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CARSON'S “TIRST INDIAN.”

ITAVIE boon requested by
sovorel parties to o offor
somothing of Kit Cor-
gon's eurly days on tho
| Plains. Having beon in-
timate with that famous
. man during the deelin-
N “’\ ing yours of his oventful
k\ lifo, and having heard
R from his own lips mauny
it il \\) of the adventures of his
w{\“,,.:,w‘huw i M youth, ’whiln ailting
A\ W‘ 'w‘wtf"}a # around tho eamp-firn on
‘; )JH govornl little *Coutings™
e with him and Maxwell
in the mountaing of New
Moxico, [ havo choson for my skoteh Kit's firab
ghot at an Indian,
That portion of the great contral plains of
Kansas which mdintes from the Pawnee Fork
a8 its contor, ineluding the boud of the Arkansas,

whoro that river makes n suddon swoop to the
juild
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southeast, and the heautiful valley of the Wal-
nut,—in all an area of nearly a thousand square
miles,—was from time immemorial & sort of de-
batable ground, oecupied by none of the tribes,
but elaimed by all to hunt in, for it was & famous
regort of the buffalo.

None of the various bands of savages had the
temerity to attempt its permanent oceupancy, for
whenever they met there—~which was of frequent
occurrence —on their annual hunt for their win-
ter’s supply of meat, & bloody battle was sure to
onsue. The region referred to has perhaps been
the scene of more sanguinary conflicts than any
other portion of the continent. Particularly was
this the case when the Pawnees, who claimed the
country, met their hereditary enemies, the Chey-
annes.

Through this region, hugging the margin of
the silent Arkansas, and running under the very
ghadow of Pawnee Roek, the old Santa Fé trail
wound its course, now the actual road-bed of the
Santa We Railway,—so closely are the past and
present transcontinental highways cemented at
this point: one, a mere memory; the other, one
of the great railways now spanning the continent.

Who, among the bearded and grizzled old fel-
lows like myself, has forgotten that most exciting
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and sonsational (at lenst it was o to my hoyish
mind) of all the miserably exeeutod ilustrations
in the goographios of thoeir sehool-duys fifty yours
o~ Qante 16 Tradors Attneled Dy Imlimxg "y
Tho pieture loeated the senne of the fight ab Paw-
neo Rock, which formed o sort of a nondeseriph
ghadow in tho background of n erudely drawn
roprosontation of the dangors of the trail,

T wibnossod & apirited encounter hetweon o small
hand of the Chayennes and Pawnees in the fall of
1807, Tt oceurrad on the vpen praivie, just north
of thoe mouth of the Walnut, about four miles
from. whore the eity of CGroat Bewd now stands,
Both &ribes wors hunting the buffale, and when
oneh by neeidont diseovorad tho prosenes of the
othor, with o domonineal yell that fuirly shook
the sand-dunes of the Arkansns thoy rushed ot
oneo into the shoek of hattle,

The Pawnoos wora of courss friendly to the
whitos, and had pormission from their agont to
lonvo thoir resorvation in the valluy of the Noo-
gho, noar Council Crove, At that particulsr
timo, for a wonder, the Choyonnes too woro .{;nmr
poraxily at ponso with the Government. 8o L had
nothing to do but passively witnoss the savage
combnt.

Both bands of tho snvages soon exhaustod thoir
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ammunition, and then the chiefs of the contend-
ing factions appealed to me most earnestly to
supply them with more, of which there wag plenty
ot Fort Zarah, only half a mile away. I was
necessarily foreed to remain neutral, but my sym-
pathies were with the ¢ under dog” in the fight,
—which happened to be the Cheyennes, whom
the Pawnees drove off disgraced and discomfitted.

That evening, in a grove of timber on the Wal-

nut, the victors had a grand dance in which.

sealps, ears and fingers of their enemy, suspended -

by strings to poles, were important aceessories to
their weird orgies around the huge camp-fires,
How true it is, as Longfellow declares: ‘“The
thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” I
remember that map in the geographies of fifty
years ago (already referred to) on which was de-
picted *‘the Great American Desert,” over which
T pored in the little log school-house at the cross-
roads in the country, near my home in one of the
Eastern States. How distinetly I remember see-
ing Bent’s old fort marked on the western edge of
the ““Desert’’ on that quaint map. Then, in the
‘“long, long thoughts ” of my boyhood’s fancy, it
seemed to me to be away out on the confines of
another world, for then I had never been thirty
miles away from the farm on which I was reared.
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T havo slopt under the old fort's hospitable roof
many bimes aineo, bub long hefore the ora of rail
vonds, whore, gathered around its hugo adobo fire-
pluees, up whose cavernous throats the yollow
flames eraclkled and ronred, wore the mighty men
of the Uto nation, with Kit Carson, Lueion B,
Maxwoll, Bont, and other famous characters of
tho bordor, conversing in the heautiful but sileut
sigu-languago, thab is wo perfeet in its nymholiza-
tion.,  OF thoso who were prenent then, all hub
mysolf are long sineo doad, nid the seenes of thowo
duys are only hidden pietures in the stoveliouso of
my hreain, o ho ealled baek in tho quict of the
glonming, with thoir host of necompanying pleas-
ait momorios of a shadowy past.

Tn my boyhood days I honestily helioved thub
Kit Carson was ab lonst oight foet tally that ho
always drossed in tho traditione] buekskin, fringod
ab tho seames, and boaded and “poreupined” ull
ovorj that he earried innumorable olovon-ineh
bowio-knives, hin riflo of Duge dimensions——uso
largo and howvy that, like Warwiclk’s sword, no
ordinary man could oven lift it 1 bolieved his
rogular moenl to Lo an entire bhuflalo, which he
raisod with hoth hands to his mouth, and picked
its immonao hones ag oasily as the averago mortal
doos a chickon’s wing, and that ho drank oub of
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nothing smaller than a river. Boys, probably by
the thousands, had the same ‘“long thoughts,”
for hoy-nature is the same everywhere.

Kit Carson was really a man under the aver-
ago height, rather delicate-looking in physicai
make-up than otherwise, but in fact, wiry and
quick, though cautious, possessing nerves of steel
and an imperturbability in the moment of su-
prome danger that was marvelous to contemplate.

He was fond of cards and horse-racing, a famous
rider in his younger days, having entered the lists
in many a contest with the Indians, who are gen-
erally passionately devoted to trials of speed be-
tween rival ponies. I have myself seen, in the
long-ago, as many ag eight hundred horses bet by
contending bands, whose wealth was counted by
the number of animals they possessed.

Kit once, years before he became famous, fought
a duel, mounted; he escaped with a bullet-wound
hehind his left ear, the scar of which he carried
to his grave, but he nged his equally youthful
antagonist in the quarrel.

Kit’s nature was composed of the noblest of at-
tributes: he wag brave, but never reckless like
Custer; unselfish, a veritable exponent of Churis-
tian altruigm; and ag true to his friends as steel
to the magnet.
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o died in 1868, at Wort Lyon, on the Arkansas,
whilo on his way to Fort arker to muako moe o
long -promised visit, For some timo aftor i
pussing away ho rested peacefully under tho
gnarled and knotted old eottonwoods whiel {ringoe
tho vivor— that Nile of America—in the vieinity
of Lyon. Lator, his romaing wero maovod to Taos,
his formoer New Moexico homo, whero an appro-
pristo monumont was oreebed ovor thom; in thoe
plaza of quaint wnd curious Santu 4, too, thoro
is 0 massivo conotaph which rocords his deeds and
nama.

Kit wae born in Kentueky, on the 24th of Do-
sombor, 1800, While & moro infant his parents
omigratod to what i now Howard county, Min-
souri, which at that oarly date was Iitorally o
“ Jowling wildornoss ?* filled with “ varmints” of
all kinds,

Thore, ns voon as ho was big onough to Lifh
a riflo, the old-Cashionnd pateland-bull, flint-
lock alfair, tho embryo groab frontiorsman hegan
to hunt, and by the timo ho was (ifteen he beeame
tho most oxport shot in the wholo sobtlomont.
o eould hit tho oye of u squirrel overy timoe he
pullod tho triggor, or it didn’t count.

At this period, howovor, his father appronticod
him to o saddlor, with whom ho workaed faithfully
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for two years, spending all his leisure moments
in the primitive forest, hunting bear, deer, and
other large game that abounded there.

In two years more, when Kit had reached the age
of geventeen, the trade with Santa Fé began, with
it initial point in the hamlet of Old Franklin, in
Howard county, near where Kit lived (from which
place it did not move to Independence until 1886).

In the late spring of 1826, Col. St. Vrain, a
prominent -agent of the great fur companies, (a
grand old gentleman whom I knew intimately,)
prrived at Franklin and made preparations to fit
out o large caravan destined for the far-off Rocky
Mountains, loaded with goods to be used in trad-
ing with the Indians for the sking of the valuable
fur-hearing animals of that remote and but little
known rogion.

Kit, a8 groen as any boy of his age who had
never been twenty miles from his home, was in-
fatuated by the stories told by the old trappers of
the Colonel’s outfit, regarding the wonderful game
in the land to which they were going, and he was
oasily porsuaded to join the caravan in the capac-
ity of hunter, his prowess with the rifle having
reached the ears of the major-domo of the train.
Kit ran away from home, I suspect, though he
never told me so.
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The oxpodition was composed of twonty -six
mulo-wagons, womo looso stoek, and forty -two
men,  In addition to his employment as huntor,
young Kit was to holp drive the extra animals,
{nko his turn in stending guard, and maeko him-
solf gonorally usoful.

Tho party marched weorily along, day aftor
dny, Kit proving his right to the reputation of
boing o mighty huntor, without any adventure
worthy of recording, until thuy arrived at the
Walnut, whore thay diseovared the first signs of
Indinng,  They had halted for that day; tho
muley wore unharnossed, the eamp-firen lighted,
and the mon shout to indulge in their ovoer-
wolcomo black coffvo, whoen they were suddonly
gurprised by half a dozon Pawnees, who, mountod
on thoir ponios, hidoously painted and ubtoring
the most dinholionl yolls, rushod out of the tull
grass on tho Arvkansns botbom, and swinging thoir
buffalo robes attomptoed to stampedo the animals
of tho enravai.

Tvory man in the outfit was on his foot in an
ingtant with his ritflo in hand, so that all the im-
pudont snvages gob for their puins wore a fow
harmloss #hobs as they seamporod back to tho
rivor and ovor into the sand-hills out of sight.

Thoe noxt night the carnvan campod at the foob
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of Pawnee Rock, and of course, after the experi-
ence of the afternoon before, every precaution
was employed to prevent another surprise. The
wagons were formed into a corral, so that the
animals might be protected in the event of a pro-
longed fight with the savages. The guards were
ingtructed’ to be doubly vigilant, and every man
slept with his rifle on his arm, for the old Colonel
assured them the savages would never rest content
with their defeat on the Walnut, but true to their
thieving propensities and their desire for revenge,
would seize the first favorable opportunity to re-
new the attack. ‘

All this was a new and strange experience to
young Carson, who had never before seen any In-
dians except a few friendly Shawnees and Osages.
Of the metkods and tactics of the wild Plains
tribes, he literally knew nothing.

When everything was arranged for the night,
Kit was posted as a sentinel immediately in front
of the south face of the Rock, nearly two hundred
yards from the wagon corral. The other men who
wore on guard were posted on top, and on the open
prairie on either side.

About half-past eleven, as near as he could guess,
Kit told me, one of the gnards yelled out *‘In-
dians!? and ran the mules that were grazing near,
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into the corral, whils the entire sompany turned
oub of their blankets on the report of o rifle on
tho midnight air coming from the direction of the
Raock.

Tu a fow minutes young Kit eamo runuing down
toward tho corral, whoro tho mon had colloctd,
aud Col. 8t. Venin askod him if ho had seon any

Indians.
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THE TRAIN AT PAWNEE ROOK,

“Yos,” ropliod Kit, “1 killod ono of tho rod
dovils—1 saw him fall”

Thore was no furthor disturbanco that night;
it proved to ho o false alarms so all who wore notb
gtanding guard that night woere soon poncofully
sleoping ugnﬁin.
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The next morning at the first streak of day,
evory one was up and anxious to see young Car-
son’s dead Indian. They went out en masse to the
Rock, when instead of finding a painted Pawnee,
they discovered Kit's riding-mule, dead—sghot
through the head.

The boy felt terribly mortified over his ridieu-
lous blunder, and it was a long time before he
heard the lagt of his midnight shot at his mule.

He explained to me the circumstances: H8 had
not slept any the previous night, and he had
watched so earnestly for a chance to kill a Pawnes
that he supposed he must have fallen asleep lean-
ing against the face of the Rock; *‘but I was wide
enough awake to hear the cry of ‘ Indians!’’’ said
he. ““Ihad picketed my mule about twenty steps
from where I stood, and I suppose it had been
lying down. All I know is that the first thing I
saw after the alarm was something rising up out
of the grass. I thought sure it was an Indian; I
took aim, and pulled the trigger. It was a center
shot; I don’t helieve that mule kicked once after
he was hit!”’

In tho morning, & few minutes after the men
had returned from a visit to Xit's dead mule, a
roal battle commenced. The Pawnees attacked
the camp in earnest, and kept the little outfit
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husy all that day, the next night, and till the
following night—nearly threo whole days, the
animals all that timoe shut up in the corral with-
out food or wator.

On tho second midnight tho men harnessed up
and atbomptod to drive out, hub wero driven buack
and had to give it up.

Tho third night, just bofore morning, they tried
it agnin, dotermined to ronely tho Tord at Pawnoo
Rocle to wabor their animals, or all would perish,
Tt was o litblo more than ten miles distant from
tho Rock (and is now within tho corporato liniits
of Tarnoed).

Thaey suceonded in kooping off tho savages, and
arrived at tho ford in comparative safoty.  Tho
trnil ab that point erossed the eresk in the shapo
of & horsoshoo; or rathor, in consequoncs of o
double bend in tho stronm as it debouchos into
the Arkansng, tho rond cromsed it twice, as all who
havo travoled tho old Santa 16 trail in tho early
dwys will romoember,

In muking this erooked passsgo many of tho
wagons woro badly wreekod in the erock, bectuso
tho mules woro torribly thirsty, and thoir drivers
could not control thom,

Tho earavan was hardly ““atrung out” again on
the opposito hank of tho Pawncee, whon the In-
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dians poured a shower of arrows and a volley of
bullets from both sides of the trail into the train.
But before they could reload or draw their arrows
a desperate charge was made among them, headed
by the Colonel, and it took only a few minutes
to clear out the savages, and then the caravan
moved on.

During the whole fight at the Rock and at Paw-
neo Fork, the party lost four men killed, seven
wounded, and eleven mules killed (not including
Kit’s), and twenty wounded.

From this fight Xit said Pawnee Rock was
named.
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