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Brief Rundown: 
 
 
As the title suggests, our story takes place in central Texas in circa 1870.  It features a Longhorn 
Cattle drive that begins at Lockhart, Texas just south of Austin and stretches almost one 
thousand miles to its final destination at Abilene, Kansas. The Ramrod on the drive is Cody 
Sparks an experienced trail boss and a man that respects people, life and loyalty. His crew is 
mostly a motley group of cowboys made up of ex-Civil War soldiers, both north and south, some 
misfits, possibly a criminal or two, and maybe even a cowboy.  
 
Every trail drive runs on food and this one is no exception.  Cody hired the best cook in the 
business to make sure his men were happy with the drive and its food.  Hallie Crouch the cook, 
also known as “Cookie” has recently acquired a green horn sidekick that will work as his helper 
on the drive.  It will be Cookies responsibility to insure all goes well with Luke his nephew (the 
greenhorn).  
 
The drive will probably take three months with travel across the plains, hills, valleys, mountains 
and rivers that make up these one thousand miles.  Cody must anticipate and plan for trouble that 
could come from any direction.   Most drives are harassed with rain, hail, sleet and maybe even 
snow.  That doesn’t include stampedes, tornados, river crossings, rustlers, or robbers; the list of 
potential problems is endless.  Cody knows he can’t predict or have a pre-arranged answer to the 
unknown.  His response, just be prepared and do the best you can with the cards that are dealt. 
   
The leader of our 3,500 head of wild cows will be John Chisum II, a five year old longhorn steer 
owned by Cody who has made two other successful trips to Abilene.  John and the bell that he 
wears around his neck will provide the calming and relaxing effect to the rest of the herd.  Of 
course, Cookie will be driving his Studebaker each day as we try to cover 12 to 15 miles during 
the daylight hours. 
 
Why don’t you join us for the trip of a lifetime?  We have plenty of good food on hand plus; who 
knows what other kinds of good times or trouble we might run into.  “You all come on now; we 
may need your help.” 
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The Burial 
 
The graveyard is only a small plot of ground and is located on the outskirts of Lockhart, 

Texas.  Many of the old markers and tombstones indicated that the place had been in use for 
nearly a hundred years. You could trace its beginning back to about 1780. Back then it was just a 
small hill side lot covered with nothing but prairie grass and not much of that. It’s now 1870 and 
the small hill side lot is flourishing with green prairie grass, a few blooming flowers and 
numerous trees, all planted by families of the dead. The setting seems very different from years 
ago, but quite appropriate for a small country cemetery; and the burial that is taking place today. 

 
In those nearly one hundred years since the first grave was dug in Lockhart the United States 

had lived through its Independence and the Revolutionary War, the War of 1812 and the Civil 
War which almost tore the whole darn nation apart, before it ended in 1865. 
 

Luke Crouch, a handsome and strapping young lad of fifteen stood between his mother, 
Lennie and his uncle Hallie.  The three of them stood just to the side of the cheaply made 
wooden casket that held his father’s dead body. Hallie held his hat with his left hand and had his 
right arm wrapped around his nephew’s shoulder.  To Luke, it seemed like only yesterday he and 
his dad were hunting rabbits together for their evening meal.  The following night Turp, Luke’s 
dad became violently ill and died before the doctor could reach his side.  He was only forty-eight 
years old.  Luke wished that they had never killed those darned rabbits, especially the one that 
gave his daddy that awful Rabbit Fever. 

 
Luke’s blond hair was gently blowing in the wind as he wondered just how many of his 

kinfolk lay buried on this pretty hill side covered with the new spring crop of bluebonnets. He 
didn’t know about the past but he knew that there would soon be at least one. 
 

Luke watched his mother and the few well-wishers in attendance as the preacher said some 
words about “Ashes to Ashes and Dust to Dust.”  He didn’t know for sure what that meant.  But, 
he did know that his daddy was gone and was never coming back. They added that he had gone 
to heaven to see Jesus, but that didn’t make it any easier to bear.  Just the thought of his loss 
made the tears start to flow down his cheeks; and he felt his uncle’s arm tighten around his 
shoulders. 

 
Lennie had never expected to be left a widow at the age of forty-five, with a fifteen year old 

boy to care for.  She now had to run an eighty-acre farm on her own and eke out a small living 
for her and her son.  In the last two days she had asked herself many times, can I do this? Lennie 
softly murmured to herself, “Oh Turp, after seventeen years together why did you have to leave 
me like this”? The small gathering in the cemetery was suddenly quite as the Preacher finished 
the Lord’s Prayer with the words “Amen”.     

 
 Uncle Hallie squeezed Luke’s hand as the first handfuls of dirt were tossed onto the top of 

the wooden casket.  Luke leaned on his uncle for support as he too dropped a handful of loose 
soil onto his father’s casket.  It felt nice to feel the strength of his uncle’s hand on his shoulder.  
Luke liked to think that he was grown up. But at fifteen he still needed the guidance, support and 
strength that only a man can provide. Everyone said he was fifteen but Luke didn’t know for 
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sure.  He had always been told that he had been born on 11 April which was, his great-
grandmother Josie’s, birthday. 

 
Hallie and Turp Crouch had been brothers and fairly close to each other, but the way they 

lived their lives and made a living was quite different.  Turp had spent the majority of his adult 
life trying to make a go of it on his small farm.  He had managed to accumulate twenty-five or so 
good laying hens, several head of dairy cattle, two dozen hogs and a team of good mules.  Not 
prime mules mind you, but Turp had believed that, old Jack and Jenny, his mules were as good 
as any in Lockhart.  The farm itself had always provided enough vegetables to keep the family 
from being hungry.  His family was like others in the neighborhood; they were always planning 
and preparing food in the summer to carry them through the harsh Texas winters.  Turp and 
Lennie had always been able to accomplish that together.  The question now is can Lennie do 
that by herself and still provide for Luke? 

 
While Turp had spent most of his life on the farm, his brother Hallie had chosen another path 

to follow.  Hallie had never liked to be tied down, he had longed for the open spaces.  He liked to 
sleep on the cool earth and stare at the evening skies that were lighted with the millions of stars 
in the sky.  His job as a cook for large cattle ranches and cattle drives afforded him the perfect 
opportunity to demonstrate his cooking skills and live what he thought to be the perfect life. 

 
Hallie’s reputation as the finest trail cook in the state of Texas was known from Brownsville 

in the South to the Red River in the North. You can’t forget to mention Muleshoe to the West 
and big thicket to the East.  Every ranch foreman, ramrod or trail boss worth his salt knew him as 
Hallie Crouch.  But to all the trail hands he was simply known as “Cookie”.   

 
Hallie escorted Lennie and Luke to the wagon that was pulled by the mule team of Jack and 

Jennie.  When everyone was aboard he drove them to the Crouch family farm where Turp’s 
friends and neighbors would be stopping by for food and refreshments as they celebrated his life.   

 
Luke was surprised that his dad had known so many people.  It seemed like they had been 

dropping by for hours. As time passed he noticed that his mother was now saying goodbye to the 
last of the visitors.  When the last family had departed, Lennie finally had a chance to sit down 
and visit with Hallie. Luke wasn’t included in their conversation but he was sure it was about 
him.   
 

Hallie looked away from Lennie and toward Luke and asked, “Luke how would you like to 
come and live with me for a couple years while you are growing up?  Of course you can come to 
visit your Ma every so often.  Then when you’ve grown up a little more you can come back 
home to help your Ma run the farm, if you want to.”  

  
Luke looked at his Ma to see if she approved.  There was little doubt in his mind that she 

thought this was the best plan at this time.  So in a matter of minutes Luke went from a farm boy 
of fifteen to heaven knows what. 

 
The following morning Lennie began to pack what few things Luke had for the trip from 

Lockhart to Austin, Texas.  While Lennie was packing, Hallie and Luke drove Jack and Jennie, 
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the mules into Lockhart to get a 
few needed supplies, including a 
horse for Luke.  At the Livery 
Stable Luke listened while his 
uncle haggled and dickered with 
the attendant over the available 
horses and their cost. They finally 
agreed on a young appaloosa that 
was gelded, broke and trained.  The 
Livery agreed to throw in a bridle 
and saddle for the agreed price of 
$28.00.  The livery man 
complained that Hallie could really 
skin a razor, meaning that he was a 
hard bargainer.  

 
After their shopping was 

completed the pair returned to the      
farm.  They planned to leave the 
following morning on their trip.  Luke spent most of the night just being close to his Ma cause he 
knew it would be a long time before he would next see her.   

 
It was in the late spring of 1870 as Hallie and Luke set out on their journey to Austin, Texas.  

Luke really liked his new appaloosa friend especially the sparkle he saw in the horse’s eyes.  It 
was then that he decided to name his new friend “Sparkle.” But regardless of how much he liked 
Sparkle he had to admit that his bottom wasn’t really made for a saddle; and to tell the truth it 
was beginning to hurt and hurt bad. 
 

As the miles and hours slowly passed Hallie told Luke about his life in Austin and what he 
did for a living.  It was then that he mentioned that everyone he knew called him Cookie and 
asked that Luke do the same.  To Luke it seemed out of sort to call his uncle Cookie.  But, if 
that’s what he wants, so be it. 

 
Cookie mentioned that he had a job coming up in a couple weeks involving about three 

months on the trail and then the travel time necessary to get back to Austin.  It was almost a 
month ago when Cody Sparks the Ramrod for the Triangle Ranch had approached Cookie about 
the job.  Cody was currently involved in a roundup of about 3,500 wild Long Horn cattle.  When 
the round up was completed Cody and his drovers would begin to drive the steers up the 
Chisholm Trail to Abilene, Kansas. Cody took a few minutes to explain that the Chisholm name 
has been around for many years and at times people; especially those with limited education 
simply spelled the name as it sounded.  Thus you might hear the name of Chisum, Chizm, 
Chizum or Chisholm, but it doesn’t matter, when you say the name, they come running.  

 
Cookie explained that the local ranchers could sell their cattle on the local market for two or 

three dollars a head. Or they could drive them to the Abilene railyards where they could be sold 
for twenty five to thirty dollars a head, possibly higher. After the cattle were purchased in 

                     Luke's Appaloosa, named Sparkle?  
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Abilene they were shipped back east by the railroad and then north to the Chicago meat markets.  
If and when the railroad ever laid track into central Texas, the need for the long cattle drive to 
Abilene would end.  

 
In the meantime, it made good economic sense to 

make the trip north to Abilene. The boss man had 
chosen the Chisholm Trail as the best and straightest 
route in spite of the fact that the trail went through 
Indian Territory. The Chisholm meandered through 
central Texas passing Austin, Round Rock, Waco, 
Dallas, crossing the Red River into Indian Territory and 
finally to Wichita, Kansas, before reaching the trails 
end.  Cookie said “Mr. Cody knew the Chisholm Trail 
much better and was more comfortable with its 
conditions. Once they reached Abilene, the cattle would 
be sold to the highest bidder. Then the cattle would be 
shipped by the Kansas and Pacific rail road east to the 
meat plants; most of which were located in the Chicago 
area. 

 
Of course Mr. Cody could have chosen to follow the 

Western Trail (the one that Charlie Goodnight normally 
traveled) that ended in Ogallala, Nebraska or even the 
Sedalia Trail (also called the Shawnee Trail) which 
stopped at Sedalia, Missouri. But he had decided on the 
Chisholm and that was that. 

 
     Cody had asked Cookie to be his cook and person in 
charge of the chuck wagon, including the food and other 
supplies required to make the three-month journey.  
Cody had wanted the best cook available and was 
overjoyed when Cookie accepted his offer. Good cooks were usually paid more than the twenty 
five to thirty dollars a month that the drovers received.  A man with Cookies reputation usually 
got at least fifty dollars a month.  But, Cody wanted only the best, which is why he made a deal 
for sixty a month.  Cookie smiled as he thought about how good it felt to be wanted or needed. 

 
Luke’s bottom was just beginning to feel better, like it was getting used to the movement of 

his horse and the saddle.  The best part was they were arriving at Cookie’s home, signaling the 
end of this part of the trip and offering a little relief for his aching butt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

        Teddy Roosevelt, Ranch Brand  
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The Preparation 
 

     The following morning Luke bounded out of bed; expecting to be the first to rise on this 
sunny morning.  He was pleasantly surprised to see Cookie, drinking black coffee and 
completing his preparations for the morning meal.  Luke didn’t realize how hungry he had been 
as he downed his second stack of flapjacks. 

 
After breakfast, Cookie laid out his plan to prepare for the cattle drive that would take place in 

a couple weeks. He knew he needed to visit with Cody Sharpe and mention that Luke would be 
going on the drive with Cookie. Most Trail Boss’s don’t want kids on the drive, so Cookie 
needed to convince Cody that Luke was more than just another kid.  To do that he had two weeks 
to prepare Luke for the drive and just what would be expected of him. 

 
One of the first things Cookie explained to Luke was the roundup itself.  He explained that a 
long time ago the Spaniards brought cattle into Texas.  Many of these cattle had escaped and 
continued to live and multiply in the wild.  The mild climate and very few predators had 
permitted these rangy critters to survive and thrive in the part of south Texas known as the “wild 
horse desert.” The animals continued to breed and multiply until there were literally millions of 
them spread across south Texas.  The inbreeding had resulted in the growth of a hearty animal 
that became known as the Texas Long Horn. Cookie explained that these cattle were roaming the 
range and were free for the taking.  That’s what Cody is doing right now.  He’s out there with his 
drovers trying to round up as many of these free cattle as he can for the drive north.   Cody had 
about fifteen drovers hunting through the bushes, briars, tumbleweed and any other sage brush 
that was big enough to hide a cow.  Once they had rounded up a sizeable amount his men would 
start the branding process.  Cody’s ranch brand was the triangle.  They placed the triangle brand 
on the left rear hip of every cow that they rounded up, unless of course it was already branded.  
In that case, they just let the other branded animals run in with his Triangle brand.  Then they 
would go search for more cattle to brand.  It seemed like a never-ending project.  But to Cody it 
was worth it and besides it took a lot of time and work to catch and brand thirty-five hundred 
wild cattle. New calves were branded with the brand of their mother.  Usually the mother cow 
would come running when they heard their calf bawling.  If the mother had a brand then the calf 
was given her brand.  If the mother wasn’t branded then both animals were given the Triangle 
brand, representing the Triangle Ranch near San Saba, Texas.  Branded animals were turned 
out in make shift corrals or stock areas to keep them from high tailing it back into the brush.  
 

  Cody’s drovers were probably a motley group that included former soldiers, both North and 
South, and some  Galvanized Yankees (confederates that served in the Union army) from the 
Civil War and probably a few outlaws on the dodge trying to escape the law, and some just plain 
cowboys or farmers..  Cody accepted whites, blacks and Hispanics.  Their color didn’t matter to 
him.  All he asked was two things; first a good full day’s work for a day’s wages. Second, was a 
man’s loyalty to the Trail Boss and his brand?  Every experienced Trail Boss felt that when he 
signed a man on for the drive, that man was obligated to see the job through to the end. That 
meant he couldn’t just leave in the middle of the drive when things got tough.   Cody felt the 



John Chisum II and Studebaker, Journey to Abilene 
 

7 
 

same way and was prepared to enforce that rule.  Whiskey, gunplay and insubordination are 
three big taboos on the trail and Cody wouldn’t permit either. 

                                                                                                                         
 As Cookie had been explaining the round up to Luke he was also working on making 

changes to the chuck wagon down by the barn.  For many years Cookie had been altering and 
refining the wagons that he had used.  He was always striving to improve his chuck.  Personally 
he preferred the old Studebaker army wagon. One thing that made the Studebaker special was its 
steel Axles.  They were much stronger and more reliable than the extra hard wooden axle 
wagons.  The “Baker” as some people called it was capable of withstanding the rigors and stress 
of the trail.  Then he mounted the chuck box on the rear. The rear of the chuck contained a 
hinged door or table with a supporting leg that could be lowered and used as a food preparation 
table. The area below the wagon from the center line to the back wheels was called the Possum 
Belly where the cook stored extra wood for his required fire at mealtime. Quite a bit like the 
mother possum carried her babies when she was moving about. If wood was scarce or non-
existent the cook could always muster up a fire with Round Browns or Wood Chips, also known 
as dried cow manure. This also 
provided a little extra ambiance for the 
evening meal. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  
One of the most important things was 
secure storage of the money needed for 
the drive since Cookie was the banker. 
The chuck required adequate storage 
space for food supplies, cook ware, 
bedrolls, poncho’s, slickers, tarpaulins 
and who knows what else.  One thing 
Cookie insisted on was plenty of 
storage for fresh water, at least two 
barrels worth.  You could never have 
too much water while out on the trail.  
Things were always breaking down so he 
needed to carry tools for mechanical 
repair and a medical kit so that he could doctor the men and their injuries.  Yes, Cookie was the 
doctor while the drive was underway and another reason why he was paid the big bucks. 

 
Luke listened intently as he was told the duties of the chuck wagon cook; plus  other names 

that wranglers sometimes call the cook, such as coosie, sourdough or grease ball; which by the 
way are some of the better names. 

 
 His eyes lighted up when he realized that they would be riding at the front of the cattle drive   

he could think of nothing worse than eating or breathing all the dust kicked up by the herd.  In 
addition, Cookie would be responsible for selecting campsites in the evening and at the stop for 
noonday meals. Of course, Cookie would be getting some help from Cody who had been on the 
trail before.  He knew where the best grass and water were and also what to expect in the way of 
danger.  

 

                    Cookie's  Studebaker Chuck Wagon? 
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Cookie gave Luke a quick overview of just how the herd was managed on a daily basis.  The 
drovers positioned at the front normally called the “point” led the herd.  The sides were herded 
by the right or left “flank” while others rode “drag” at the tail end of the herd.  Luke knew he 
wouldn’t like the drag position because of all the dust kicked up by the herd.  When cattle started 
to drift away from the rest of the herd it was either the flanks or drags responsibility to get them 
back with the rest of the herd.  They might lose some cattle along the trail but they couldn’t 
afford to just let them stray away. 

 
The point position on the herd usually contained the most rambunctious and liveliest of the 

cattle, therefore a more experienced cow hand was assigned as point man.  It was his job to keep 
the herd moving in the right direction.  Some Trail Bosses brought along their own steer to be the 
lead steer and to help lead the herd up the trail. One of the best lead steers in the business 
belonged to Charles Goodnight who was famous for drives up the Western Trail.  Charlies steer 
was called “Old Blue” and had guided over 50,000 longhorns up the Western Trail.  Some say he 
was known from Arkansas to the Pecos, and in Colorado as well as Texas. Rumors have it that 
Charlie was once offered ten thousand dollars for Old Blue; but Charlie wouldn’t part with him. 

 
Cookie mentioned that Trail Bosses are famous for stealing or adopting workable ideas from 

other Bosses.  Thus the idea of using a lead steer like “Old Blue” soon caught on.  Nowadays 
most everybody worth his salt prefers having a lead steer.  Mr. Cody uses a steer that he got from 
old John Chisum himself.  Chisum didn’t use much ingenuity in naming his steer; he just called 
him “John Chisum”.  Just guess what they named his next calf when he was born. Yep, you 
guessed it they called him “John Chisum II and that’s the Bell Ox that will be leading our drive 
to Abilene.  Cody sure is proud of that “John Chisum II steer. Most of the cattle in the herd get 
used to hearing the familiar bell that hangs around John Chisum’s neck.  It also serves as a 
soothing and calming sound to the herd. At river crossing the lead steer was invaluable as he 
chose the best place to enter the water and did so without a lot of urging, He was the definite 
leader of his herd. Sometimes Chisum even comes into camp at supper where the drovers feed 
him snacks of cornbread, biscuits and dried apples. Cookie says, “If we get to Abilene all in one 
piece, a lot of the credit must go to old John Chisum II and his bell”. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                    Mr. Cody's, Lead Steer, John Chisum II?  
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     At night the drovers (night hawks) try to get the cattle quiet and bedded down for the evening.  
Usually two men circled the herd in opposite directions to insure they remained quiet and bedded 
down. Traveling in opposite directions meant that the drovers would meet and pass each other at 
least twice as they circled the herd. If they didn’t meet the other drover they knew something was 
amiss and would sound the alarm.  It was also the duty of the night hawks to tie the clapper of 
the bell around John Chisum’s neck to prevent the bell from keeping the herd awake. 

  
 Night time is also when some drovers sing songs to keep the animals calm and relaxed.  At 

midnight two more riders relieved them as some of the cattle moved around to drink and graze.  
At 2 a.m. the third shift took over and rode watch till daylight.  As an added precaution some of 
the extra horses in the Remuda were saddled just in case there was a stampede.  If a stampede 
occurred the cowboys quickly pulled on their boots, grabbed their hats and ran to the saddled 
animals.  They then attempted to halt the stampede by making them turn in a circular motion 
until the event was over.  It was always a tedious task to gather the herd after a wild stampede.  
Cookie claimed stampedes were always dangerous, in fact he had seen many cowboys lose their 
lives in stampedes.  The causes of most stampedes could be simple like the sound of a breaking 
limb or twig, the yip of a coyote; or the more serious sounds of pistol fire, or the crash of thunder 
and lightning. Regardless of the reason, drovers fear the stampede more than any of the other 
dangers they may face on the trail. 

 
     Cookie also demonstrated for Luke just how he positioned the tongue of the chuck wagon 
toward the North Star each evening, so they would know the true North direction when they 
started the drive the next morning. Cookies said “find the Big Dipper which is easy and draw an 
imaginary line between the two stars that form the dippers lip.  This line will point directly to the 
North Star (Polaris) which is also a star in the handle of the little dipper”.  

 
 Luke realized that the duties of the Cook included a lot more than just cooking coffee and 

biscuits. He would soon find out that on most drives the cook was a barber, dentist, banker, 
doctor, letter writer and a handy man capable of shoeing a horse or fixing a broken chuck wagon.  
The chuck also had to carry the many tools necessary to fix whatever was broken, which 
includes a jack in case the chuck has a broken wheel. To accomplish all these duties most cooks 
got up about 3 a. m. and began preparing the morning meal. 

 
Even at the young age of fifteen, Luke knew that on a trip of this size there would be many 

dangers to be faced.  Some might include tornados, rattlesnakes, floods, windstorms; rustlers and 
god forbid even stampedes and Indians.  One of Luke’s worst fears was the crossing of rivers 
because he didn’t know how to swim.  He was sure hoping he wouldn’t have to learn on this trip.  

 
Cookie knew that he must teach Luke as much about cooking as he possibly could in the short 

time before they left on the drive.  Luke was quick to learn how to peel potatoes, cook beans and 
make the sour dough for biscuits and other breads.  As well as biscuits, he learned how to make 
sourdough bread, Cush (a fried sweet cornmeal cake), flap jacks, pancakes, fritters and a corn 
dodger (made of Indian corn and baked). Cookie always soaks his beans in water over night; 
according to him the beans cook faster, taste more creamy and delicious and lastly it helps the 
cowboys and their digestive process, (if you know what I mean). 
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He got so good that at times the sourdough rose to the top of the camp oven.  He was taught 

how to use the camp oven that was made of steel.  To bake with it, hot embers had to be placed 
under and on top of it.  This would supply the oven with enough heat to bake the breads, etc. If 
you did a poor job of changing embers the breads would be under cooked or burned if you used 
too many embers.  Like everything else, it had to be perfect or somebody was going to complain.  
The cook was always the brunt of jokes around the campfire. 

 
Cookie then taught his pupil to make the perfect drink for the trail drive.  That was strong 

black coffee.  If it was too weak the men complained.  If it was over cooked and bitter the men 
complained about it.  If the combination was correct, then everyone was happy.  Cookie didn’t 
use pre-ground coffee so he had to grind his own roasted coffee beans every day. He taught Luke 
how to grind the beans, showed him just how much coffee (one medium handful for each cup) to 
put in the big coffee pot that was full of water; and how to put egg shells into the brewing coffee 
at the right time to ease the bitterness and sink to the bottom of the pot taking the coffee grounds 
with them.  That way one could drink the coffee without getting a mouthful of coffee grounds.  

 
The cook could get by with marginal grub but if the coffee wasn’t good, everyone was 

unhappy.  So Luke made pot after pot of the coal black liquid until Cookie was fully satisfied 
with the results.  Then Cookie remembered that he himself had been doing this for more than 
twenty years, just how can the kid be an expert in a couple weeks.  He really didn’t need Luke to 
be an expert.  He just needed for the boy to show enough talent so that whatever he did, Cookie 
wouldn’t have to do it again.  Cookie also explained just how important it was for the cook and 
his helper to be clean and neat.  Nobody wants to eat a man’s cooking if the man isn’t clean 
himself. No sir, the cook must be neat, clean and presentable, especially when doing his job. 

 
They worked very hard on the recipes for various meals such as, chili, beef stew which the 

drovers sometimes called, Son of a ----- Stew, also how to cook a good steak or salt pork bacon 
and even the possibility of venison or wild turkey if the opportunity presented itself.  Cookie also 
carried numerous herbs and spices in the chuck; always ready to improve the taste of what he 
had prepared.   
 

Cookie had given Luke a quick education about how to care for horses. This information was 
valuable, not just in his care of “Sparkle” his Appaloosa but to help care for the forty to fifty 
extra horses brought along on the drive.  It has often been said that a drive was only as good as 
the horses in their remuda.  Cookie also knew Luke needed this information if he were to 
convince Cody of his value to the drive.     
 

The last of Luke’s quick education was Cookie’s explanation of the Trail Boss and how most 
of them operated.  He explained that everything that happened on the drive was under the control 
of the Trail Boss. The success or failure of the drive was in his hands.  He chose the trail to be 
taken, he hired the crew, and he bought the remuda of horses. He normally traveled more every 
day than any of the other drovers; which required that he change horses frequently.  He was 
always scouting ahead looking for water and grazing for the cattle, the best campsites or the 
safest and easiest places to cross the rivers and creeks. An important aspect of his job was 
finding water often enough to keep the herd moving.  Dry trails should never last more than two 
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days or everyone was in trouble. He made it his business to know which water holes were dry or 
had bad water that could poison the horses and cattle.  

 
Tomorrow morning, Cookie and Luke would depart for the rendezvous with Cody and the rest 

of the drovers. The wagon was laden down with food, supplies and necessary equipment for the 
three-month journey. They were to meet up at San Marcos and start the drive when Cody said 
they were ready.  Extra supplies could be had at San Marcos, if necessary.   

 
The journey to San Marcos was about thirty miles and should be covered in less than two 

days. Cookie was hoping that Cody had camped somewhere along the Guadalupe River that ran 
through San Marcos.  He knew the area well and was familiar with its abundance of tall bluestem 
grass as well as the cool clear waters flowing from the local springs into the Guadalupe River.  It 
was an ideal spot to camp while the final preparations were being made.  

 
Luke drove the chuck from Cookie’s home all the way to San Marcos. It served as the perfect 

time to hone his team driving skills in preparation for the long drive ahead.  With Sparkle tied to 
the rear of the chuck, he learned just how to hold the reins and how much pressure was required 
to turn the wagon.  Luke did have some problems as he attempted to use the wagon brake lever 
on the right of the driver’s seat.  It seemed his legs were just too short to get much leverage on 
the lever.  But, by the time they arrived in San Marcos he had mastered the brake problem.   

 
As Luke had been driving he spent some time thinking about the last couple weeks that he had 

spent in the company of his uncle.  He realized that in a short period of time he had received an 
education that usually takes years to learn.  He knew that he couldn’t shoot a gun or swim.  But, 
he was an ok cook, horse wrangler and fixer upper.  He could help repair most anything that 
could go wrong with the chuck.  He knew his 5’ 4” frame was small but what he lacked in size 
he knew his brain would make up the difference.  In two weeks he had grown about four or five 
years in maturity, but not in age. 
 

Cookie thought to himself that the Kid was a quick learner.  Maybe he could make the boy 
into a man quickly so he could return home and help his Ma run the farm.  The only problem 
Cookie could see with the plan was what if Luke wanted to continue in his newfound venture 
and didn’t want to be a farmer.  Oh well, we’ll just have to face that problem if and when it 
happens. 

 
 

 
The Rendezvous in San Marcos 

 
I’ve been telling this story for a while now and I’m getting tired of talking.  As you have 

heard Luke has really matured in the past couple weeks with his newly acquired knowledge 
about horses, trail drives, cooking and life in general.  So, I’m going to let Luke tell you the rest 
of his story.  I think that’s only fair since he is the main character in our story, don’t you? Luke 
the rest of the story is in your hands.  I’ll be with you on the drive, but you’re going to have to 
tell the story in your own words. 
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Gosh Cookie, you really surprised me this morning.  I knew that sooner or later I would begin 
to tell my own story but I didn’t expect it would be this soon.   

 
You should have heard the yelling this morning when Cookie and I drove up to Mr. Cody and 

his drovers.  It was quite a celebration, not just because they were glad to see us, but also because 
they really didn’t have a cook on the roundup.  They ate ok but it was basically catch as catch 
can.  Now that the chuck was here they knew the grub would be much better.   

 
I saw Cookie talking with Cody and bringing him up to date on the last couple weeks.  I knew 

that a part of their conversation was about me. It wasn’t long before they signaled for me to 
come over and meet Mr. Cody.  Cookie introduced me to the Trail Boss, Cody Sparks.  Mr. 
Sparks wanted me to call him Cody, but I didn’t feel right calling him by his first name.  So I 
agreed to call him Mr. Cody even though Cody wasn’t his last name.   

 
The Boss stated that based on Cookie’s recommendation that I could come along on the drive 

if I agreed to his terms.  His terms were that I agree to work a full shift every day just like the 
other drovers. My work would involve assisting Cookie with the meals, driving the chuck, 
setting up and taking down the chuck at mealtimes and anything else that Cookie needed done. 
In my spare time I could help Juan, the horse wrangler, as he cared for the forty or so horses in 
the remuda.  The rest of the terms included that I had to be hired on.  Mr. Cody stated he couldn’t 
afford to have somebody in the camp that wasn’t an employee and really didn’t have any loyalty 
to the Triangle Brand. In consideration of his terms he agreed to pay me twenty dollars a month 
in wages. He agreed that was low wages but that would have to do until I could prove myself.  
Mr. Cody and I shook hands on the deal.  I looked at Cookie and saw a smile come on his face as 
he winked at the Boss. 

 
So it was official, as of right now I worked for the Triangle Brand and owed my loyalty to 

them, at least till we got the cattle to Abilene and the drive was completed. 
  
I was so proud of myself that I was almost strutting around camp like a young Bantam 

Rooster. I wasn’t aware of what I was doing until Cookie told me to simmer down just a little bit. 
 
We set up the chuck and Cookie began to prepare a small noonday meal.  The meal was Beef 

hash, pinto beans and hot sourdough biscuits, with plenty of strong hot coffee to wash it down.  
The drovers complimented Cookie on the biscuits and good coffee.  My chest got big and puffed 
out some, because I had made the biscuits and coffee for Cookie. We knew, but we didn’t tell 
anybody. 

  
That afternoon I met Juan while he was working with the horses in the remuda.  He showed 

me how he liked to stake or pickets them out so they would be out of the way of normal traffic 
flow around the camp.  But, at the same time they needed to be handy in case they were needed 
in an emergency.  And most of all they needed to be secure.  Juan mentioned we couldn’t afford 
to have the extra horses getting loose, causing delays and other problems.   

 
According to Mr. Cody the round up was almost over. His count showed the herd had grown 

to about 3,700 head.  He figured that gave him two hundred extra head cushion in case they lost 
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some along the way.  The Boss knew that some of the weaker cattle would be used for food and 
others would serve as a bargaining chip when the drive reached Indian Country. 

 
I heard some of the drovers say that they were getting the herd ready to move out the 

following morning, bright and early. That night I lay under the chuck wagon with my head on 
Sparkles saddle and tried to go to sleep. Thoughts of Ma, back home on the farm, were drifting 
through my mind.  I wished she could see me now; how proud she would be. I could hardly wait 
for sunrise tomorrow morning.   

 
Suddenly Cookie was nudging me with his foot indicating that it was time to get up.  I noted 

that the sun was not up and most of the drovers were still asleep.  It was then that I realized just 
how important we were to this cattle drive.  We needed to get up before everyone else and have 
strong hot coffee and biscuits with slabs of cooked salt bacon ready for the drovers when they 
woke up.   

 
An hour later everyone had been fed and Cookie with my help had the chuck packed and 

ready to move out.  I heard Mr. Cody assigning drovers to cover the positions of point, both 
flanks and the poor guys at the drag. 

 
Then in a loud clear voice we heard Mr. Cody say, “Head um up and Move um out.”  It was 

time for John Chisum II to strut his stuff. 
 
 

The Beginning 
 

     That was also Cookie’s signal to move to the front of the herd and lead the way.  I knew that 
our day would involve traveling about seven to ten miles, setting up camp for the noon day meal, 
then breaking camp and moving another seven to ten miles and establishing camp for the night.  
Mr. Cody’s goal was to make fifteen to twenty miles each day.  He wanted twenty but would 
settle for fifteen.  So our first day on the trail began without a lot of fanfare. I asked Cookie, 
“How he knew when we had traveled fifteen miles.”  He told me that you just had to get the feel 
for how far you had traveled.  As you gain more experience you note just how fast the cattle are 
walking.  Then you can guess the miles by the cattle’s gait. Slow walkers get about twelve miles, 
the average is about fifteen miles and if you can really keep them moving, it’s about twenty 
miles. 
 
     Cookie also explained that we could use the trail itself as a guide.  Many other herds had 
made this trip before and it was easy to tell where they had made their camps.  It was easy to see 
where other trail bosses had passed some good campsites as they tried to make that extra mile.  
Of course, there was a fine line between moving the cattle quickly and running the weight off 
them.    
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     There were both good and bad things about using the campsites of previous trail herds.  
Usually the location was good because they chose a place with water and good grass for the 
cattle to graze.  But in many instances the available firewood had been used up.  I guess that 
explains why Cookie told me to be on the lookout for firewood as we moved from camp to 
camp.  In fact, he had rigged a hammock type storage area under the chuck where we could store 
the extra wood we found throughout the day. Cookie also told me of the possibility of using Cow 
Wood if actual wood was not available.  For us greenhorns Cow Wood is dried cow manure and 
really works as a substitute fuel for the campfire.  It does present a different odor that takes a 
while getting used to. 
 
     As the first week on the trail came to an end I had to admit that I was tired.  It seems like 
everyone wanted me to give him something or get him something or just be his gofer.  All I 
could hear was, “Kid, give me some more coffee, Kid, have you got a light, Kid, you did well 
today or Kid you’re alright.”  I knew everyone meant well and before I knew it I was known as 
the “Chuck Wagon Kid.”  I figured they could have nicknamed me a lot of things that weren’t as 
nice, so I was kind of proud of being called the “Chuck Wagon Kid.” 
 
     The next couple weeks on the trail went pretty good for me.  I learned a lot and didn’t have 
any major problems.  However, yesterday was a new challenge for me.  While Cookie and I were 
moving the chuck to our nighttime camping spot we noticed a nice pile of dead tree limbs that 
would make good firewood for the ovens and campfire.  Cookie stopped the wagon and I got off 
to load up the wood.  I had barely moved the first limb when I heard the rattlers shaking on a big 
old Diamond Back Rattlesnake.  I finally spied the old rascal lying right next to the limb that I 
was reaching for. I must have disturbed his sleep because he was really upset. Almost by instinct 
I reached for the shovel that we carry on the chuck and started to beat the devil out of the snake.  
When it was finally dead I started to load the rest of the wood.  I’ll be darned if another rattler 
didn’t come rattling out of the brush pile.  By the time I was finished loading the wood I had 
killed three big old rattlers.   
 
     Cookie had begun to wonder what was taking me so long to gather a small amount of wood 
so he got down checking on me.  His eyes almost popped out of their sockets when he saw those 
dead rattlers. He was surprised that I had been able to kill them especially without yelling for 
him to help.  Cookie’s next thought was just how good they would taste when he fried them up 
for the evening meal.  He said rattlesnake meat tasted almost like chicken. Some say it’s even 
better than chicken or prairie hens. 
 
      That evening Cookie told all the drovers about my adventures with the snakes and that each 
of them should thank the Chuck Wagon Kid for providing such a delicious meal.  Juan muttered, 
“If the snakes were laid end to end they measured almost seventeen and a half feet.” Wow! 
That’s over three times my height.  Cookie told me he would teach me how to dry out the 
snakeskins and make a band for my hat. I figured with seventeen feet of skin there would be 
enough left over to make a hatband as a gift for Mr. Cody and maybe enough for Cookie or Juan. 
 
     Every night after the evening meal has been finished and the herd was bedded down for the 
night the drovers just lounged around the campfire. Most of them drank coffee while the others 
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told stories of their past escapades. Some told about their time in the war and others about their 
time in jail. Pete and some of his buddies were always talking about the ladies and senoritas they 
had known.  Those that could carry a bit of a tune might sing a song or two. Of course, I’m only 
talking about the ones that weren’t out on night watch. Many times I wished I could sing.  When 
I tried to, I sounded like one of the calves bawling just after the drovers branded him with the hot 
iron.  
 
     Usually I would listen as Mr. Cody laid out his plans for the trail over the next week or so.  
According to his way of thinking we were near Round Rock and the Brushy Creek area meaning 
that we had come about one hundred miles since we left San Marcos. That also meant that we 
would have to ford the Brushy Creek. I was a little apprehensive about the crossing but Cookie 
put my mind at ease by telling me how small the Brushy was. According to Mr. Cody in about a 
week we would be turning the herd to the northeast toward Dallas.  Tonight Mr. Cody looked at 
the sky and said he thought bad weather was coming and we should be prepared for rain. To me 
the skies looked normal, just like most every night.   
 
     Later on Cookie mentioned the bad weather and said that when the rains come it also brings 
wind, possible hail, possibly flooding and definitely thunder and lightning.  He stated all of these 
spell trouble for the boys and those on horseback.  I wondered just how Mr. Cody knew that rain 
was coming.  According to Cookie, sometimes you just feel it in your bones. Then he went on to 
say, “The more scientific way to tell about rain is to watch for the changes in wind direction, 
quick drops in the temperature and watching the clouds themselves.”  I thought to myself, I wish 
I knew all that stuff. I guess it just takes time and experience. 
 
     It must have been about three in the morning when we heard the first rumblings in the skies 
above. The clouds were moving rapidly across the sky from the west to the east.  You could see 
the flashes of light from the lightening but there was no noise.  Cookie called it Ribbon lightning.  
He divulged that was the best kind because it didn’t scare the cattle nearly as much as the regular 
stuff.  It looked almost like ghost riders in the sky the way the lightning moved around so 
quickly without making a sound. 
      
     The rain had been pelting down for a while now and was starting to puddle in the horses hoof 
prints. Even I could tell we were in for some worse weather.  My clothes were getting soaked 
even though I was wearing my slicker and a poncho on top of the slicker.  
 
     Mr. Cody yelled at Juan to get extra horses ready just in case. Then he said, “Don’t forget to 
tighten the picket line holding the horses; we don’t want them to loosen the picket rope and start 
running free in this nasty weather.” Then he sent extra men out to help keep the cattle calm and 
under control.   
 
     Cookie remarked “Come on kid let’s get the chuck ready because it’s going to be a long day.” 
I stoked up the campfire as he prepared the coffee. I’m glad we got that extra wood yesterday 
because anything laying around for use is going to be sopping wet.  It’s also a good thing we got 
out the old tarpaulin last night to help protect the fire and working end of the chuck from the 
rain. Mr. Cody’s early weather prediction had saved us all a lot of pain and grief. The rain was 
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really coming down now.  My poncho was keeping some of the water out but not all of it.  But, 
like Cookie said, “wet or not we still have to do our jobs.”   
 
     The rainwater began to flow down the side of the hill into the campsite.  I found the shovel 
that I killed the rattlesnakes with and dug a small trench around the campfire.  We couldn’t 
afford to have the fire going out while Cookie was fixing the biscuits and bacon.  And he 
suggested that we would need a lot more coffee than usual.  He had barely spoken those words 
when four of the out riders rode in for coffee and a biscuit sandwich.  They all stood up as they 
drank their black coffee, because there wasn’t a dry spot to sit on. 
      
     Then it happened, the loudest crack of lightening that I had ever heard.  In a matter of seconds 
we heard the sounds of the cattle as they started to stir around.  First it was just milling and then 
it was the sound of quick movements as the front-runners began to run. Our lead steer, John 
Chisum’s bell was silenced for the evening and could play no part in stopping the run in the 
frightened cattle.   
 
     The stampede had begun and was picking up speed. Everyone ran to their horse or the remuda 
for a new mount and headed into the darkness as they tried to corral the thundering herd. 
 
     Then Mr. Cody was yelling to the men, “Turn the leaders! Try to turn them to the right.”  The 
cows were having a hard time running in the slippery mud while trying to maintain their balance.  
But the drovers and their mounts were faced with the same problems.  I wanted to go help stop 
the stampede but Cookie wasn’t about to let that happen.   
 
     
 

 
Long Horn Cattle Stampede, Turn um!  
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 My main contribution was to insure that we had food and hot coffee for the men when the time 
came.  It was almost two hours later that some of the men began to drift back into camp.  The 
looks on their muddy faces told most of the story.  They had been able to turn the leaders and 
start them milling in a circle to the right.  Hopefully after the cows had got their run out they 
were more agreeable to resting.   
 
     We heard the herd had run almost three miles before they were turned.  That meant a loss of 
at least a day as Mr. Cody and the men tried to put the pieces back together.  Juan had done his 
part by having fresh mounts for each of the men when theirs were just plain tuckered out.  I 
heard Juan telling Mr. Cody that he was concerned about one of the drovers. It seems that Harry 
Putter had never come in to get a fresh mount.  Some of the men had gotten two or three fresh 
mounts, but none were given to Harry.  Mr. Cody knew something was bad wrong.  After 
making sure the cattle were under control he organized a search party.  Using bits of information 
supplied by men that remembered seeing Harry during the stampede Mr. Cody led the search 
party to where Harry was last seen.   
 
     Under my pleading to help I was included in the search party.  Sparkle and I were at the end 
of the group.  We had gone about a mile and a half from the camp when Mr. Cody told the group 
to spread out and try to find Harry.  Sparkle found it to be tough going in the mud and slippery 
hillside.  We had covered a pretty large piece of ground without success.  Then when Sparkle 
cleared the next hill I noticed a horse standing next to the ravine.  I didn’t see Harry but I yelled 
out to the search party.  Most of them carried guns and were told to fire a shot if they found 
something. But, I didn’t have a gun so all I could do was yell.  In a matter of minutes I saw Mr. 
Cody and two wranglers on the other side of the ravine.   
 
     It didn’t take them long to find Harry’s body lying in the mud and water at the base of the 
ravine.  Mr. Cody stated that it looked like Harry’s horse had stumbled in the loose mud and fell 
into the ravine, landing on Harry and breaking his neck. Although the horse was almost 
completely covered in mud he seemed to be in fair shape. They loaded Harry’s body on his horse 
and headed back to camp.  Cookie wrapped Harry’s bedroll around the body and did a few other 
things as he prepared for the burial. 
 
     Then, I heard those words again “Ashes to Ashes and Dust to Dust.”  The same words I heard 
when they buried my daddy.  Mr. Cody was saying those words as he talked about Harry and 
what a good soldier and drover he had been and how well he was liked by the other men.  I heard 
him ask God to welcome old Harry with open arms. When Mr. Cody finished his praying we all 
said, “Amen.”  Cookie squeezed my hand as the men started to shovel the muddy dirt back into 
the shallow grave.  
 
     After spending extra time getting the cattle back together and headed in the right direction we 
were ready to begin moving northeast again.  Mr. Cody muttered, “We’ve spent enough time 
here in Round Rock country, it’s time to head to Dallas.”  Cookie had already started the chuck 
wagon team to the lead spot, when we heard Mr. Cody call out in a clear voice, “To move them 
out.” 
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     It was about a week or ten days later that some of the men started complaining to Mr. Cody 
about being worked too long and too hard.  They complained that he was going to kill the men if 
he didn’t slack up some. 
 
     Everyone was spending their regular ten to twelve hours in the saddle.  But, to Mr. Cody that 
wasn’t enough, he wanted more and he was pushing to get more.  Somehow he had to make up 
for the lost time caused by the rain, the stampede and Harry’s death. Most of the men knew what 
he was trying to do but they were afraid that he was going to kill somebody just to make up a 
few days travel time.  Hardly anyone agreed with the Boss but only one man was ready to 
challenge the Boss and his decision.  
 
     That man was Pete LaMesa.  When Pete signed on he told everyone he was an ex-confederate 
soldier just needing work.  However, in the time that we had been on the trail some of the other 
drovers had heard Pete telling stories about his time in jail and some of the sorry crimes that he 
had committed, including murder.  Some said there were even Wanted Posters with Pete’s 
picture and a reward of fifteen hundred dollars.   
 
     That night after the evening meal most of the hands could sense trouble brewing.  Finally, 
Pete braced Mr. Cody and angrily told him that he was leaving the drive now and that some of 
the other wranglers were going with him.  They wanted to be paid now so they could leave.   
 
     Mr. Cody knew that the situation was more serious than he had thought.  He faced right up to 
Pete and told him that he wasn’t leaving.  He stated, “When you men signed on for the drive 
each man knew they had to go the whole way.  No if’s or but’s about it, that meant all the way.  
And that includes you.”  Pete quickly argued, “We don’t care what you say. We want our money 
and we’re leaving as soon as we get it.  Now hand it over.”   
 
     Mr. Cody knew that he had very little choice in his course of action.  Either back down, pay 
the men, and let them leave or settle the matter here and now.  He figured that doing the latter 
would involve gunplay.  The Boss moved to the other side of the campfire and faced directly 
toward Pete.  His stance became slightly crouched and ready for action as he told Pete to get 
back to work or make his play. Then Cody said, if you’re looking for gunplay, then I’ll be your 
Huckleberry, I’m just the man for the job. 
 
     LaMesa knew that he had been backed into a corner with no way out.  Now he was faced with 
the option of backing down or finishing it with gunplay.  The sparks coming out of the campfire 
seemed to get even brighter as the tension heightened.  LaMesa looked to the other complainers 
hoping for some help but he saw no favorable signs in their faces.  Mr. Cody pushed the play by 
calling Pete, a Lilly livered coward and a man of many words and no action.  There was still no 
action or response from Pete.   
 
      After several minutes of facing Mr. Cody, Pete finally admitted defeat by agreeing to the 
Boss’s terms of finishing out his commitment to the drive.  Mr. Cody made him and his 
comrades agree to put this incident behind them and get on with the drive.  
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     As I got ready for bed that evening, I asked Cookie if Mr. Cody would have really shot Pete if 
he hadn’t backed down.  Cookie looked at me and smiled, and then he affirmed, “I have no doubt 
that Pete would be dead now if he made a move against the Boss.” That comment made me think 
that I needed to learn how to handle a gun as part of my education. 
 
 
 
   

The River Crossing 
 

      
     I had driven the chuck wagon as far as I could go. According to what the Boss told us last 
night we should reach the Trinity River today. In front of us now was a wide river that I assumed 
to be the Trinity.  I woke Cookie from his short nap to let him know where we were.  Then we 
both got down and began to look around.  There was evidence that other herds had crossed at this 
location, even though it looked rather deep.  Cookie noted that it was late afternoon and 
suggested that we make camp for the evening.  He knew the Boss wouldn’t want to cross until 
the following morning.  We just didn’t have enough daylight left to make it a safe crossing.  The 
herd with John Chisum II leading way should catch up with the chuck in a few hours. 
 
     We set up the chuck and made camp, as the rest of the herd moved closer.  Cookie told me 
that the Boss would keep the herd back some distance.  He didn’t want them to sense the water 
and stampede towards it.  That way we can make a controlled crossing early tomorrow.  Cookie 
gave me a short geography lesson by telling me that the Trinity River ran west to east and flowed 
through Fort Worth and Dallas.  At least now I knew about where we were.   
 
     I’m not the Trail Boss but I sure could tell that Pete and his group of quitters were working 
pretty hard and weren’t causing any more trouble.  I’m sure Mr. Cody had also noticed their 
change of attitude. 
 
     Tonight the men were going to be surprised when they come in to eat.  Cookie had shot two 
antelopes today as we headed north.  I helped him skin and clean the animals. We salted the meat 
to insure it wouldn’t spoil.  And tonight everyone was going to have Antelope steaks, with beans, 
potatoes and sourdough biscuits.  We didn’t have desert but we did have plenty of strong hot 
coffee to wash it all down.  From what I hear Antelope is more tender and has an excellent flavor 
when compared to regular beef or buffalo. 
 
     I could hardly wait to hear what everyone would say when we dished out the Antelope steaks. 
The praise started with Mr. Cody and was echoed by all the wranglers, even Pete LaMesa.  
Before going to sleep I sat on the warm bank of the Trinity and watched the water as it flowed 
downstream. I became curious and thought to myself, just how deep is the river. I guess we will 
find out when we start the crossing tomorrow. In the sky were at least six buzzards that seemed 
to be floating in the air? They were probably searching for something dead, for their supper. 
Soon the stars started filling the western skies. I spied the big dipper and Polaris.  Then I tried to 
count the other stars but soon lost track.  In no time the stars in the sky turned into sunshine and 
brought with it a new day.  
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     Mr. Cody declared that it would be slow 
crossing the river and suggested that 
Cookie wait until a large portion of the 
herd had crossed before he took the chuck 
across.  The first steer into the water was 
John Chisum II with his clanging bell 
leading the way enticing the others to 
follow him. 
 
     We had everything packed tight and 
ready to go when he gave the word to 
begin crossing.  I had decided to ride 
Sparkle across in front of the chuck more 
or less checking the depth of the water.  We sure didn’t want to lose the chuck. As I started 
across Cookie gave me final instructions, if you are swept off, grab the horse’s tail and hang on. 
Then he remarked, “I’ll see you on the other side, Good Luck.” 
  
     I was about a third of the way across when I realized that Sparkle was swimming rather than 
walking.  I tried to relax and let Sparkle do his thing when a floating log hit the side of the horse 
and pitched me into the water.  I really wasn’t frightened even though I couldn’t swim.  Old 
Sparkle was right beside me and I just grabbed his tail and hung on like Cookie had told me.  I 
felt like I was in control of the situation until Sparkles tail began to slip through my grasp.  In a 
matter of seconds Sparkle had moved away from me in the river current.  I couldn’t reach 
Sparkle and was now on my own.  I thought now is the time to learn to swim, so I started flailing 
away with both arms and both legs. Then I went under and was covered with reddish murky 
water.  I opened my eyes but couldn’t see a thing. I continued to move my arms and legs and 
then I saw daylight as I came to the top. I continued my flailing about which seemed to be 
keeping me afloat.  I was surprised to see this large rock in the middle of the river.  But, right 
now it seemed like my best chance for survival was to latch on to the rock and wait till someone 
rescued me.   
 
     I guess I could have grabbed onto one of the cattle but they all seemed to be downstream from 
me.  I guided myself toward the large rock and grabbed it real tight.  Given the opportunity to 
rest I noted that I was barely half way across and then I saw Sparkle as he emerged from the 
swiftly flowing river and walked up the side of the riverbank. 
 
     Imagine my surprise when the rock I was holding onto started to move. In my haste I had 
latched onto the biggest turtle that I had ever seen.  And guess what; he seemed to be swimming 
toward the shore where I wanted to go. I could only do what Cookie had recommended and that 
was to hang on. I relaxed as much as I could and let the turtle do the work.  In a matter of 
minutes he had moved almost to the north shore.  I could at least touch bottom now with my feet 
and you don’t know how good that old rocky bottom felt.  As I started walking to the bank I 
looked around to tell the huge turtle thank you for the short ride.  But he had already disappeared 
deep into the reddish colored water. 
 

                Triangle Herd crossing the River?  
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     I guess in all my confusion and excitement I forgot to tell you that Cookie was able to get the 
Chuck across without any great problems.  He did note that the large logs we had tied to the sides 
of the Chuck had helped the wagon float when the water became too deep to touch the bottom. 
 
 
     That night I was the main topic of discussion around the evening campfire.  Everyone wanted 
to know why the “Kid” didn’t kill the turtle and make some turtle stew or soup for the wranglers.  
I explained that there was no way I was going to make soup or stew out of the turtle that helped 
save my life. I knew that old turtle would be my friend, for life. 
 
 

Dallas, Supplies and Robbery 
 
     Cookie decided that we should replenish some items that were in short supply in the chuck 
wagon. So while everyone was recovering from the river crossing, Cookie and I headed to Dallas 
and the nearest General Store to restock our supplies.  
 
     A few hours later as we entered the main part of Dallas I was overcome with the size of 
everything.  There were more streets and big buildings than I had ever seen before. Some of the 
buildings had three floors and were really tall. Lockhart had only one main street but in Dallas 
every street looked like a main street.  I couldn’t believe how many people there were. People 
were busy, hustling and bustling, in all directions. It reminded me of an anthill when you kicked 
the top off the mound. I quickly made up my mind; I couldn’t live in a place like this.  I liked the 
wide-open spaces just like my uncle Cookie. 
 
     Once again I was surprised when we parked the wagon in front of the General Store.  
Everything you could wish for seemed to be on display in the front of the store and we weren’t 
even inside yet.  They even had a wooden Indian chief, with a colorful war bonnet, standing by 
the front door. I saw shovels, picks, pots and pans, kegs of nails, horse collars, and just about 
anything you could want just hanging up outside the store. 
 
     I was really taken back by all 
the yarns, linens, threads and 
beautiful things that ladies like.  
I knew Ma would be pleased if 
she had some of this stuff. Then 
I saw the area with sweets.  I 
noticed the gumballs, licorice 
sticks and pepper mint candy 
sticks.  It was a kid’s paradise 
and then I remembered that I’ve 
grown past the licorice stick 
stage.  But, it didn’t do any harm 
in just looking.  While I was 
admiring all the unusual and fine 
items in the store, Cookie was 

Dallas General Store next to Bank Robbery 
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going about his business of buying more coffee, flour, beans, bacon, potatoes and sugar for the 
trip through the Indian country.  
 
      I had just started to load some supplies into the wagon when I heard the sound of gun fire 
coming from across the street.  The sounds of people yelling and hollering were mixed among 
the sounds of more gun fire.  I heard the words, Bank Robbery, about the same time as four or 
five men came running out of the bank carrying bags of cash.   
 
     Cookie was still in the store settling up with the clerk as I tried to hide underneath our chuck 
for protection.  As I peeked through the spokes of the front wheel I was shocked to see my first 
killing.  One of the robbers was trying to get on his horse when he was shot in the back by a local 
deputy.  The other four had succeeded in getting their horses and were heading our way in an 
attempt to escape.  As they spurred their mounts in our direction another robber was shot by a 
local citizen. The dead man fell from his horse and slide right up to the wagon wheel that I was 
hiding behind.  I couldn’t believe it, a real dead man laying right in front of me, with his eyes 
open and staring at me. His face was filled with anguish and distress. Although, I believed him to 
be dead and gone, his eyes continued to stare at me with that grotesque look still on his face.  
 
    I looked up as the last of the robbers passed the chuck heading out of town. I will never forget 
the look on his face; it was a face full of anguish and fear, with a scar that ran from the corner of 
his mouth almost to his right ear.  I couldn’t help but wonder what tragic story went along with 
the scar.   It was a terrible time to be daydreaming as the local people were still firing at the 
departing robbers. The actual event was over in a few minutes but the crowd of spectators was 
growing even bigger and louder.   
 
     Cookie had been watching the events unfold from inside the store.  There wasn’t much he 
could have done anyway since neither one of us had a gun. As we loaded up and prepared to 
leave we heard the local deputy state that two bags of cash had been recovered from the two dead 
thieves; but an additional $22,000 dollars was still missing. 
 
     After loading up and leaving town Cookie expressed the need to turn north because the herd 
would be moving out by now and we needed to get in front of them. Just north of Dallas we saw 
an old homestead that had been burned down.  I immediately wondered how and why this had 
happened.  Sometime things just happen with no reason, like when my daddy had died.  That 
wasn’t planned, it just happened. Then I noticed the apple tree planted to the rear of the stone 
chimney that was still standing. The tree was laden down with lots of yellow golden apples.  I 
stopped the chuck and was off the seat before Cookie could stop me.  In a few minutes I had 
picked enough fruit for each wrangler to have a couple apples and still have enough for Apple 
pie. Cookie started to chastise me for stopping but changed his mind when I handed him a golden 
delicious apple to nibble on; as we kept the team heading north toward the herd and Indian 
Territory. We reported the news of the day’s events in Dallas to Mr. Cody when we returned to 
the herd.  He was happy that none of us was hurt or killed.  
 
      The days passed slowly and the routine usually didn’t vary.  For the wranglers, it was up at 
sunrise, a quick hardy breakfast of strong hot coffee, with a biscuit sandwich made with good 
fried salt bacon. Usually the riders would make an extra sandwich that they could eat later while 
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in the saddle.  With their canteens filled they moved to the point, flank or drag and spent ten to 
twelve hours pushing the herd northward. 
 
       Many hours later they came in, had their evening meal, rested for a short while by the 
campfire and then slept on the ground with their bedroll for comfort and their saddle as their 
pillow. That evening Jim Collins our drag man from Albuquerque and probably the least 
experienced man on the drive, except me of course, told us about his day.  He mentioned that 
two of the longhorns had dropped out of the herd and proceeded to give birth to two calves.  He 
mentioned that he had to kill the newborn calves and hustle the mothers back into the herd to 
prevent delaying the drive.  This seemed to be cruel and vicious; but reality tells us that the 
newborn calves can’t keep up with the movement of the herd.  As the boss man says we can’t 
permit anything to slow down the drive. That night my mind was on a million things as I lay 
down and tried to sleep. In no time the sun was rising and a new day was at hand.  It soon 
became boring, monotonous and dull for the wranglers.  However, to me, every morning was the 
beginning of a new challenge. I really looked forward to seeing the rising sun as it approached 
over the eastern skyline. It would be nicer to see the sun rise over the mountains but the Texas 
plains would have to satisfy my thirst for scenery.  
      
     There wasn’t much Mr. Cody could do to solve the boredom so he tried to keep the men busy 
and occupied with other thoughts.  He did this by talking to the men as they lounged around the 
campfire in the evening.  He was always asking them what they planned to do when the drive 
was over.  He used any subject he could think of to help cover up the monotony and boredom of 
the daily routine.  His talk didn’t mention the heat and dust the men had to put up with especially 
those on drag where the dust was at its worst. At times the dust became so bad that you couldn’t 
even tell what color clothes the drag men were wearing. 
     
      For some reason I began to wonder just how much we were being paid per hour for the work 
we were performing. Using my math skills I figured that if we worked twelve hours a day for 
twenty-five dollars a month the average hourly wage was about seven cents.  Looking at it from 
that angle it sure was low wages. Then I remember that my wages were even lower than that of 
the drovers.  It sounded a little better when you realize that it’s all profit.  At least we don’t have 
to pay for our food or shelter. Shelter, what shelter? 
 
     The drover’s boredom was soon ended as they prepared the herd to cross the Red River into 
Indian country.  The “Red” as some people called the river, was not very deep unless there were 
recent rains. The river got its name from the red soil that makes up the land in and around the 
Indian Territory.  The red soil mixes with the river water and soon you have the red murky water 
known as the Red River. Often times the prevailing wind kick up the red dust and blows it 
southward into Texas, which really makes the Texans mad. 
 
     Luckily for us the lack of rain made the river even shallower.  In a matter of hours the herd 
had crossed the Red, without any major problems.  The Point man and John Chisum II kept the 
herd headed north into Indian Territory.   
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Indian Territory? 
 
     Mr. Cody spoke to everyone that evening by the campfire.  He mentioned that we were now 
entering what people had come to know as “Indian Territory.” According to his story, this 
territory was not a member of the United States.  Texas had become a State in 1845 and thus was 
treated just like all the other states. However, Oklahoma was considered to be a Territory.  Most 
of the people that lived in the Territory were Indians, which explains why it was called “Indian 
Territory.” 
   
     There were so many different Indian tribes that the entire Territory was divided into smaller 
areas called Nations.  Most of the larger tribes like the Choctaw, Cheyenne, Arapaho, 
Chickasaw, Kiowa, Comanche and Apache had their own Nation.  Their Nation normally 
included where they lived, hunted, sought shelter and where they moved as the climates changed. 
      
     Each Tribe was responsible for what happened in their Nation.  Mr. Cody clarified that 
everyone should be extra alert as we pass through the Indian Territory.   
      
     He also told us that the Indians would want some kind of payment from us before they would 
give us permission to move the herd through their Nation. According to him they would do 
whatever they could to frighten us into giving them more bounty for their permission to pass 
through.  Normally they do not seek money.  But, they do seek cattle, horses and guns in trade 
for their permission to pass. The more frightened we act the more cattle they would seek.   With 
all that said, he told everyone to get some sleep.   
 
     When this morning’s meal was completed Cookie and I buttoned up the chuck and started our 
drive northward searching for the best spot to set up camp.  I couldn’t help but notice that we 
were being watched.  It seemed like every hilltop contained one or more Indians.  Cookie told 
me not to be afraid as they were only putting on a show of force for our benefit.   
 
     Later Mr. Cody caught up with the chuck and told Cookie to pick a good campsite and get set 
up just like we always did.  He was sure the Chief or his chosen spokesman would visit us this 
evening.   
    
     That evening, almost as if he had an appointment, the Comanche Chief slipped into our 
evening camp.  Five braves that were covered in war paint of various shades and patterns 
accompanied him. The Chief identified himself as Quanah Parker, as he gave a sign of greeting 
to Mr. Cody.  
 
     Later Mr. Cody told us that he had heard rumors of this Chief and the tribe that he led.  His 
mother was a white girl named Cynthia Parker, from Texas, that had been captured by the 
Comanche around 1835.  The girl grew up in the Comanche tribe and later married a Comanche 
war leader named, Peta Nocona.  This marriage resulted in the birth of a son whom they named 
Quanah Parker.  Quanah grew up to be big and strong and displayed the qualities of leadership.  
The tribe bestowed great honor on Quanah by appointing him Chief of the Comanche Nation, 
even though he was the son of a white woman.  Quanah was disappointed that his mother was 
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not aware of his appointment as 
Chief.  She had died just a short 
while before his appointment.  
Quanah told Mr. Cody his 
thoughts about the Indian and the 
White people; he said “White 
people go into his churches to talk 
about Jesus, while the Indian 
goes into his tepee to talk to 
Jesus.  He said, Indian much 
closer to Jesus.” 
      
     The Chief’s introduction 
seemed friendly enough but his 
demeanor grew sterner as he 
mentioned the Tribes payment for 
allowing the herd to continue on 
its present trail.  I heard Mr. Cody 
offer him three prime steers in 
exchange for permission to pass 
through the Comanche Nation.  
 
     Mr. Cody’s offer caused the 
Chief to smile and then laugh out 
loud.  Soon the five braves joined in 
with the Chief and their laughter grew even louder.  Then abruptly the Chief stopped laughing to 
say, “We want eight steers, two rifles and the Appaloosa pony that is tied to the wagon.”  Then 
he muttered, “I have always wanted a nice Appaloosa.  That one will do just fine. 
 
     When the Chief issued his demands I looked immediately at Mr. Cody to see his reactions.  I 
was thinking they can’t take Sparkle away from me; he’s not yours to give away. Mr. Cody and 
Cookie both knew what was going through my mind. Mr. Cody responded back by saying that 
the Appaloosa wasn’t his to give, but that he would raise his offer to five steers and one rifle. 
Before the Chief could respond I went to the wagon and climbed into Sparkles saddle, indicating 
that the horse belonged to me.  The Chief asked Cody if the horse belonged to the kid.  Cody 
smiled and reluctantly muttered, “Yes.”   
 
     The Chief came over to me and declared, “You are young and will need a good animal as you 
grow older.  Take good care of my horse for me.”  Then he looked at Mr. Cody, “We make deal, 
eight cows and one rifle.”  Mr. Cody nodded his head in agreement.  
 
     Mr. Cody instructed Pete to go cut eight steers out of the herd, for the Chief.  Although he 
didn’t talk very loud I heard him say to pick the weakest and scrawniest that he could find.   
 
     Quanah wanted to smoke the peace pipe with Mr. Cody while they were waiting for Pete 
LaMesa to return.  The Chief, Mr. Cody, Cookie and some of the drovers sat around the 

                                   
 
                   Comanche Chief Quanah Parker in front of his Tepee  
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campfire. Each took a deep draw on the pipe and handed it back to the Chief.  Much to my 
surprise he handed it to me to smoke in friendship with him.  I didn’t want to offend the Chief, so 
I looked at Cookie.  When he nodded, I held the pipe proudly and took a big draw as I had seen 
the Chief do.  I immediately started coughing when the strong tobacco smoke reached my lungs. 
I was still coughing out loud when Quanah smiled and said to Mr. Cody, “Now the Kid is a 
young warrior.” About that time Pete arrived with the eight cattle.  The Chief disappeared with 
his braves and the cattle almost as quickly as he had appeared.  I will never forget what he said to 
me as he was leaving, “Kid, take good care of my horse.” 
 
     That evening I couldn’t go to sleep.  I guess the events of the evening were just too 
overwhelming.  I keep thinking just how close I came to losing Sparkle to Chief Quanah.  It 
seemed like it was almost dawn before I dozed off.  The next thing I remember is Cookie, 
nudging me awake, with his toe. It was time to make the coffee again. 
 
     After we had been granted permission to pass through Comanche Territory the miles seemed 
to be easier to travel. Time passed quickly and we were soon crossing a high bluff that protected 
the southern border of Kansas. 
 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     

Trail’s End 
Abilene, “City of the Plains” 

 
     According to Mr. Cody’s directions we were about forty miles south of Wichita, Kansas.  The 
large mountain that we could see in the northern skyline was Mount Tepee the highest peak in 
the Wichita Mountains.  As you might expect, the peak resembled a Tepee from our position.   
 
     Mr. Cody told the point drover to point John Chisum II toward Mt. Tepee and the herd would 
follow.  So for almost three days now we had been moving toward the Tepee.  We were just over 
a mile from the mountain and it looked gigantic. From this distance it looked more like a big 
beautiful mountain than a Tepee. Cookie found a large grove of pecan trees and an excellent 
stand of grass.  It made a good windbreak and seemed perfect to bed the herd down for the 
evening.  
 
     I set about taking the harness off the chuck wagon team and saw that they had plenty of grass 
and water.  Cookie was preparing beefsteak with pinto beans and fried biscuits. We both knew 
that the wranglers would really appreciate eating something different, after a hard day in the 
saddle. 
 
     After supper we all listened as Mr. Cody told us that he had decided to hold the herd at this 
location for an extra day. He noted the large stand of grass that seemed to be twelve miles wide 
and about twenty miles long.  It was the perfect place to put some of the weight back on the 
cattle that we had run off them coming through the Oklahoma Indian Territory. 
 
    
    A day later marked the end of my cooking apprentice training.  I say this because Cookie was 
injured today in a freak accident. The chock holding the chuck wagon wheel had become 
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dislodged thereby allowing the chuck to start to roll.  Cookie noticed the wagon moving and tried 
to stop it. Somehow the wagon ran over his foot.  He acted like he was all right but in no time the 
swelling had set in and he could hardly move.  I did a good tight wrap on his toes and ankle, but I 
knew his movements would be very restricted. Tomorrow he might not even be able to move 
around. 
 
      I set about preparing the evening meal.  I felt that I could do this all by myself after being on 
the trail for several months.  But, Cookie kept issuing orders to me anyway.  He would say, “Kid 
do this, Kid do that, Kid don’t 
let the biscuits burn.” I’m sure 
he knew that I could do it by 
myself but he just wanted to be 
involved somehow.   
 
     Cookie was all smiles when 
I took him his plate of beef 
hash, potatoes, sough dough 
biscuits and a cup of hot 
coffee.  Even Mr. Cody made 
a comment to the rest of the 
wranglers.  He smiled and 
jovially stated, “The Chuck 
Wagon Kid did an excellent 
job today while Cookie was 
laid up.” I knew that Ma 
would be proud of me today.  I 
wished I could see her now and know that she was all right. 
     
      Even though I was doing a pretty good job of keeping the chuck going while Cookie had 
been injured; I was really happy when he pronounced himself as healed and ready to begin 
cooking again. I almost forgot to mention that during one of my meal preparations I discovered a 
small brown bag that contained several licorice sticks like I had seen in the General Store in 
Dallas.  I knew then that Cookie had bought them for me.  Cookie was just an old softy and I 
needed to tell him that, when he was feeling better. 
 
     The last major river crossing would soon be at hand.  The Big Elk Creek would have to be 
crossed. According to Mr. Cody this should be easier than most.  Many trail herds had crossed in 
years gone by and left very visible trails.  Also the Creek had a hard rock bottom giving the cattle 
a solid footing.  He mentioned Trail Bosses hate muddy or sandy bottoms because they can cause 
the herd to get mired down.  He wasn’t expecting any problems crossing the Elk; from there it 
was a straight shot into Abilene. 
                                                                                                                                                 
     At Big Elk, Cookie turned the chuck wagon team down the bank and into the water.  He used 
the hard rock formations to help support the chuck as he drove upstream looking for the best 
place to exit.  He finally noticed a place without stone bluffs and a more gradual slope rather 
than a real steep bank. The chuck exited at this choice spot almost one half mile upstream from 
where Cookie had entered the creek.                                                                    

                               Cody & Cattle crossing Big Elk Creek?  
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     Just as the wagon reached the top of the bank the air was unexpectedly full of noise created 
by three cock pheasants that were flushed by the exiting wagon. Cookie noted that we should be 
alert for more flushing birds.  He said, “Pheasants make an excellent meal as well as providing a 
welcome change for the men.” 
 
     John Chisum and the cattle pretty much followed the same path.  When they exited the creek 
they were in a large meadow filled with grass that was almost waist high.  The cattle were 
milling around wanting to eat while the wranglers were trying to keep them moving.  
                                                                   
     Cody told us to camp here even though we had plenty of daylight left.  This gave the cattle 
more time to put some weight back on.  We parked the chuck and did a real good job of 
chocking the wheels. There would be no more freak accidents if we could prevent them.  That 
night the meal was beef hash again since we didn’t see any more pheasants.  
 
     Two nights later during the evening meal the lead drover rode into camp and reported that 
Abilene was about ten miles ahead and should be reached tomorrow afternoon.  He told us that 
the town was full of cattle buyers just waiting for us to get there.  It made everyone very happy 
to see Mr. Cody smiling at the thought of finally ending the drive and getting the cash for his 
herd.   
 
     Cody remembered the night that he had backed Pete LaMesa down and kept the men from 
leaving.  Had he not stuck to his guns he felt sure the trip would have never been finished.  He 
knew then that he had made the right choice and now he was certain of his decision. 
 
     Cookie and I were in front of the herd as we moved down the north side of the plateau that 
seemed to be leading us straight into Abilene.  We weren’t there yet but you could sure feel the 
sounds of loud music and noise of people hollering.   
 
      Mr. Cody caught up with the chuck just as two men wearing badges, rode up and began 
talking.  We strained to hear as they introduced themselves to Mr. Cody.  The leader was Mr. 
Wild Bill Hickok, the new City Marshal of Abilene.  The lawman wore his twin guns high on his 
hips.  His long shoulder length hair was partially covered by a wide brim hat. Hickok was tall 
and slim and finely dressed.  His well-trimmed mustache ran from below his nose down both 
sides of his mouth and continued down to just below his jawbone.  His steel grey eyes seemed to 
be penetrating instead of seeing.  
  
      I didn’t hear the name of the other man but Mr. Cody later told us that he was Hickok’s 
Deputy.  The Marshal’s visit was to bring the word that guns were not allowed to be worn 
anywhere within the Abilene city limits.  Visitors were told to check their guns as they entered 
town and claim them as they departed.  His voice became sterner as he explained to Mr. Cody 
that he would not tolerate any gunplay, violence or rabblerousing by the wranglers while they 
were visiting Abilene.  He firmly stated, “Deliver your cattle, spend your money and have a good 
time before you leave, but remember my warning.”  With that said he tipped his hat to Mr. Cody 
and turned his mustang toward town.  My eyes were fixed on him and the mustang until he 
cleared the farthest ridge and I couldn’t see them any longer. 
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     The Deputy stayed behind to explain that Hickok was newly appointed as City Marshal due to 
the tragic death of Thomas “Bear River” Smith the previous Marshal. Smith had been hired as 
the Abilene police chief at a whopping $150.00 per month. “Bear River” dressed fine and dandy 
and usually was seen riding his dappled grey horse named “Silver heels”. The Deputy stated that 
‘Marshal Smith never wore guns and tried to control his assailants with his fists.”  This usually 
worked except on the fatal night when he attempted to arrest an accused murderer named 
Andrew McConnell. The outlaw then shot and wounded the Marshal.  McConnell’s partner in 
crime, a fellow named Miles, then grabbed an axe and nearly chopped the Marshal’s head from 
his body.  Both men were later captured and sentenced to long jail terms.   
     
     The Deputy quickly gave us a little Abilene history lesson.  He said “Abilene started in 1861 
as a small prairie village with just six huts on the Smoky Hill River Trail. The name of Abilene 
comes from a verse in the bible meaning City of the Plains.  From there it grew, bringing an 
influx of gunmen, cowboys, pimps, prostitutes, gamblers and a few businessmen into the ever 
growing village.  Soon the merchants of sin ruled supreme in Abilene.  The town tried to keep 
the saloons, gambling halls and prostitutes on Texas Street in the south part of town. This area 
was referred to as the Devil’s Addition. The city fathers soon realized that their town was in 
great need of a good peace officer.  This led to the hiring of Tom “Bear River” Smith who ruled 
for eight months before he was murdered. Over time this city has seen many of the famous gun 
fighters of our time.  Gunmen like John Wesley Hardin, Ben Thompson, Phil Coe and Hickok 
have been residents and visitors to our town. This city’s history led the council to hire Wild Bill 
Hickok as their new City Marshal.  The Deputy then stated matter-of-factly, “If you value your 
life and the lives of your men, you better heed Hickok's warning.” In a matter of seconds, the 
Deputy’s horse was kicking up dust and headed north toward Abilene. 
      I was scared just knowing that Abilene had a famous Marshal, but I was really frightened 
when the Deputy told of “Bear Smith’s” head being chopped 
off.  Just the thought of such a thing made me shiver and the 
hairs stand up on the back of my neck.   Mr. Cody decided 
to bed the cattle for the evening on the outskirts of Abilene 
and complete the drive to the stock pens tomorrow.  That 
would give him an opportunity to speak to all the wranglers 
and repeat the warning given by Marshal Hickok.  He also 
wanted to visit Abilene and possibly meet some of the cattle 
buyers that he would be dealing with tomorrow.  Maybe 
tonight he could get a feeling about the current prices and 
who might be willing to pay the most for his herd. 
        
     The following morning Cookie and I led John Chisum II 
and the herd into the “City of the Plains” and down the 
street toward the Great Western Stock Yard and cattle pens.                      
 
 Even Cookie was amazed at how many people were out in 
force to welcome the wranglers and cattle to their town.  We 
turned the team onto “A” Street and slowly moved through 
town.  We saw a fairly new two-story building; its outside sign said the Merchant’s Hotel.  

     Wild Bill Hickok, Marshal 
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Cookie noted the location of the “Bulls Head saloon about three doors up the street.  He said, 
“I’ll lay you money that’s where most of our wranglers will spend their hard earned cash.  
 
      Almost directly across the street we saw Marshal Hickok standing near the door of his office.  
To me, he looked more powerful this morning than he did yesterday in our camp. He was 
dominating in appearance with his long dark curly hair, a long handled mustache, and packing 
two pearl handled colts.  His neatly chosen clothes made him look bigger than he really was, 
although he was quite large in stature.  His penetrating steel grey eyes were hard to see when he 
was wearing his molded western hat, which was most of the time. Just then Mr. Cody rode up 
and showed us to the cattle pens where he 
wanted the wranglers to begin filling the pens.  
He also instructed Cookie to reserve rooms, for 
all the men, at the Merchant’s Hotel.                                
 
     

 
           Great Western Stock Yard & Railroad  

 
                                                                                                            
                                             
                                                                                                           
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              
 
       I saw seven or eight distinguished looking gentlemen next to the pens where the cattle were 
being placed.  Each seemed to be very interested in the condition and number of cattle.  Some 
even remarked how well the herd had kept their weight during the long drive north.  
 
     With the cattle all penned up at the Stockyards and the men having rooms at the Merchants 
Hotel there wasn’t much left for Cookie and me to do. Everyone would be living and eating at 
the Hotel, with pay, until the cattle were officially sold.  Then we would all be paid off and 
officially on our own. 
 
     Cookie quickly made plans to sell the Studebaker chuck wagon to a local cattleman.  The 
price was agreed upon after the two men dickered back and forth for a long time. It must have 
been a good price as both men felt they had gotten the best of the deal. The local man was 
pleased to be the new owner of a special customized chuck wagon that was the only one of its 
kind.  Cookie was happy because he was always looking to make improvements.  He knew his 

     Merchants Hotel our home while in Abilene  
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next chuck would be even better than the one he had just sold. I was sorry to see the old 
Studebaker go to its new owner.  But, before the new owner took possession I removed the 
licorice sticks that Cookie bought for me in Dallas.  I suppose I’m still a kid at heart. 
 
     Somehow the word filtered down to Cookie that Mr. Cody had made a deal with a well-
known cattle buyer from Chicago.  The mentioned price was forty-two dollars a head for the 
complete herd.  The actual cattle count at the pens was thirty-five hundred and sixty-two. Mr. 
Cody was happy that he had lost only one hundred and twenty head during the drive.  He figured 
the other eighteen were used for food and bartering.  Yes sir, Mr. Cody was mighty pleased with 
the results of the drive.  He was also sure that the owners of the Triangle Brand Ranch would be 
happy when the check for almost $150,000 dollars was deposited and had cleared the Chicago 
bank.  Mr. Cody had also received extra money from the sale of the forty horse remuda.  I 
believe he used that cash to help pay the men. 
 
     That afternoon I asked Cookie about our return trip to Texas.  He said that we could go by 
stagecoach with Sparkle tied behind or we could ride the horses back along with Mr. Cody and 
any of the wranglers that were headed back to Texas. We decided to wait and see just what plans 
the rest of the group had made. 
 
     That evening Cookie and I ate a steak dinner in the dining room of the hotel.  It was a fine 
piece of meat but it just didn’t have the same flavor and taste as the steaks we had served on the 
trail drive.  Cookie declared, “It wasn’t prepared with love, like the kind we had prepared for the 
men.”  I smiled knowing that he was probably correct in his statement. 
 
     After dinner we just sat on the front porch of the hotel, with our feet up on the hitching post, 
and watched as the events of the evening unfolded.  Most all of the wranglers were out spending 
their hard earned pay.  I was proud to have my sixty-six dollars tucked tight in my pants pocket.  
I might buy a special gift for Ma but I sure wasn’t going to waste my money on silly things.   
 
     As the evening passed we saw Marshal Hickok and his Deputy patrolling the streets, checking 
doors, and looking for law-breakers.  The mere presence of the Marshal seemed to be a crime 
deterrent.  About ten o’clock all was quiet on the streets of Abilene so Cookie and I decided to 
hit the hay and get some sleep. Shortly after closing my eyes I was dreaming of Ma as she 
worked hard on the farm in Lockhart.  She seemed tired as she performed the routine chores 
necessary to keep the farm alive.  I knew she needed my help.  Suddenly, I was wide-awake 
hearing the loud sounds of gunfire out in the street.  Their sounds echoed through the little hotel 
room. There were at least three loud and penetrating shots.  We wondered what had happened.  It 
had been so quiet just a couple hours ago.   
 
     Cookie raised the window blind and saw Marshal Hickok, with his right gun out and ready for 
action, moving in the direction of the Bull’s Head saloon. Hickok’s right hand fingered his gun 
as he surveyed the street and alleyway for signs of trouble. Then he entered the Bull’s Head 
Saloon.  Hickok immediately zeroed in on Phil Coe the proprietor who was pointing to the man 
lying in the corner near the poker table. The Marshal had a running feud with Coe (both men 
wanted the attention of Jessie Hazel, a local prostitute) and therefore the Marshal didn’t turn his 
back toward Coe as he neared the body.  
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     I heard Cookie mutter “Let’s go see what the ruckus is about”.  We both put on our pants and 
rushed downstairs to see what had happened.  When we arrived at the scene, we heard the 
Marshal telling Mr. Cody that Pete LaMesa had been playing poker in the Bull’s Head saloon. 
He had been drinking some and over time had lost most of his wages.  His temper seemed to get 
the best of him and he accused one of the players in the game of cheating. 
 
     Cheating is never condoned and no one likes to be called a cheater even if he is one. Soon the 
argument got more heated as Pete asked the man for his money back. The sounds of the 
argument began to draw the attention of the other patrons having a drink and a good time.  Pete 
threatened the man and left the saloon, saying he would be back. 
       
     A few minutes later the saloon doors burst open and Pete entered with his .44 Colt on his hip 
and tied down.  The situation had gotten much worse as Pete continued with his cheating charge.  
The story reminded me of several months ago when Pete stood in front of our campfire and tried 
to call out Mr. Cody when he wanted to leave the trail drive. 
 
     It was almost the same situation with Pete standing there in a crouched position ready to start 
the action. The accused cheater stood like he was ready to call Pete’s bluff or play, but he was 
missing something. The man’s holster was empty because his gun was still hanging on the wall 
in the sheriff’s office.    The two men faced each other, one armed and one not. Pete was heard to 
say, “Arm yourself, four flusher or I’ll shoot you like the cheating dog you are”. 
      
     Somebody in the noisy crowd slid a gun across the floor in the direction of the cheater. Seeing 
this, Pete yelled out, “Go ahead, pick it up and get ready to meet your maker”. The cheater 
crouched down and with just two fingers slowly picked up the gun and gently slid it into his 
holster. 
 
     The cheater snarled at Pete saying that we are even now; both are armed and ready, so make 
your play. Pete replied back, draw on my count of three, or die like a coward, you cheating 
fraidy-cat. With that Pete backed up a step and said, “One”. 
 
     Both men tensed and moved their hands a little closer to their guns, anticipating the next 
command. The noise level in the saloon had suddenly dropped to the point that you could hear a 
pin drop.  The quietness was broken when Pete said “Two”. The word had hardly left his lips 
when the cheater drew his pistol and fired two quick shots that hit Pete in his chest.  Pete 
instinctively drew his gun and fired a shot that shattered the fake crystal chandelier, hanging 
from the ceiling. He then slumped to the floor among the broken glass with blood flowing freely 
from his two wounds. 
 
     The crowd was taken aback as everyone realized the cheater had jumped the gun and shot 
Pete before he gave the signal of “Three”. Even though they all seemed to be stunned no one 
took any action or really seemed to care. One man, that some called the town drunk went running 
to the Marshal’s office seeking help. 
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     Marshal Hickok had only been on the scene a few minutes when Cookie and I arrived and 
listened to his description of the shooting. Hickok seemed to be mulling over the slight 
difference between self-defense and murder. Could the cheater really be charged with murder for 
shooting early?  Hickok was thinking he would let the Judge decide that question. 
 
     Cookie asked the “Marshal where the shooter was?” Yes, I too wanted to see this coward that 
shot and killed our friend.  Hickok pointed to a man standing near the bar having a drink with his 
two companions.  None of them seemed to be concerned over what had just happened. 
 
     As soon as the shooter turned away from the bar I was able to get a good look at him.  I 
immediately tugged on Cookie’s arm and quietly whispered, “It’s him, that’s him, the bank 
robber from Dallas, and his two accomplices. The large scar on his right cheek stretching from 
the corner of his mouth almost to his ear was a dead giveaway”. By Jove, “Luke, you’re right, it 
is him”. Cookie knew Hickok would place more credibility on the claim if Cookie made the 
charge rather than a young Kid, so he told the story to Hickok. 
 
     The Marshal told us to move out of the way as he started toward the cheater to talk with him. 
The cheater drinking and looking into the large mirror behind the bar saw the reflection as the 
Marshal walked toward him. Hickok noted that the shooter was still wearing the gun someone 
had slipped him earlier.  The Marshal took a moment to release the leather thong holding his .36 
twin Navy colts in place. His instinct told him that something was going to happen and he 
needed to be alert and ready. 
 
     The cheater turned to face the Marshal who began to question him about the recent shooting.  
Soon the questions were on the subject of a bank robbery in Dallas. The cheaters disposition 
changed immediately as he became more hostile to Hickok and his questions about Dallas.  The 
hostility grew worse and soon the two men were bracing each other. Hickok told the cheater he 
was under arrest for bank robbery and to hand over his weapon.  At this point, the cheater made 
the first move to his gun but Hickok’s hand was lightning fast as he pulled his gun and fired 
before the cheater’s hand reached the butt of his gun. Hickok then covered the two accomplices 
before they had a chance to respond. 
 
    The cheater was lying on the floor with blood draining from the right side of his mouth.  To 
Luke it looked like the scar was bleeding from his ear to the corner of his mouth.  Luke watched 
as the last bit of life and soul left the body and made its way to Heaven or Hell.  He was sure the 
dregs of life that were leaving his body, were headed down and not up.   
 
     Cookie couldn’t believe that the cheater would brace a man of Hickok’s reputation.  He 
obviously believed it was his only chance.  It might have worked if his two partners had reacted 
in time, but they didn’t.  As a result there are more corpses to bury and two men going to jail for 
a long, long time.  We heard later the Marshal found almost fifteen thousand dollars of the banks 
money in their saddle bags. 
 
     I liked Pete and was saddened that he had been killed.  I knew that some of the wranglers 
really liked him and that he probably had some family somewhere.  We just didn’t know who or 
where they were.  I suppose they will never know what happened to their son or father. 
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     The next morning Cookie and I had decided to ride our horses on the return trip to Austin. 
Mr. Cody decided to ride his mount and lead his prize steer John Chisum II. Of course, leading 
the steer he would be traveling much slower than us. Most of the other wranglers were going 
their separate ways. Mr. Cody said, “Before we leave this afternoon we have one last duty to 
perform, Pete LaMesa must be given a proper burial”.  
 
      
     So once again we stand 
in a small country hillside 
graveyard. It’s quite a bit 
like the one in Lockhart, 
Texas except the grass is 
dead and there are no 
flowers; and, this one is on 
the north edge of Abilene, 
Kansas, so far from home. 
The small group present 
for the burial included Mr. 
Cody, Cookie, Juan, me, 
and ten faithful wranglers.  
There were no townsfolk 
present.  The Marshal and 
his deputies are not here.  
The undertaker is standing 
at the edge of the 
graveyard, but is not participating in the burial.  I thought to myself, what a lonely path for Pete 
as he is preparing to meet his God.   
 
     As I was looking around the graveyard I noted that “Bear River” Smith’s grave was very 
close to the open pit that had been prepared for Pete.  The story of Mr. Smith without his head 
still made me very nervous.  The sounds of a covey of quail in the distant as they sang out their 
“Bob White” tune helped to ease my tensions. Mr. Cody had just finished saying his words over 
the hastily built wooden coffin that contained the bullet-torn body of our friend Pete La Mesa.  
 
     I told Mr. Cody that I would like to say a few words.  With his blessing and permission I 
opened the small bible that I had borrowed from the hotel room.  I said a few words of my own, 
about Pete and my feelings, and then I read from Genesis 3:19.  The words flowed out of my 
mouth as if I knew them by heart.  “In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread, till thou return 
unto the ground: for out of it were thou taken: for dust thou art, and unto dust shall thou return.”  
I realized now just what the words that I had heard several times in my short life really meant.  
This short verse taught me the meaning of the words, Ashes to Ashes and Dust to Dust.  Now 
Pete could go meet his God in peace.  I heard the wranglers mutter “Amen” as I finished 
speaking.  The grave was soon filled with dirt and a few tokens of friendship left at the site. 
      

 

                                   Cemetery in Abilene around 1870  
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On the Trail, Again 

 
 As everyone prepared to leave Abilene, Mr. Cody talked to Cookie and me telling how much he 
appreciated having us along on his drive. He mentioned that he would be honored to work with 
us again if the future permitted it.  I thanked him for giving me the opportunity to work with him 
and the rest of the wranglers.  Before we left, he shook my hand and told me, “It’s been a 
pleasure working with you Luke, and be sure to keep the name of Chuck Wagon Kid, It’s yours 
and you earned it.”  Then I remembered the four rattlesnake hat bands that I had made.  I gave 
one each to Mr. Cody and Juan.  I decided to wait until we got back home before giving one to 
Cookie. And of course, I would keep one for myself; just as a reminder of how lucky I had been 
that day. 
  
     The trip to Austin had begun on a sour note due to Pete’s burial but became more bearable 
when Marshal Hickok caught up with us as we were leaving town.  He handed Cookie an 
envelope containing some money and a note explaining that the money was a reward from the 
bank for the return of their money.  Cookie told Hickok that the reward should go to the Kid and 
not him, since the Kid was the one actually responsible for identifying the robber.   
 
     To settle the problem Cookie and I decided we would split the reward equally.  Cookie could 
use his portion to buy a new chuck wagon and supplies. And I know that Ma will be able to use 
the funds on something around the farm. 
 
      I suppose I could take a long time to tell about the return trip to Austin but I was in a big 
hurry to get home and see Ma.   Cookie and I did a lot of talking about the trip north and all the 
things that had happened.  Then we changed the subject to Ma and the farm.  We both knew that 
I had made up my mind to go back to the farm and help Ma run the place.  The trip passed 
incredibly fast and soon we were at Cookie’s place in Austin.  
 
     You should have seen the surprised look on Cookie’s face when he looked at his front porch.  
Lying right in front of the door was a young reddish colored dog that looked twice as long as he 
was tall. When I jumped off Sparkle the dog ran up to me just like I was his owner.  According 
to Cookie, he had never seen the dog before.  He was sure it didn’t belong to any of his 
neighbors.  The dog was wagging his tail and smothering me with his licks and kisses. 
 
     As we unloaded our packs and took care of the horses the dog was all over us.  I realized he 
must be hungry and fed him one of the biscuits from my pack. In no time he had eaten it all and 
seemed to want more.  I gave him another half biscuit and water to wash it down with.  When we 
had finally taken care of our chores we sat on the front porch swing and tried to relax. Then I 
remembered to give my homemade gift, the rattlesnake hat band, to Cookie. I’m sure it wasn’t a 
surprise to him since he had seen me working on it while on the trail. But, he did thank me and 
seemed to appreciate my gift. The trip from Abilene to Austin had been long, hot, sweaty and 
tiring.  I could hardly wait for bedtime to get here. The long little dog lay in my lap as I rocked 
back and forth in the porch swing.  I wondered who and where his master was or if he even had a 
master? 
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     The following morning we prepared for the short trip to our farm at Lockhart.  The pup was 
still following us around everywhere we went.  I had fed him some more biscuits this morning.  I 
laughed and said, “Let’s call him, Biscuit.”  Cookie nodded his head in approval.  It was official, 
I had a new friend and his name was Biscuit.  Cookie placed Biscuit up in my arms while I was 
seated in the saddle on Sparkles back.  Then we headed south to Ma’s farm. 
     
     It was a wonderful reunion when we arrived home.  Ma had finished the day’s chores and was 
preparing dinner when we rode up.  She was so surprised and happy to see us. My eyes began to 
shed some tears of enjoyment as I hugged Ma real tight.  We were still hugging when I felt 
Biscuit jumping on Ma and me.   Biscuit took to Ma just like he took to Cookie and me. I guess 
he never met a person or biscuit he didn’t like. 
 
     Ma was so proud of me when I gave her the money that I had earned on the drive, plus the 
reward money and also the pretty bonnet that I had bought her as a gift.  Her eyes really lit up 
when I showed her the Gideon Bible I had borrowed from the hotel room. I knew that it would 
be a part of my life, forever. 
 
     I knew Cookie had obligated himself to a new trail boss and another trip to Abilene.  I had 
told him I would love to go with him but I felt it was my place to stay and help support Ma with 
the farm and all. 
   
     It felt great to be at home with Ma, again.  I knew that with my help, we could make the farm 
a success.  It wouldn’t be easy, but as the “Chuck Wagon Kid” I knew I was up to the challenge. 
 

 
 
 
 
 

“The End” 
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Prologue: 
 
This story is purely fictional as far as the story line and basic characters are concerned. The story 
does contain the names of places located in Old Time Texas and may still exist today.  Some 
famous characters, persons or events may have been used to embellish my story.  Please be 
assured that the described events were not a true part in the real life of these legends such as 
Wild Bill Hickok or Quanah Parker. 
 
Since these characters were included in the story; I will include a short up date of their lives after 
the time period covered in the story. 
 
James Butler (Wild Bill) Hickok was born in 1837. By all accounts he was a master marksman 
from an early age. Over time he worked as a constable and stagecoach driver and scout.  During 
the Civil War he found employment as a teamster and spy for the Union Army. Hickok’s 
reputation began with a shootout in 1861 when he killed three men, despite being injured 
himself. His status was raised with stories of him killing a bear with his bare hands.  During his 
stint as Marshal of Abilene Hickok was involved in a shootout with saloon owner Phil Coe (over 
a woman named Jessie). Coe was killed.  In the melee, Hickok caught the glimpse of someone 
moving towards him and immediately responded with two shots, killing his own deputy. This 
caused him to be relieved of his duties and as a result he never fought in another gun battle. He 
later appeared in Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Show, living off his fame as the legendary gunfighter. 
In 1876 Hickok married the owner of a circus in Cheyenne, Wyoming, and left her soon after to 
seek his fortune in the goldfields of South Dakota. It was here he was rumored to be romantically 
linked with Martha Jane Canary (Calamity Jane); however most historians discount this 
relationship. While in Deadwood, South Dakota Hickok became a regular poker player at Nuttal 
& Mann’s Saloon.  On August 2, 1876 Hickok was playing poker in his regular game. He was 
sitting with his back to the door which he seldom did.  A young drifter known as Jack McCall 
entered the saloon, walked straight to the poker game and shot Hickok in the back of the head, 
killing him instantly. At the time of his death, Hickok was holding a poker hand of two black 
aces and two black eights, since that time this poker hand, Aces and Eights, has been referred to 
as a Deadman’s hand. McCall was tried and found not guilty by a miner’s court. McCall was 
tried again when the miner’s court in Indian Territory was declared illegal.  He was found guilty 
at his new trial and was hanged on March 1, 1877.  
 
  
Quanah Parker’s mother Cynthia Parker was a white girl captured at the age of nine by the 
Comanche’s.  When grown she married Peta Nokoni, Chief Iron Jackets’ son and gave birth to 
Quanah around 1850.  Cynthia and one of her daughters was later recaptured by the U.S Army 
and returned to her family, where supposedly both she and her daughter later died of diseases. 
Quanah grew up to be strong, brave and well versed in the Indian Culture.  He was later 
appointed as Chief of the Comanche.  Over time he began to accept the white man’s ways and 
culture.  He became friends with Charlie Goodnight a rich and respected cattleman and his friend 
Samuel Burnett. Both of these people helped Quanah become one of the wealthiest and respected 
American Indians of his time.  He was also a good friend of Teddy Roosevelt and went on many 
hunting trips in his company. Over time Quanah married at least eight wives and fathered 
numerous children before he died in 1911 at his home place in Cache, Oklahoma 
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Luke Crouch returned to Lockhart, Texas and helped his Mother care for the family farm. The 
training and education he received from his Uncle Hallie became a foundation he used to build 
the farm into a well-respected cattle ranch. The farm had grown in size from 80 acres to over 
5700 acres; most of which was fenced in barbwire. The ranch adopted the LL&B brand and 
displayed it prominently on its livestock.  Of course the LL&B stood for Lennie, Luke and 
Biscuit.  It was now one of the largest ranches in the Lockhart area and remained so until Luke’s 
death in 1933 at the age of 78. Luke’s son, Luke Jr. is the current owner and operator of the 
LL&B ranch in Lockhart.   
Hallie (Cookie) Crouch became so involved in improving the design of various vehicles that he 
moved to South Bend Indiana and began the production of a new line of vehicles called the 
“Studebaker”, which included his latest model the 1920 Studebaker, “Big Six”. Hallie died in 
1927.  His death led to the demise of the “Studebaker” and his dream of improving the Chuck 
wagon. 
 
The remaining members of the trail crew are scattered in the Texas wind.  So far we have been 
unable to locate any of them to provide you with any factual information. 
 
Thanks for this opportunity to share with you, our story of John Chisum II and his friends.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

Written and Compiled by: Emmett D. (Don) Mason, Kentucky Colonel 
Mason’s Missives, 6/1/2016 (originally 2010), now updated, Volume 11, John Chisum II and 
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