
CHOTEAU'ACANTHA

t u a r t  n o
ÏILLO

IN TWO' i n s t a l m e n t s
PART I.

ONE of the most famous of 
the early day gold hunts was 
the Yellowstone expedition of 

the spring of 1863. Following the 
remarkable strikes of gold at Ban- 
nack and Virginia City, bands of 
prospectors arriving too late to get 
in on pay ground in the zones of 
proven value, went out into the hin
terland, in quest of new Alder 
gulches. They moved out in every 
direction and within a year every 
stream within a radius of 500 miles 
of the big strikes was thoroughly 
prospected. The Yellowstone ex
pedition, organized by James 
Stuart, was a pretentious effort, 
.well armed and equipped, and its 
purpose was to explore all of the 
streams flowing into the Yellow
stone river, a very considerable 
undertaking. Stuart was one of 
the outstanding men among the 
bold spirits that had been attracted 
to Montana in the great and haz
ardous game of gold hunting.. He 
was a seasoned miner, having won 
his experience in the gold rush to 
California in 1849. Then, with his 
famous brother, Granville Stuart, 
he had come into this wild north
west, adventuring. At the ‘time of 
his arrival, a year or two before the 
Bannack strike, there were but a 
score or more of men of the white 
race in this section of the country.

Stuart was a man of prowess and 
intelligence, possessing the char
acteristics that go to make up a 
leader of men, and when he an
nounced his purpose to explore the 
Yellowstone, there were plenty of 
men who were keen to follow him. 
He picked his associates, and when 
he declared his list full Samuel T. 
Hauser, afterwards a governor of 
Montana, John Vanderbilt, Charles 
D. Watkins, James N. York, Rich
ard McCafferty, James Hauxhurst, 
Drewer Underwood, Harry A. Bell. 
William Roach, A. S. Blake, 
George PI. Smith, Henry T. Geery, 
Ephraim Bostwick and George 
Ives had agreed to go with him..

Stuart and his men left Bannack 
in April, in high feather. The pre
vailing opinion was that all o f the 
streams in Montana were rich in 
placer deposits, and they confid
ently expected to be the discover
ers of another Alder gulch. Two 
months later the survivors of the 
expedition, half starved, limped 
back into the settlements. The 
history of the expedition was a tale 
of bloodshed and privation. They 
had found no gold but hostile In
dians instead and as the result of 
battle with the savages, three of 
their number had been killed, and 
several others had been badly 
wounded.

The first few days of travel and. 
camping are recounted with no un
usual incidents— the weather noted, 
the country described. The daily 
course and number of miles made 
are set down, and there is mention 
of prospects discovered, of much/ 
wild game seen and some slaugh
tered by the men for their use.

On the fifth day out, they met 
some Bannack Indians who were 
coming in from a buffalo hunt on 
the Yellowstone, and were invited 
to camp in their company in friend
ly fashion. The invitation was ac
cepted and the white men and the 
red sat together around the camp
fire, exchanging gifts, swapping 
yarns, and talking of war, horse
stealing, etc. That night when 
they went to their respective tents 
Stuart warned the Indians that it 
would not be well for any of them 
to go prowling about among the 
horses, as a white man could not 
tell a good Indian from a bad one 
in the dark. The Indians did not 
molest them, but one of Stuart's 
horses broko loose and followed the 
Indians’ ponies next day, and was 
returned to them by the old chief, 
Winnemucca, who charged them 
five dollars for the office.

On April 28, they had a less 
pleasing experience with some 
Crow Indians. It was after sun
set and the men were resting in 
camp after a day of fatiguing tra
vel when they were alarmed by 
the discharge of several guns 
across the river from their camp. 
Immediately there came about 
thirty Indians fording the stream, 
yelling "How-dye-do” and “ Up- 
sar-o-ka,”  which means “ Crow In
dians.”  They came into camp on a 
run, but Stuart’s men had all the 
horses tied and were prepared for 
any demonstration on the Crows' 
part when they appeared in their 
midst. .

The Crows asked for the cap
tain of the white men and pointed 
out their own chiefs. The princi
pal chief of the Indians, with a 
pretense o f friendliness, then told 
Stuart to keep a sharp look-out and

have all his goods put inside the 
tents or. he would lose them. For 
several hours the chiefs sat smok
ing and talking with Stuart and 
affecting not to notice the conduct 
of the Crows, who were taking for
cible possession of the white men's
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horses and blankets and stealing 
everything they could lay their fin
gers on, only to be thrown aside 
and dispossessed by the superior 
strength of the rightful owners. 
Stuart’s men were beginning to lose 
patience and to ask themselves why 
their leader forebore ordering an 
attack, for he was following the 
policy of the chiefs and affecting 
not to notice what was going on. 
The Indians had displayed their 
bowie knives and made signs that 
at their chief’s word they would 
scalp the white men, and had fired 
their guns close to the heads of 
their unwilling hosts and offered 
them other insults, when one of the 
men informed Stuart that his men 
could not be held back longer, and 
something would have to be done 
at once.

Stuart then ordered the chief to

call o ff his men, and the fellow, 
seeing that there was no way out 
o f it but in obeying the captain, 
signed to them to drop their guns 
and knives. They did as directed, 
and the remainder of the evening 
was spent around the camp fire 
with no further demonstrations to 
trouble the white men.

That night a double guard was 
stationed, but none of the men slept 
as the Indians were crawling about 
among the tents and horses, in 
spite of the guards, wherever dark
ness favored their thievishness.

The captain had a plan to saddle 
the riding horses at daylight and 
get away from the Indians, shoot
ing them down if molested or de
tained, and the men received orders 
to this effect, quietly given in order 
to evade the watchfulness of the 
chief.

At daylight the men assembled, 
finding that everyone had been 
robbed of something during the 
night by these past masters in the 
art of pilfering.. They were pro
ceeding to saddle and bridle their 
horses when the Crows took forci
ble possession of the animals, the 
blankets and everything they took 
a fancy to.. Stuart directed one of 
his men to tell all the others that 
they were to keep a close watch, 
to do as he did, and not to fire be-; 
fore he did, for their lives. Then/ 
he moved quietly about among 
them, giving’ orders about the 
breakfast, packing, etc.

A  quarter o f  an hour passed in 
this way and the Indians were so 
sure of having everything their 
own way that they fell to quarrel
ing among themselves over the di
vision of the booty. Stuart’s men 
began to whisper doubts of their 
captain’s wisdom and courage and 
to wonder if he was going to per
mit them to be set afoot or perhaps 
killed without a show of resistance, 
when the opportunity which Stuart 
was looking for came.

The chief was thrown off his 
guard and caught apart from his 
warriors. Stuart uttered a sharp, 
“Look out!”  and at the same time 
aimed his rifle at the chief’s heart 
at close range. Instantly every
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white man had an Indian at the end 
of his gun. The Indians were ta
ken by surprise, and not daring to 
move a finger at the peril of their 
chief’s life, though they, too. stood 
with guns leveled at the white men. 
Stuart, his usually quiet face flash
ing with anger and dauntless de
termination, held the proud and 
fearless gaze of the brave with one 
equally proud and fearless, re
proached him with his lack of good 
faith towards the pale faces and 
threatened to send him to the 
happy hunting ground if he did not 
at once signal his warriors off.

At first the chief gazed defiantly 
at the captain. It looked to the 
men as though he would determine 
upon death rather than back down 
and they knew what this would 
mean for them, left at the mercy of 
twice their number of thieving,

And if I should live to be 
The last leaf upon the tree 

In the spring,
Let them smile as I do now 

At the old forsaken bough 
Where I cling!

By L. A. OSBORN

THEY are nearly all gone, those 
that I used to know in the 
good old times in the good old 

region that lies on the farther side 
o f the Missouri, looking from the 
Helena side, 18 miles from the ca
pital to the river and then the land 
of gold, the mountains of romance.

No one dreamed in those days of 
a dam across the stream at Canyon 
Ferry— nor of electric power. But 
we dreamed of other things which 
may be a good deal better than 
modern energy and efficiency. Life 
was different then, somehow. “ And 
where are all the birds that sang 
a hundred years ago?” It is not a 
hundred years but it is nearly forty. 
Most of the placer miners back in 
the hills thereabouts were then of 
middle age or past it— so, for most 
of them it has been “good night” 
this long time past. Their long de 
serted cabins have tumbled into 
ruins, and even the gulches where 
they dug for gold have lost their 
names. But they sound familiar to 
me yet: Johnny’s gulch, German 
gulch, Kingsbury gulch, Cave 
gulch and others. Jimtown and 
York— little is left of them.

At York, where two ravines de
bouched on Trout creek (about 10 
miles back from the ferry) there 
used to be a big log house on a 
corner—a part of a one-time town. 
This structure had been store, sa
loon. and dance house at different 
periods. Finally 1 taught there a 
winter term of school —  where I 
used to know a lot more than I do 
now. I was quite young and had 
scholars nearly as old as myself— 
we got along famously. I had a 
nack of getting along with people 
then, which I have since lost. And 
I got along famously with the old 
placer miners, too— for they ap
peared old to me.

Every Friday night I turned the 
old log school house loose for de
bating and recitation. They nearly 
all took part along with the chil
dren. One old forty-niner, whose 
name has escaped me. would bob 
upon the platform at every meet
ing and spout forth. “ I am dying, 
Egypt, dying”— he did it well, too.

On Saturdays and Sundays I 
would walk for miles through that 
timbered region and visit at the 
cabins of the miners— as welcome 
as the flowers in May.. Here and 
there I would stop over night— 
visiting each in turn. They were 
well posted men and we talked of 
most everything under the sun.

They had the peculiarity of each 
living in his separate cabin— too 
old-maidish in their ways to get 
along with anyone when it came to 
housekeeping. Otherwise free as 
the air, with the latchstring always 
out.

Even at that time the placers 
were about “petered;” but by 
working hard all summer they 
made enough to hole up for the 
winter with a constant succession 
of “ blow-outs” down at the ferry. 
Someone or other of them would 
be sure to be on a spree, when 
whisky was as free as water and 
nobody else’s money was any good 
at the bar. I am afraid short plen
tiful libations cut short the lives of 
some of them.

They always had whisky in their 
cabins, too, especially in winter. 
But they were tough as pine knots 
—those old placer miners— and 
showed few signs of deterioration

I wonder what became of them; 
they are not there now, for certain 
I wonder how they died? That re
gion now is as desolate, more so, 
than before the white man ever 
glanced over it. And it will never 
be inhabited again— for the gold 
has been ravished away. There 
was lots o f it to begin with. An 
immense amount of work has been 
done in that hilly, pine-covered re
gion. There were long box flumes 
winding for miles around the hills; 
tunnels and ditches. Down near 
the river there was a flume carried 
across a wide gulch— the trestle 
work must have been over a hun
dred feet high. It was necessary 
to employ sailors in its construc
tion. It was built of poles— the 
remnants o f them are there yet.

An outfit a good many years ago 
excavated a bed-rock flume from 
the Missouri river, eight miles to 
New York gulch, and worked it all 
out. They washed out a wide pit 
fifty feet deep. I don’t know whe
ther it paid or not, but my old log 
school house had to give up the 

host during the proceedings.

Up to comparatively recent years 
there lived at old Jimtown my one
time good friend, Dick Cotter, an 
historical character. A year or two 
ago he was living in Helena.

He lived in a little, low log cabin 
on the left hand side of the road 
as you enter what used to be Jim
town— six miles up from the ferry. 
Years and years he lived there, 
during which 1 visited him twice. 
If he still lives he must be pretty 
old. Of Scotch-Irish extraction. I 
believe he was the most fear’ ess. 
bluff, outspoken man I ever k a. v. 
(For Dick and I had some adven
tures of our own own.) He had 
a deep religious tinge under all his 
high-falutingness. He never drank 
so I am inclined to think he must 
have saved some money for his old 
age.

He was a member of the explor
ing party which, before the laying 
of the first Atlantic cable back in 
the sixties, sought a route by way 
of Behring Strait for an overland 
telegraph line between America 
and Europe.

Shortly afterwards he was the 
sole companion of Clarence King 
on his exploring trip through the 
Sierra Ncvadas, by hazardous 
ways. In the way of widespread 
fame, Cotter has never received 
credit enough for this. King wrote 
a book, “ Mountaineering in the 
Sierra Nevadas,” probably the best 
ever written on an adventurous 
subject. He was a master o f des
criptive writing and there is not a 
dull page in the volume. You can 
find it in our public library. In 
this book, in numerous places, he 
gives full due to Cotter's bravery 
and resourcefulness. King was 
the true father of the department 
of United States geological survey. 
When not on one of his trips he 
was‘a bon vivant of New York. 
London and Paris: hob-nobbed 
with the “ big guns” of those places 
and was a dresser from Drcsser- 
ville. However, he was a bra\e 
man—peace to his ashes. During 
my different visits to Cotter's lit
tle cabin I could never get him to 
talk about his experiences with 
King; he would simply wave his 
hand towards a little shelf on 
which reposed along with the Bible 
and Hugh Miller’s “Testimony of 
the Rocks,” , a copy of “ Mountain
eering in the Sierra Nevadas.”

murdering Crows. In awful si
lence and suspense they stood, each 
of them, fixing with his gaze the 
fierce, fiendish eyes of a savage..

Finally the chief gave the desir
ed signal and the Indians sulkily 
put up their weapons and sought 
their ponies. I-Iauscr says:

“Upon his giving the signal, our 
captain looked around at us, sav
ing, ‘Boys, he has weakened.’ His 
expression was so changed and pe
culiar, and the remark so unex
pected from his sublim«; and noble 
appearance of a moment before, 
and at the same time was such wel
come news and great relief, that I 
threw up my hat and shouted with 
laughter, although a short moment 
before I had been under the most 
intense excitement of my life. This 
hilarity of mine caused the serious 
aspect of things to change into a 
moment’s fun and absolute forget
fulness of our dangerous situation 
at least for a moment or two.”

Two of the chiefs and six other 
Crows did not leave with the Ind
ians and begged to be taken with 
Stuart’s party and given breakfast 
at the next halt. They were told 
that the pale faces were now angry 
and would not give them any
thing to eat, but they decided to go 
along notwithstanding a cold wel
come. When the men had eaten 
breakfast, which they halted to 
prepare six or seven miles from the 
scene of their late troubles, they 
collected the fragments that re
mained and presented them to the 
Indians. They made no further 
trouble and ate what was given 
them, afterwards throwing off 
their robes and offering them to 
Stuart’s men as a sign that they 
were friends. Stuart told them lie 
was poor and could give them 
nothing in exchange for the robes, 
and so could not accept them, but 
would be friends. After this the 
Crows departed and the men pur
sued their course with no further 
misadventure until evening, when 
they met some more of their 
friends the Indians.

These were Crows, with their 
chief, Red Bear. They rode into 
camp about sunset and were given 
supper. Red Bear, who was one 
of the principal chiefs o f the Crows, 
gave Stuart a black horse, receiv
ing a gift of a white one in ex
change, and professed great friend
ship for the white people. This, 
however, did not prevent one of his 
Indians from attempting a steal a j 
horse from camp that night, but j 
the guards caught him and carried i 
him before the chief.. Red Bear! 
said the man was crazy and that lie! 
had no cars. It is probable that 
the Crows, chiefs and all, consider-j 
ed stealing a virtue rather than a 
crime. The thief was turned loose 
by the white men and next morn
ing the Indians departed.

The following night while Bost
wick was on guard his horse was 
stolen though it was bright moon
light. The guards saw an Indian 
near camp, and while the attention 
of both of them was directed that 
way, another Indian crawled to the 
opposite side o f the camp, cut the 
horse loose and succeeded in get
ting away with it.

The men were now traveling in 
the neighborhood of Pompev’s Pil
lar, near which they camped one 
night, and on which they found the 
names of Captain Clark and two of 
his men, cut there July 25. 1805. 
fifty-seven years before. Tn this 
region Stuart’s men enjoyed sev

eral buffalo hunts and found plenty 
of small game. They passed near 
here1 the winter quarters of the 
Crows, a number of houses, some 
built o f logs and bark, and a few 
like lodges. The horses o f the men 
were beginning to show signs of 
hard travel, some with sore backs, 
and others lame. In this re'gion 
they found the water very bad for 
drinking. On the Big Horn river 
they prospected and found from 
ten to fifty colors of gold in every 
pan..

On Wednesday, May 6, 1863. five 
of the party were appointed to 
cross the Big Horn and survev a 
townsite and ranches. They con
structed a raft, and on the other 
side of the river located a townsite 
of 320 acres, and 13 ranches of 160 
acres each, while the captain lo
cated two other ranches.

On May 11, they had an amus
ing experience with a party of three 
white people -whom they saw at a 
distance, riding three horses and 
with three pack-horses. Stuart 
hailed them from across the river, 
but the strangers thought they had 
fallen in with Indians and made no 
reply to the salutation, starling off 
in mad haste as soon as they got 
out of sight. Stuart sent some of 
his men to overtake the party and 
find out who they were, but after 
giving chase for ten miles they con
cluded it would not do to wear out 
their horses in such a game, so the 
strangers made their escape. It 
was discovered later that this party 
was J. M. Bozeman and John M. 
Jacobs and little daughter, looking 
out a route for a wagon-road, 
which was afterwards found and 
called the Jacobs and Bozeman cut
off. They had encountered Ind
ians onlv a few days before their 
meeting with Stuart’s party and 
had no wish to repeat the exper
ience. Yet they did meet Indians 
again before reaching their destina
tion, Red Butte on North Platte, 
with disastrous results, escaping 
barely with their lives and in a 
famishing condition.

The story of Stuart’s next Indian 
experiences is best told in the 
words of his journal

Stuart’s Journal
May 12— Saw plenty of fresh 

Indian signs near camp. Sixteen 
horses have been here today, and 
probably more whose tracks we did 
not see. We will have to look out 
for squalls, as there is evidently a 
war party in the neighborhood.

It is eleven years today since I 
left the home of my bodhood. Who 
knows how many more it will be 
before I see it again, if ever?

May 13, 1863—Last night Smith 
and I had the first watch, and 
about eleven o’clock the horses at 
my end were scared at something, 
but it was very dark and I could 
not sec anything. I thought it 
might be a wolf prowling around 
camp.

A few minutes before eleven 
o'clock I sat up and lit a match to 
see what time it was and also to 
light my pipe, but at once laid 
down again. We were both lying 
flat on the ground trying to see 
what made the horses so uneasy 
and to this we both owe our lives.

Just then I heard Smith whisper 
that there was something around 
his part o f the horses, and a few 
seconds later the Crows fired a 
terrific volley into the camp. I was 
lying between two of my horses 
and both were killed and very near
ly fell on me. Four horses were 
killed and five more wounded, 
while in the tents two men were 
mortally wounded, two badly, and 
three more slightly wounded.

Smith shouted, “Oh, you scoun
d r e l !” and fired both barrels of 
his shot-gun at the flash of theirs, 
but *o far as we could tell the next 
morning, without effect. He most 
probably fired too high. I could 
not fire for the horses were' in the 
way.

I shouted for someone to tear 
down the tents to prevent their af
fording a mark for the murderous 
Indians a second time. York rush
ed out and tore them down in an 
instant. I then ordered all who 
were able to take their arms and 
crawl out from the tents a little 
way and lie flat on the ground. 
And thus we lay until morning, ex
pecting another attack each instant, 1 
and determined to sell our lives as ; 
dearly as possible.
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A NEW OIL LAMP FREE
Burns 04% Air.

E. P. Johnson, 609 W. Lake St.* 
itblcago, 111., the Inventor of a won
derful new oil lamp that barns 94 
per cent air and beats gas or electric
ity, Is offering to give one free to the 
first user In each locality who will 
help introduce it. Write him for par- 
ticulara Agents wanted.
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