize we were not as
respurceful as we should have been. We should have nunted up
a snow-drift, made a place in it for the hides, covered them
with snow, crawled 1n and we vould have slept warm. Lacking
that judgment, by morning we both were chilled to the marrow
and hardly able to move. I believe George's fa2er wWere frozen
at that time. We didn't cook any breakfast. Lt took us Ltwo
hours to harness our team, our hands being so numb and partly
frozen so that we couldn't handle the leather and buckles.
Evary buckle had to be fastened with our teeth.

There had been two other wagons on the ground the night
before, but they had plenty of varm bedding, alse hides, and
did not have the trouble we had. Canseguently they pulled put
an hour or more before we were ready. After finally getting
our team hitched up, we started. I was walking beside Lhe
wagon, driving the team. George was walking close behind.
The snow was blowing, or rather it was sleet, sharp cutring
sleel, which struck us in the face like thrown shot, stinging
painfully., By hugging the side of the wagon we were able to
keep out of most of it, but not so with the team.
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We had ane horse, Smut, who was a very touchy, skittish
animal. s the sleet stung her face, she would rear and
plunge and it was almost impossible to control her. Alsa, she
was balky and wauld not keep to the road. I had to hold the
lines very tight and at the =&nd of a mile my hands were
virrually frozen., We decided we would have tg leave the wagon
and travel on horseback. First, however, we [Eelt we must try
te warm curselves. On a bare spot on the prairis where the
snow had been blown away, we tried to start a fire; but the
wind, blowing a gale, caught up the pieces of burning wood and
scattered them, 8o we had to abandon the idea of getting warm.
We unhitched cur horses and started off, I was riding “Smut"
and George was riding “"Polly,” leaving "0ld kKit” to follow.

In a very short time, we were numb with cold. We then
dismounted and catching hold of the horses’ tails, drove cthem
ahead of us in a good run. This limbered us up scmewhat and
we climbed back on our horses, walking and riding alternately.
We kept this up for two or three hours, but Geocrge began to
hesitate about getting off and running. 1 didn’t know it
then, but I am satisfied now that his feet were badly frozen
and he couldn't run. He had remained on his horse topo much
and had gradually frozen more and more. By the middle of the
afternoon he couldn't walk at all. Once he fell off his

horse, but with hard labor I got him back on again. His legs
were frozen stiff, shaping themselves to the contour of the
horse's sides. There was a ball of ice as large as a hen's

egg on his left eye, the right eye frozen white. He couldn't
see and could hardly speak s0 as to be understood. We came up
onto an eminence and ahead of us about a mile I saw the teams
and wagons that had been in camp the night before. I tried by
leading George's horse to whip up and overtake these teams;
but he couldn't stand to ride faster than a walk. I explained
to him that if we ¢could ride faster we might catch up with the
wagons and get help, but he 1ndicated to me to go on and hold
the others until he caught up.

By the time I rode up ta the team, I was badly frozen.
The men with the wagons took me off my horse, one taking me by
one arm and the other by the ather arm, dragging me backwards
and forwards over a bare place on the prairie until 1 limbered
up a little. Il told them I would be able to walk 1iE I would
hold on to the end-gate of the waaon. I refused to do this
unless they would go back for George, but they refused. They
all were in a more or leas frozen state and hesitated to
delay. They said they would drive up on the next ridge and if
they saw George coming they would wait for him, but before we
reached the summit of the other ridge, "Polly” came galloeping
up without him and I knew poor George had fallen of his hotse,
frozen to death. 1 insisted pn going back to bring his body,

but the men refused te let me. This, of course, saved wmy
life. Mournfully we started again. I fastened my hands to
the tail-beoard of the wagon and it wasn't difficult for me tg
held on, becauvuse my hands set frozen almost solid. After two

or three miles I was limbered up B0 I could walk and my hands
were pried locse from the tail-board of the wagon.

By this time it had stopped snowing, the wind was still
very strong and it was intensely cold. ©Of course We bhad neo
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way of knowing how cold it was, but we learned latetr from
Lhose at home that it had been 22° below zero, withaut the
wind. We were now aboubt fifty miles from the firat and only
housze on the trail home. It was about three o'clock in the
afterncon when we decided to start out.

It was then that a little braggadociv helped me. A
characteristiec of mine--if anycne told me I couldn't do a
thing, I accepted the challenge. I heard one of the men
saying, "What are we going to do with this bay? He can't make
it in his condition."” Then I spoke up In boyish boast, "You
fellows go om and find the end of the raad. When you get
there you «will find me right aliong with you," This
brajggadocio saved my life. We kept up continuous travel all
alternoon and night. Many times I would stumble and fall head
foremoat into a drift and I would feel that [ could stamd it
ne longer. Then the beoast I had made would come to my mind, I
would struggle to my feet and go on again. I don't think [
exaggerate when I say this occurred fifty times during the
trip.

About three o'clock the next morning we came to a claim-
shanty, located at the extreme outside of the line of
setbtlement, occupied by a man, his wife and one child. Euau
now there were fourteen ocrLher occupants in this 10 x 14 hut,
all of them in a more or lecs=s frozen condition, several with
their fingers and ears [rozen. I was very badly frozen, my
teet were frozen half-way to my knees, my hands and ears were
frozen and my face was a3 solid sheet of ice. Thaugh the other
hunters were packed 1in the room like sardines, the settler
insisted that we come 1in. The snow was Loo dry to use for
packing my feet. so0 he put buckets of 1t o6n the stove to
partially melt and put my feet in it, The other hunters had
moved on and just I, with my two horses remained. "0ld Kit"
had failed to keep up.

wWhen my feet were thawed somewhat, I decided to start out
@again. 1 knew we were only five or six miles from home. The
creek of course was frozen so0lid and I decided to follow i1ts
course. We would have to crass this creek in order to ride in
home, "Smut" went on a careful walk and I was getting along
pretty well, though 1in intepnse pain from having my feet
hanging. At last wa arrived at the ford-crossing of the

cresk. The drifts were five or six feet deep, very heavy and
Lhere was a stretch of about eight feet before we could reach
the bank proper on the opposite side. "Smut" took the drifts

courageausly, but the snow was up to her belly. W®While she was
gallantly floundering on, 1 was thrown from her back inte the
snow drift. Then, for the first time, I really lost hope. I
knew this horse sa well!

She was a skattish animal and her greatest fault, when

she got lcocose., was that she refused to be caught. Zhe
struggled up the bank and as 1 loocked up at her, T said, "How
shall I ever get hoeme." It was a mile and a half to the next
house. I knew 1 was doomed. But 1 made a try. I spoke

kindly and coaxingly to the hocrse, trying to get her to come
back to me. Then I prayed earnestly, the prayer of a scul in
distress. Some may 2ay it was uncanny intelligence in the
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animal: others may have different thepries, but I belisve it
was bthe direct answer Lo prayer. By a superhuman effort, I
crawled up to the horse on my hands and knees, she made no
attempt to move, simply stood 2til)l so that I could hook my
frozen claws inh her mane. Then she lowered her head =o that
my breast-bone rested on her neck, threw up her head and I
s1id onto her back.

I have hesitated about writimg thls, knowing that many
peaple would think it fiction, Lot it is litecally troue.
"Smut" saved my life, wherher by animal instinct or by Divine
intervention, I will let the reader form his o9vwn opinion,.
"Smut" knew every foobt of this ground; we had hunted antelope
over it many times. We wWere about three miles from our house
and I rode intoc home with my head to her tail.

I found my paoor farther and mother wild with grief.
"Polly." the cecond horse had come an haome aheiad of us.
Reports had reached them of the terrific storm on bthe western
prairie ard of the hunters onrought in frocern, some of them
dead, nhile Lhey were joyous over my return, they were grief-
stricken to learn of poor George being frczen to death and
left on the prairie.

[ coula go on and on. I vould tell of how my sveet
mother, 1n her tencderness and wWanbing to case my suffering,
had me brgught 1nte the warm house instead of packing me an
snow to draw out the frost. I could tell of those two months
of sutfering that fsllowed, of how tne docror from Wichita f{a
crude operator and wvory drunk at the time) came ocut to the
farm to amputate my limbs, one at just below Che knee, the
cther at the ankle: how he placed me on the kitchen table and
hacked away at the job for a whole day and those were the days
Wwhen there were no anaeathetics. I ceould tell how later, when
the spring thaw came, my parents learvrned that there would be a
rapregentatlive 1n town for a firm Eitting artificial limbs and
Il was placcd in the wagon-bed and Was being taken to Wichita
to be measured; oW, on the muddy road we met up with this
same “country doctor":; how my father refused to give him
right-cf-way, ordered nim to get off his horse and then horse-
whipped him within an inch of his life; how, some time later,
my father needed medical attentlon for wvaricose veins and had
to go to this same "country dector': now the doctor 2aw his
chance for sweet revenge and put o1l of vitriol on thke legs,
causing my father to have running sores for the rest aof his
life, Truly, those were thse days of thas "Wild and wWaooly
West." EBEul 1l was only of the hunt and the blizzard that [
had intended to write.



