





Told by the Pioneers

tions . Cherokee Bob was a Georgia ‘‘breed’”’ who came to Walla
Walla when that place was wild and wooley, and Bob was not long in
spinning a web of troubles about himself. During a theatrical pro-
duction, some soldiers persisted in annoying the actresses. Cherokee
Bob may have been a ‘““breed,”” but he had a sense of chivalry not un-
derstood by some westerners. Cherokee Bob warned once, then shot.
Six soldiers ““bit the dust’’ and Bob scooted for Florence. Soon he
was in trouble there, and again over a woman. In the shoot-off which
followed, with a man named Jack Williams, Bob’s weapons having
been tampered with by the woman over whom they fought, Bob’s fin-
ish as foreordained. His remains lie at Florence, now a city of ‘‘hats
and ghosts,”” under a rapidly disintegrating plank marker.

I engaged in stock-raising and sold my cattle to Dooley and Kirk-
man of the Figure 3 ranch. I homesteaded and bought land until I
}51(1 3,000 acres where I raised these cattle and part of my herd was

ised in Asotin county.

In 1877 a buyer came in and I went with him to drive the cattle out.
On the way back I heard that Chief Joseph was on the warpath and
his warriors were killing the whites. Families were rushing from all
parts of the country to forts that were heing hastilv constructed. At
first I couldn’t believe it. Chief Joseph was a friend of mine, a highly
respected one. He had never made any trouble, asking ounly that he
and his tribe might dwell in the valley which was his birthplace.

I joined the company that was organized, and did scout duty, go-
ing as far as Kamaia. Joseph retreated, entered Montana, kept up a
running fight and retreat which lasted three months. Finally he sur-
rendered to General Miles near Bear Paw Mountain.

The trouble started over the possession of the Wallowa Valley, the
land given to Old Chief Joseph in the treaty of 1855. There they lived
happily and peacefully for years. It was an ideal place for anybody,
white or red. Wallula lake was full of sockeye salmon. Worlds of
elk and deer came down from the hills in the fall and roamed along
the river. There was small game of every description. In the spring
there were roots of all kinds, and berries in the summer. It was shel-
tered in winter, cool in summer, and nothing more was needed or de-
sired by the Indians.

White men coveted this Paradise, and the land was taken by them.
Chief Joseph blamed Lawyer, saying, ‘‘If I had a horse and you want-
o buy it and I said ‘no,” and you went to another man and he sold
my horse to you, would that be right? That is just what you have
done. You have sold land that did not belong to you.”
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When the young men of the tribe became restless in 1873, President
Grant again turned the valley over to them, but in 1875 the order was
revoked. From that time there was trouble. The Indians refused to
leave. Stock was killed. Soldiers sent to reinforce the order of re-
moval were ambushed and killed and the war was on. Chief Joseph
was never allowed to again look upon the valley where he was born.

Returning from the war in 1877, I found that a grist mill was being
built. Ben Day built a store. Carnahan had a saloon. The town of
Pomeroy was starting.

The skeleton of an old mill marks the site of the first town in what
is now Garfield county. That was Columbia Center, a thriving little
village of the 70’s. A man named Stimson, miller and mill wright,
- built the mill, also building one on the Alpowa. In 1876 he and his
family entered the Asotin country, settling at Anatone. It was there
I met his daunghter, Harriet, when I went into the Grand Ronde Val-
ley to raise cattle in 1878. We were married in 1879 and spent a year
on Joseph Creek right across from Old Chief Joseph’s ranch.

My cattle range was where the Grande Ronde empties into the
Snake. When we were living on Joseph Creek, I was coming along
the trail through the alders one day, when I discovered a cave. I ex-
plored it and found plenty of room for a good-sized camp, so I moved
in. It extended far back and I chose a good place for my fire where
the smoke drifted out through a erevice. .

My father and another man visited me there at times and we cooked
our meat and sourdough over the fire, using forked sticks. Years
after I had abandoned the camp, the newspapers carried the announce-
ment that a cave had been discovered that bore evidence of having
been occupied in pre-historie days. It seems the cave-men had left
forked sticks, ashes and a moccasin. These were sent to the Smith-
sonian Institute.

Fast Horses Owned

On the homestead on the Pataha, now known as the Wesley Steele
place, we had a race track for training and race meet purposes. Some
of the finest horse-flesh of the period capered over that track. Of all
the horses I owned, Bob Miller, sired by Jim Miller, out of a strain of
Kentucky runners, brought to Salem, was the favorite. IFaster horses
then than now? Sure. More interest and better horses.

For many vears beginning with 1869 the Pataha homestead was
headquarters for our family. When we came out of the Grande Ronde
Valley in 1884, my farm on the Pataha was in Garfield county, the
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new county cut out of Columbia county in 1881. I paid taxes on the
same piece of land in three counties.

In 1883 Asotin’ county was formed from the eastern end of Gar-
field. Each time there was a division I wondered whether the new
county would ever ‘‘stand alone’” but the past fifty years have proved
that no worry was necessary.

I might say that I have voted during 73 years, voting the first time
at the mines when I was 18 years old, with two guns held over me.

EARLY DAYS IN MASON COUNTY

By Frank Mossmau

Pioncer Hunter and Game Warden of Mason and Thurston Counties

Mason County in the early part of 1880 and in later years, was a
paradise for the poor man. On the harbors of the county, both in fall
and winter, there were ducks of many species and in the early winter
there were many geese. On Big Skookum Bay one could stand on a
point, during the incoming tide and catch big salt water trout and sal-
mon until aveary of fishing. While trolling, one could always catch
big salmon—in spring time came the smelt run, as large fish pursued
the smelt schools. The smelt at times would run in thousands out of
the water and on the beach, where residents would fill tubs and bar-
rels with these fish. Along the beaches one could dig a sack of clams
on a tide run-out.

Oysters are Native

Mason County is, and was, the home of the famed Olympia oyster.
They were first gathered by the Indians by hand. In the winter tide
runs, the Indians had sleds with iron tops. On the sleds they built
fires of pitch pine to light up the oyster beds as they selected the larg-
er oysters. The oyster bay beds at this time were a mass of oysters,
providing there had been no severe freezing weather for a year or so.
Some winters, when the extreme low tides were at night, it would snow
on the oysters, and before the tide would again cover them, the weather
would turn cold and freeze the snow into ice. The delayed tide would
return and raise the ice with its load of frozen oysters and the ebb
tide carried hundreds of tons of- oysters into deep waters and the
ducks and gulls would feast for days on the frozen opened oysters
floating in the bay. '
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