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AND WHAT I KNOW ABOUT THE EARLY DAYS IN MEADOW CREEK, MONTANA

By: R.R (Bob) Hughes, February, 2002

Preface
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When I grew up in Montana family roots was not an item of much attention. We knew, of course, that we had ancestors, but I don’t remember much discussion as to whether we got here by boat or dropped down from trees. 

Our direct ancestors, the family of John Wesley and Sarah Vincent Hughes, had been split by the move westward from Iowa in 1900; and as related in nephew David T. Hughes’s “300 Years in America,” part of the family had stayed in Montana, the rest had gone on to Washington State.

 We must credit Dave’s years of research and labor for family history that might have been lost forever. Dave, you have our sincere thanks for what you have done.  I, for one, am glad to learn that I am legitimately in America because of an ancestry that had the energy and ambition to come here more than 300 years ago and has done its share in providing the moral leadership that helped shape this country since 1698.

Dave’s work informs us about the first 300 years that our particular Hughes line has been in America, and about the move from the middle west to Montana and Washington State. One hundred years after John W. and Sarah uprooted themselves from Iowa and moved west, the electronic age is providing means for not only Dave’s work about the past to be available to all, but those interested in keeping track of current family doings and whereabouts can do so merely by powering up a computer and clicking a mouse. Perhaps I can augment the information stored in Dave's work with what I have learned about generation 9, the children of John W. and Sarah Hughes. 

I was privileged to become acquainted with relatives in both areas and am claiming this as my authority to tell the story of generation 9. My sister Marjorie and brother Lewis also had this exposure, but they are both gone at the date of this writing, 2002. A considerable portion of what I have recounted here came from their writings and memoirs. 

Most of my Dad's generation was still alive in 1933 when I first started coming to Washington. Whereas I never knew my Grandfather and Grandmother and two of my uncles, I did know quite well all of the rest of my Dad’s siblings and their families. My Grandfather, and my Grandmother had passed away before I came to Washington State. Uncle Ira had died in 1927, also before I came to Washington, and Uncle Ed had died in 1908 before I was born. 

The reader will note that extra information is included for my Uncle Bill Hughes and for my Dad, Thomas S. Hughes. This is because not only was Uncle Bill my favorite Uncle, his life inspired digression from a strict accounting of what he did and when. With the possible exception of World War I, the Alaskan gold rush was probably the most exciting and most talked about event to have occurred during the lifetime of generation 9. Bill’s involvement in this was a bit of lore that interested me greatly - likewise for others, I hope. After all, how many people do you know that have actually been in a gold rush? 

The last section in this document, entitled "Tom and Emily Hughes". (Page 44) is presented especially for the descendants of that bloodline; whom I felt would be the most interested my memories from growing up in that family. However, I hope that it is interesting enough to be read by all, whether or not a descendant of Tom and Emily. 

***********************************
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ABOUT THE VINCENT AND HUGHES RELATIONSHIP,

AND SOME MEADOW CREEK HISTORY

"Thomas Vincent, Allen Vincent, and Jasper Vincent, settled in Madison Valley as ranchers about 1885 to 1890. Eventually two daughters, Jennie Vincent McDowell and Flora Vincent Miller also came to Meadow Creek to live".  

The above, written by Ina (Hughes) Kirkman, sets the scene for 9th generation Hugheses that settled in Montana. Thomas Vincent (Uncle Tom), with his wife Lora, owned and operated the TV Ranch when the migrating John W. and Sarah Hughes and family passed through there on their way to the west coast. Sarah was Uncle Tom's sister. Uncle Tom's and Aunt Lora's influence as leaders in the Valley lasted until their deaths. They provided a home base for the Hughes and Vincent nephews who stayed in the valley; especially for youthful Thomas S. Hughes, who lived, worked, and was partners with Uncle Tom Vincent for forty years. 

Tom Vincent, 1911

     Jack McDowell, 1911

[image: image11..pict][image: image12..pict]
Tom Vincent and Jack McDowell came to Montana together in 1887. (See Page 45, pph 2.)

*******************************

McALLISTER, By: Ruth Beals, in "Pioneer Trials and Trails."
Nearly midway between Norris and Ennis is situated McAllister, Montana, altitude 5050 feet, near the west shore of Meadow Lake.  This area was formerly known as Meadow Creek and was settled in the late 1860s. The old Meadow Creek post office was established perhaps in the 1870s.   A. M. Berry was the first postmaster. In 1880, George Bess was postmaster, he also had a hotel.

The first school building was a log structure built in the early 1870s and the first teacher was a Mr. Done. This building burned later and school was held in the community hall. The hall was enlarged in the early 1900s. In 1901 a brick school building was completed. 

A Methodist church was completed in 1887.

The settlement now known as McAllister was settled in December 1896, on ground bought by Alex McAllister from the Northern Pacific Railroad Company. Mr. McAllister had settled near this spot with his parents in 1871.  The post office was established in 1902. 

Dave Lindsay was the first postmaster

______________________________________________

My recollection:  Mother said that when she first came to the valley, Upper Meadow Creek and Lower  Meadow Creek were developing as two separate communities, and for a while had two post offices.  The Gibsons had a post office in their house, known as Meadow Creek, which was located about where the Bausch house was in later years.  The other Meadow Creek post office gradually became known as McAllister, and became the official U. S. Post Office for the area after the 1910 census.  She said that there was really no confusion about mail; everybody knew everybody else and one seldom went to the post office; neighbors would bring the mail. Ruth Beal writes in her article that George Bess had a post office in the hotel. The post office was probably there until Alex McAllister took it over when he built his store about 1900.

***************************************

My Memory Map of

ap
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The Methodist Church, built in 1887 is still standing just to the west of where this map ends. The Community Hall, now gone, was about 200 yards east of the church. A house for the minister stood in between the community hall and the church. The church house was moved, in the early 1920s, and coupled to the community hall to make a kitchen area. Later the original Community Hall was torn down and the church house served as the community center. 

************************************************
[image: image34.png]



My Map of the MEADOW CREEK AREA

(as I think it was in 1908 when my folks were married)

A brief description, preceded with a number, of each location appears in the following two pages. Matching numbers appear in the map. 

 (1) Tom Vincent's T.V. Ranch: Destination point for the Hughes and Vincent families who migrated, from Iowa and Kansas, to Montana in the late l890s and early l900s.  "Uncle Tom" had taken over management of this ranch (owned by the Richters, of Virginia City) after his marriage to Lora Richter in l887.

(2) Before the Montana Power Co. built a dam in Madison Canyon, the lowland area upstream grew abundant wild hay that was harvested every year by the neighboring ranches.  Tom Vincent's T. V. Ranch had a large block of this ground.  The hayfield area was flooded by the dam and was known as Meadow  Lake and/or Madison Lake, then later (when the tourist and fisherman trade became important to the townspeople) the permanent map designation became  Ennis Lake.

(3) Emily's brothers, Joe and Tony Mackel, had purchased this ranch at about the same time that Tom Vincent took over the Richter Ranch.  Her visits from Butte, to visit her brothers, resulted in her meeting young Tom Hughes, who worked and lived, most of the time, across the road at his Uncle's ranch.

(4) Post office location before moving to McAllister.  Guy Gibson and his mother ran the post office, which was in their house. Tom and Emily were married in that house. 

(5) Remington Ranch.  Tom worked part time here when first arriving in Montana. Ronaldo Remington was one of the young men who "chummed" around with Tom in the early days.  

(6) Revenue Hill Road provided access to the rich gold mines on the hill, and for the freighters to take their loads of ore to the rail end at Sappington, later to Norris when the railroad was extended. 

(7) The Norris Hill road provided a direct route to Norris from Ennis and thus was more heavily used, and better maintained.  The Revenue road was nearly abandoned in later years when the mines became worked out.

(8) Alex McAllister had a general store, service station, and rental cabins here.  Eventually, sometime after 1910, the upper post office was closed and McAllister became the post office for the entire Meadow Creek area.. 

9) Tom and Emily started their married life at the homestead. Tom had help building a cabin from his brother Will, and, possibly from brother Roy, who was a carpenter, and visited Montana nearly every summer.

(10) Alex McKinnon owned property below the homestead.  Records are not clear but Ed and Will Hughes had homesteaded at least some of the acreage that became the McKinnon place. Edwin and Lewis remembered living on the McKinnon place but the timing is unclear.

(11) District 13 school.  One room, all grades.  Emily's sister, Florence (Fodie) Gibson, was teacher when Tom and Emily were married.  

(12) The McDowell place was close enough to District 13 that Edwin and Lewis could walk to school. Tom moved his family there, from Fletcher Creek, when the weather got too bad for the kids to ride horseback.

(13) Guy and Fodie Gibson owned a small place on the South Meadow Creek Road which was vacant in 1914 when the Tom Hughes family returned to Montana from their west coast trip.  Bob was born there, Jan. 4th, 1915.

(14) The Gibson's were living on the Green Acre Ranch in 1915 (Guy was foreman).  

(15) Maggie and Jess Frisbee had a ranch about a mile from the Gibson place.  Maggie was summoned for mid-wife duties when Bob was born.

(16) The Fletcher Creek place was close to the T.V. Ranch, and the Tom Hughes family lived there a couple of times.  The family moved to the old hotel building at McAllister when Tom's work at the T.V. Ranch ended. 

(17) Lewis wrote that Schoenberger started building the original house on this place in l882, so it was well established when the Hughes kids went by there on their way to school from the Fletcher Creek (about 1916).  The Stoker family, who had one of the first radios in the valley, lived there in the 1920's.  I remember going there with my folks, before Tommy was born, to listen to static ridden old time music (hoedown) from Calgary.  

(18) The "corduroy bridge" covered an extremely soft and swampy bottom caused by poor drainage of South Meadow Creek into the lake.  In the early days, when nothing but horses and wagons used this road, it was made passable by cutting short logs and laying them side by side to make approaches on both sides of the wooden bridge that spanned the channel. It was an ordeal to cross even with a team and wagon.  The horses stumbled and fell, or their legs went through the cracks, wagon wheels bounced violently, it was almost impossible to ride in the bed of a springless wagon. In the spring it became completely impassable for a few days during run-off.  Those living below were stranded. When people started to try to cross over this monstrosity with automobiles, it became a community peril. Finally work crews were organized to clear out the creek for better drainage, and with the county's help, the approaches to the bridge were filled with dirt and graded.  I quite clearly remember using this bridge quite a lot, in the wagon with Dad, when the logs were still there, Tommy vaguely remembers it also, so I think it must have been improved around 1927.   

(19) The road from Norris to Ennis went through several modifications before becoming hard surfaced with asphalt.  In 1920, when we moved to the home ranch, the road was a couple of ruts traveled mainly by team and wagon.  I suppose the early autos (mostly Model T's) started using it about that time, creating pressure to upgrade it; which was done the first time about 1928 or 1930.  In l934 and 1935,  a rock crusher was set up on the McAtee Hill and upgrading on the road started again.  Maurice McDowell tried to keep the corrugations out with a small, horse drawn grader for a few years until the asphalt process came along. 

*************************************

1911 BIRTHDAY CELEBRATION AND REUNION

[image: image14.png]


An event of historical significance in Hughes History: 

" Grandma Mincer's 80th birthday - she lived to be 87 - came to Montana from Iowa late in life."

Ina Hughes Kirkman wrote the above pertaining to the picture. Aunt Ina, then 18 years old, and her mother, Sarah (Vincent) Hughes had traveled from Sumas, Washington, to Meadow Creek, Montana, to attend the 80th birthday celebration for Grandma Mincer, mother of the 12 Vincent children. 


Aunt Ina also provided a handwritten identification of the people in the picture: 


___________________________________________________

"Summer of 1911, Meadow Creek, Mont. (Now called McAllister)

By: Ina Hughes

"Back row, against door, left to right. Uncle Allen Vincent and second wife (?); Aunt Lora (almost hidden), and her husband, Thomas Vincent; Uncle Jasper Vincent and wife, May

2nd row from back: Brother Ira (almost hidden); ___?___ (Alice, crossed out) and Viola Vincent (daughters of Uncle Allen); Thomas Vincent, (son of Uncle Allen); Uncle Jack McDowell (husband of Aunt Jennie Vincent); Maggie Vincent (wife of Thos. Vincent the younger); Aunt Jennie McDowell; Grandma Mincer (holding young grandchild - Ina Hughes, the 2nd); Aunt Flora Miller; Aunt Emma Farmer (from Iowa); our mother - Sarah Ellen Hughes; Edith McDowell Fletcher (daughter of Aunt Jennie).

3rd row: Standing-William Hughes and wife Bessie; seated-Allen Vincent, the younger (adopted by Aunt Lora and Uncle Tom when his mother, Uncle Allen's first wife, died at his birth. Allen died of flu in W.W.1, at Camp Lewis, Wash.); Ina Hughes; Leslie and Winifred Vincent (children of Uncle Jasper and Aunt May) and their small daughter on Winifred's lap, whose name I don't remember; Harry Miller (son of Aunt Flora); Mildred Vincent (daughter of Uncle Jasper and Aunt May); George Miller (son of Aunt Flora); Allie Vincent (daughter of Uncle Allen) and two of her children-I can't remember her married name; another daughter of Uncle Jasper and Aunt May, name forgotten.

Bottom row: John Hughes (playing with something on the floor) William Hughes (the 2nd) at my knee. The small girl whom I think was another of Uncle Jasper's numerous family, at her brother Leslie's, knee. The boy next to John, I can't remember at all; another son of Uncle Jasper's, whose name I've forgotten, but resembles his brother Leslie above.; Lewis McDowell (son of Uncle Jack and Aunt Jennie); Harold McDowell (also son of Uncle Jack and Aunt Jennie); Walter Vincent (son of Uncle Allen Vincent); 

Tom and Emily Hughes not present. Ira's wife Ada not present. Leroy Vincent, oldest of Uncle Allen's family not present.  
(Note: Minor changes and punctuation has been added for clarity.)


(An original print and copy of Aunt Ina's notes are in the Shirley Franz collection.)

*************************************

1887 OR 1888, NINTH GENERATION DESCENDANTS (IN OUR DIRECT BLOODLINE) OF JOHN HUGH,.

[image: image15.png]


Sarah (Vincent) Hughes and Six of Her Eight Children.

Standing: left to right: Edwin, Roy, Ira and William. Center: standing, Mattie. Seated: Thomas and (mother) Sarah. Lora and Ina were born after this picture was taken and are shown in the photo below. Mattie appears again in the photo below as a teenager.

[image: image16..pict]The three Hughes Girls. Left to right: Lora, Ina, and Martha. This is perhaps the only picture available showing Lora and Ina as young girls.  No date for the picture is recorded but Lois Bromley thought it was taken shortly after the family moved to Sumas in 1900. It looks appropriate to assign an age of 7 to 10 for Ina, 

9 to 12 for Lora and 17 to 20 for Mattie, thus more or less confirming Lois's opinion. Lois also thought that her mother (Mattie) was 18 or 19 when she taught school in District 13 in Meadow Creek.  (See Mattie's Memories of a Plain Little Girl, page 24) 

**********************************

Pictures and History for the individual members of our 9th Generation begins with:

EDWIN VINCENT HUGHES, 1872 - 1908

[image: image17.png]


[image: image18..pict] Edwin Vincent Hughes, (1872-1908), was born in Searsboro, Iowa. He was the oldest of the eight children born to John Wesley and Sarah Vincent Hughes. Since Edwin never married, had no descendants, and died at age 36, the meager information we have about his life comes from memories provided by his younger brothers and sisters. Especially valuable were insights from his sisters who remembered their oldest brother Ed as being the man of the house. What they portrayed is a picture of Ed staying at home and helping mother Sarah take care of the family during the times that J. W's construction and contracting business took him away 

for extended periods of time. 

His sister Ina noted in one of her papers that Ed was the only brown-eyed male in that generation of Hugheses. 

Our information indicates that Edwin went west, with his brother William, in either 1898 or early 1899. 'Tom Vincent, their mother's brother, had gone to Montana earlier; he and his wife owned a ranch in the Meadow Creek area of Madison County. The two Hughes boys from Iowa made Uncle Tom's ranch their objective. Probably they worked for Uncle Tom upon arrival, as it was the Vincent's custom to provide work and board, maybe not much wages, for relatives when they arrived. 

Ed's ambition, apparently, was to be a rancher as he was the first of the Hughes family to procure land for a ranch in Montana. Records in Virginia City show that he purchased railroad land in Madison County in 1905. Ed's land purchase could have been part of a larger plan for a Hughes Family Ranch as Ed's brothers, Ira and Thomas, soon homesteaded nearby acreage. However, Ed's property and the homesteads, passed into other ownership soon after Edwin's death. 

Edwin severely smoke damaged his lungs while working in the Revenue Mine about 1902. A premature blast and cave in had trapped some of the miners and Uncle Ed sacrificed his own health to help save them. He died in the Sheridan Hospital of pneumonia six years later, April 26, 1908. His brothers, William and Thomas, brought his body back to Meadow Creek with team and wagon over the stagecoach road that went up Fletcher Creek. He is buried in the McAllister cemetery. (His tombstone, listing the year of his death as 1904, is in error.) 

More about the family, see the article, "Memories of a Plain Little Girl"; in the Martha Hughes Rich pages.

**************************************

[image: image19..pict]WILLIAM MILTON HUGHES, 1874 - 1972

Uncle Bill, maybe 1960

William was the second child born to John Wesley and Sarah Vincent Hughes. He was blessed with remarkable endurance, a powerful physique, and a mental toughness that carried him through a career that involved back packing over the Chilkoot Pass (See Stampede, page 38) ranching, mining, oil fields, road and bridge building, freighting and too many narrow escapes to mention. 

He had terrific ability to rebound from what would be disaster for anybody else. His skill handling a freighting unit consisting of many teams of horses was legendary. When the Montana Power Co. built the dam and powerhouse in the Madison Canyon, Uncle Bill contracted to haul the turbines from the railhead to the canyon site. He accomplished this with eleven teams, (22 horses) pulling a huge stone-boat (sled-like skid vehicle) on which was loaded one turbine. 

Bill survived three wives. He was married to Bessie Clark in 1903, who tragically died in 1923, while they were living in Greybull, Wyoming,. Bessie was the mother of their four children: John, William, Ina and Sarah. In 1933 Bill married Adi Real, who died in 1944, then he married Carrie Templin, who died in 1947. Bill lived to the age of 98, dying April 30, 1972. He is buried in the McAllister, Montana, cemetery.

Bill was not reluctant to talk about his many adventures, prominent among them was a trip to Alaska to the Klondike Gold Fields with his father. He related vivid accounts of having back packed over the Chilkoot pass and of whipsawing lumber for boat building on the shores of Lake Bennett and Lake Lindeman. These activities were at their peak during the stampede. Although Bill reckoned he was "about 19" when he went to Alaska with his father, his stampede experiences are indicative of a time frame more appropriate for when he was a few years older, probably 1897 or 1898. 

One of the details indicating that they were present at the height of the stampede is that they were too short of money to procure the required supplies required; so Bill paid their way by back packing supplies over Chilkoot Pass on "commission" for other stampeders. The Canadian RCMP had established a requirement, in 1897, that each stampeder had to have 1700 lb. of supplies. A cable tramway to the top of the pass was completed in late 1898 so Bill's packing for hire over the Pass was probably before the tram was completed. 

In any event, they did not stay long in Alaska, all of the good claims in the goldfield had been staked and the only livelihood was working for somebody else. Their Alaskan adventure ended with John W. getting sick. They only had money to get both of them to Seattle by boat and John W. home to Iowa on the train. Bill worked his way home, chiefly with a freighting job in Idaho.

In 1899 Bill went west to Montana with his older brother Edwin, the first Hugheses to make the move, soon followed by John Wesley, Sarah, and the rest of the family. 

(More about Uncle Bill 38. Read about the Alaskan gold rush and Bill’s trip to the frozen north.)

IRA HUGHES

(The Family That Went to Oregon)

[image: image20.jpg]
Ira and his family, about 1925.

Back Row: Flora, Ada (holding George), Ira.

Front row: Martha, Goldie, Mary.

IRA HUGHES, 1876-1927, (no middle initial that we know of) was the third child of John Wesley and Sarah Vincent Hughes. Mary, Ira's oldest daughter, thinks that he came to Montana from Iowa in 1900, at age 24, along with his parents and the rest of the family. Just exactly where he was and what he did for the next few years is unclear, but he apparently continued west with the part of the family that went to Sumas, Washington. 

He met Ada Irene Kincaid, whose parents lived in the Sumas area, and married her, March 10th, 1910, in Bellingham, Washington. It appears that Ira and Ada moved to Meadow Creek, Montana (now McAllister) shortly after their marriage. We don't know if Ira had filed on his homestead prior to that time or not. My folks, Tom and Emily Hughes, filed on their homestead on Dry Leonard Creek, in 1908, and Uncle Ira's homestead was just down the creek, so, jumping to conclusions, it seems that Ira probably homesteaded at about the same time. Their daughter, Mary, was born there November 18, 1911. They were still in Montana as of 1912; as their second child, a daughter, Flora, was born there [image: image21.png]


on the12th of September, 1912. However, they went back to the coast, perhaps right after selling the homestead; as we find them living at Hugo, Oregon, when their third daughter, Martha, was born November 12, 1914. 

They had two more children, Goldie, born in Powers, Oregon, June 3, 1918, and George, born in Napa Vine, Washington, May 22, 1922. 

Ira died in Sumas, Washington, July 4, 1927. He was only 51 years old. Ada was a widow at age 34, with five children to support, ranging in age from two years to sixteen.

[image: image22.png]


Mary's statement, "it was tough, but we made it." is only a glimpse at what must have been a very difficult time indeed

The oldest daughter, Mary Hughes Kincaid, was 16 years old when her father died. She recorded a tape about her recollections, June 3, 1996

"My Dad, Ira Hughes, was a wanderer, much as his father was before him.. He was a short barrel chested man-he looked much like Uncle Bill; but was a smaller man. When he and Mom went to Sumas, they went from there to McAllister, Montana, where I was born, and 10 months later, my sister, Flora, was born. We left there when Flora was just a baby and went to Medford, Oregon, where Gramma and Grampa Kincaid lived. We stayed with Gramma and Grampa Kincaid until Dad got a job doing ranch work for a doctor and we moved to Hugo, Oregon., where he worked on a farm, cleared land, took care of cattle and so forth. Mattie, my sister Mattie, was born there, at Hugo, and Gramma Hughes came out to take care of Mom and a doctor came from Grants Pass, Oregon. I can remember Gramma Hughes a little bit, that was the only time I saw her. She was a very efficient, lovely woman.

From Hugo, Oregon, we went by wagon, covered wagon, to Powers, Oregon. All I remember of that trip was that it rained and rained; the horses got stuck and we had to throw out some of the things they were taking so that the horses could move the wagon out of the mud.

We got into Powers, Oregon on Dec. 25th, and it was snowing. We moved into a tent there and Dad went to work sawing wood with a steam engine. My sister, Goldie, was born there. I started school in the first grade and when I was in the 2nd grade we moved from there to Napa Vine, Washington-we stayed there the longest place of any that we had lived. We were there for five years. Dad bought a small farm and built a house on it. My brother George was born in 1922 while we lived in Napa Vine.

We went from Napa Vine to Wendling, Oregon, where Grampa and Grampa Kincaid had lived. Dad went to work in a lathe mill. He didn't stay there very long as his health was bad so we moved from Wendling to Sumas where Dad wanted to be where his folks were.

I went to the eighth grade in Sumas and I quit and went to work to help support the family as Dad wasn't able to work any more. Mom and her kids went out in the berry fields and we earned our living that way. It was a hard go, but we made it. 

I loved my Dad very much, he was a very affectionate man and always had time for us kids. He played the violin every evening to us, no matter how tired he was. He died very soon then, and Mom and us kids moved back to Wendling where I married Elton Kincaid. (I was married to him for 56 years before he died.) I have lived in this house -- Elton and I bought it fifty six years ago and I've lived here in the same place ever since.

Martha (Mattie) Hughes Cofer, Mary's younger sister, contributes additional details about the family.

 "Mary says I was born in a converted chicken house in Hugo, Oregon. My first memories were of being very sick with a fever in our tent house in Powers. The Doctor thought I wouldn't last out the night. Goldie was born at Powers although I can't remember her being there when I was so sick. We moved from Powers to Napavine on a small farm where I started school and brother George (Bud) was born. Then we moved to Wendling for a few years before moving to Sumas where Dad died and Mom moved her brood back to Wendling where her folks were living. In Sumas I can remember playing in Aunt Mattie's pump house. It was covered with grapevines. I can also remember going to Uncle Fred's and Aunt Lora's farm out of Sumas. Uncle Fred was my favorite Uncle and I think I made Aunt Ina my role model, although I fell really short of living up to her standards. Goldie and I stayed at Aunt Ina out on Lake Whatcom for two weeks after Dad died and I'm sure Aunt Ina was never so happy to see some one leave as she must have been us two. We used her highly polished hardwood floors to scoot scatter rugs on. Tracked mud across them as we were afraid to go in the back door because of a neighbor's dog. Had never seen a telephone and were scared to death to answer it. I think she thought we were pretty dumb! After Dad died Aunt Ina "took over". Made Goldie and I wear boys overalls to save our few dresses. We hated them!"

********************************************

ROY MARCUS HUGHES, 1878-1956
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The fourth son was also born in Searsboro, Iowa. Uncle Roy apparently came to Washington along with his mother, father, and sisters. There is no record, or memories, that he stayed over in Montana for any length of time, as did his four brothers. In Washington, he and his Dad worked at building things, and Roy learned the carpenter trade. 
He married Jennie Newell and they moved to Snohomish where they had a chicken ranch for many years. Uncle Roy also worked as a carpenter in Snohomish and Everett. (Aunt Jennie was the first to tell me that I had better grab Naomi for a wife on one of our visits out to Snohomish from the University of Washington.) They had one daughter, Lora. In their later years they moved back to Sumas where Roy died April 9, 1956, and Jennie died August 26, 1968. They are both buried in the Sumas cemetery.

For many years Uncle Roy and Aunt Jennie came to Montana in the summer time to visit my Dad and his family. Uncle Roy introduced the sport of modern horseshoe pitching (with shoes designed for pitching, not wearing) to his Montana relatives and it soon became our sport of choice. We kids always anticipated their visits greatly for there would be a couple of weeks of partial relief from the never-ending ranch work. For two weeks, or maybe a month, we enjoyed picnics, horseshoe pitching, and trips to various places like the Yellowstone Park. Best of all, Uncle Roy like to fish and would take me with him to places like Beaver Dam, South Meadow Creek Lake, and our favorite two mile stretch of North Meadow Creek. Once we even went to Hebgen Lake and rented a boat. A super experience for a ten year old boy.
*********************************************

MARTHA (MATTIE) HUGHES RICH, 1881-1941

[image: image24.png]





The fifth child, first daughter, born to John Wesley and Sarah Vincent Hughes was MARTHA ALMIRA HUGHES. She was born in New Sharon, Iowa, Aunt Mattie wrote a little story about her life; an autobiography that gives us an insight into the lives of the Hugheses that lived in Iowa and Kansas; then moved to Montana, Washington State and Oregon. This is her story:

MEMORIES OF A PLAIN LITTLE

GIRL

(Handwritten by:)

Mattie Hughes Rich

My first memories are of much pain, burning fever, and very nasty medicine. I was three years old, in Oskaloosa, Iowa, and I was having an attack of inflammatory rheumatism, as it was called then. This was the first of eleven severe attacks during the 61 years that I have lived (in 1942). These severe illnesses, sometimes as long as three months, no doubt affected my career and prevented the realization of some of my very high and noble ambitions - especially when added to my other handicap, that of very weak and near-sighted eyes. At the end of high school in 1899, my Science teacher, Miss Marian Ross (a most wonderful woman and my ideal for many years) offered to send me through the State Normal School at Cedar Falls, but I could not accept. My folks were too poor, they needed my help, my eyes were too weak, and I knew I would "let her down", as she expected some fine scholarship in exchange for such a great gift.

So instead, I went to summer school, got a 3rd grade certificate, and began teaching in a country school for $20.00 per month. 

My two grandmothers are most beloved in all of my childhood memories, so different were they in looks, dispositions, and ancestry - so alike in the immense amount of hard work they did, and in their immaculate and systematic housekeeping, and their superb cooking. My happiest hours were those I spent in their clean, orderly, peaceful homes- our house was as clean as my dear, hardworking mother could make it with five big, restless, quarrel-some boys under foot, but it was far from being restful and quiet. 

My mother's mother was of German descent, or "Pennsylvania Dutch". She used to talk a bit of German once in a while to please us, as we thought it was wonderful. She was short and stout and so clean. She made the best cookies in the world and her cookie jar was never empty. She also made many dishes that are loved by Pennsylvania Dutch to this day, but I can't spell or pronounce them any more. Her name was Sarah Erhardt Vincent, and she raised a family of six girls and four boys, with all the hard work and disadvantages of pioneer farm life in Iowa, before the Civil War.

My father's mother, Mary Sadler Hughes, was born in England, near London
, of the "lower working class, don't you know"? She was tall and slender, with snapping brown eyes, and unlimited energy and executive ability. She also was so very clean and such a good cook. Her roast beef, with Yorkshire pudding, was something never to be forgotten. She had a very British accent, dropped some "h's" and put on some where they didn't belong. Her family came to Canada when she was a young girl, she married there, and later came to Iowa, where she raised a family of five boys and two girls. 

My father was named for the great Methodist preacher, John Wesley, but it "didn't take" as he never went to church in his life if he could avoid it, and he thought all preachers were "humbugs".

When folks asked me what kind of work my father did, I always replied, "He is a bridge builder". A big pile driver was always drawn up in our back yard, and we children played on it and over it a great deal. There were no trucks or tractors then so it was drawn by two or four horses, and they often got stuck in that good old Iowa mud.

But we did not always live in Iowa, as my father liked to move around and, in all, we lived in six different states - Iowa, Arkansas, Missouri, Kansas, Montana, and California. We always went on the train and to this day I can't figure out where we got enough money to pay all our fares.

And finally we came to Washington! To the Pacific Coast with its mild climate and its flowers, and green grass, its fruit trees and gardens. After the bare dry plains, the heat and the drought of Kansas and Montana, I thought we had reached Heaven on earth. My father's roving spirit quieted down, and he never wanted to move any more. The sad thing for us children was that he did not come to Washington thirty years sooner, as our lives would have been much happier and better, with greater opportunities.

My days of school teaching extended over a period of 6 years, interrupted several times by long attacks of rheumatic fever, as it is now called. I had no chance for additional training, as my folks were having a hard struggle on the little "stump" farm they were buying and needed my bit of cash to help out. So I never advanced beyond the village school, and teacher's examinations at regular intervals.

One of the first people I laid eyes on, in Sumas, was a dapper young man, wearing derby hat and a reddish colored handle bar mustache - both in the height of fashion at that time. My father said, "That's Bert Rich, he's a pretty fine fellow, you'd better set your cap for him." So I did, and the next day he brought me a big pail of Royal Ann cherries, the most delicious cherries I had ever eaten. And on June 15th, 1905, there was a pretty little wedding in my parent's nice new house2. And we lived happily ever after!

(Signed) : Martha Almira Hughes (Rich).
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Although her personally written story does not mention it, Mattie taught school for two terms in the District l3 school in Meadow Creek, Montana, and lived with Uncle Tom and Aunt Lora Vincent. I don't know if she was in Montana only for the school terms or stopped off when the family went west in 1900. Mattie apparently decided that two Montana winters were quite enough as she chose Bert Rich in Sumas over another ardent suitor, Guy Gibson, (my mother’s brother in law) of McAllister, Montana.

.

********************************

A summary of the life of Thomas S. Hughes. appears on this and the next page.

A more detailed account begins on page 44

THOMAS SIEVERS HUGHES, 1884-1964
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Tom was born in Searsboro, Iowa, May 15, 1884, and lived with his family until age 16 when his father and mother moved their family west; first to Montana and then on to Washington State. Tom liked Montana, so when most of the family went on to Sumas, Tom stayed in Montana along with his two older brothers, Edwin and Will. 
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Tom worked and boarded at the TV ranch for the first few years as well as working at other neighboring ranches. The T.V.

Ranch provided facilities for 

various sports which Tom excelled in 

and loved. His work at the various ranches provided exposure and experience that eventually gained him the reputation of being a top hand, albeit somewhat wild and reckless.

Tom and his good friend, Army Adams, decided in 1905 to ride horseback from Montana to Arizona. This trip, which took them through the Yellowstone Park, to California and then to Arizona, is recorded in Tom's diary, (a copy starts on page 82) of this account. The diary covers both the trip to Arizona and a subsequent trip that Tom made with his brother Ed to retrieve horses and gear, which had been left in Idaho.

In the Meadow Creek area of the Madison Valley, Joe Mackel, and his brother Tony, owned a neighboring ranch. Their sister, Emily, worked in Butte as a secretary and occasionally visited her brothers at Meadow Creek. We don't know how or when Tom and Emily met but they were married June 13, 1908, and started homesteading immediately on Dry Leonard Creek. Three children, Edwin, Lewis, and Marjorie were born to Tom and Emily during their homesteading days. The homestead did not provide a living for his growing family so Tom supplemented his income by freelance freighting and working at the various ranches. The homestead was sold and they took their family for a trip to the West Coast in 1914, where they visited Tom's relatives in Washington State and in Oregon. 

Returning to Montana they moved into the vacant Gibson house. The Gibsons, Guy and Florence (Fodie), were living on the Washington Bar Ranch, where Guy was foreman. Tom and Emily's fourth child, (the writer of this account) was born on the Gibson place in January, 1915.

For the next five years Tom freighted and worked on various ranches, his family moving with him when possible. During this time they lived in the Gibson house, in an old house which stood at that time on Fletcher Creek,  and several of the cabins that were available for rent at McAllister. 

In 1919 Tom and his Uncle Tom Vincent purchased what came to be known as the Hughes Home Ranch one mile south of McAllister on the dirt road that went to Ennis. It was a barren, desert like, piece of property at that time, but 40 years later, due to Tom's management, hard work by the whole family, and water for irrigation from the West Side Canal, it was a self sufficient cattle ranch with it own hay fields and live stock.

Their 5th and last child, Thomas Wesley, (Tommy) was born (1923) and grew up on this home ranch. Tommy married Darlene Harris, shortly after returning from combat in World War II, and took over the home ranch. allowing Tom and Emily a well deserved retirement. They purchased the Fish Hatchery property on lower North Meadow Creek, where they spent their remaining years. They are both buried in the McAllister cemetery. 

********************************************

LORA HUGHES LADE, 1891 - 1990
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LORA MAY HUGHES, was born January 17, 1891, in Searsboro, Iowa. Lora came west with her family to Sumas and married Fred Lade. A letter my sister, Marjorie, received from Fred in 1974 indicates that he and Lora were married in Montana, April 30th, 1911. Both Fred and Lora lived in Sumas and why they were married in Montana is not explained. However, the Hugheses had been in Sumas for ten or eleven years by that time so probably visits to the Montana relatives were not unusual.

Fred wrote about how he took a ride on a horse breaking cart from McAllister to Virginia City; expecting every minute to be his last. It was a 20 mile trip and usually took more than three hours even with good horses. He and his daring young driver, named Tom, made it in two. The breaking cart was two wagon wheels with a board across for a seat and a tongue long enough so the frantic colts couldn't kick the driver's head off. Seldom was anyone invited as a passenger, even more seldom did anyone want to be a passenger..

Fred said it was a good chance for him to ride over to procure his marriage license, but he believed in his heart that he would end up as the main actor at a funeral instead of a wedding. But they got to Virginia City in one piece. They hog-tied the horses to a hitching rack while they ate a big meal that cost 25 cents, then they bought the license and a wedding ring fashioned of purest Montana gold. At the time Fred wrote the letter, 58 years later, it was still on the finger of the proud bride. Tom, the young driver, had gone on, but Fred and Lora were still raising beautiful flowers in Sumas.

They also raised two sons, Elmer and Owen. Both sons passed away before their parents. Fred died in May, 1985, at age 98, Lora died March 17, 1990, at age 99. They are buried in the Sumas Cemetery.
**********************************************
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 Ina (about 1935/36)

At Left -Teenager

INA HUGHES KIRKMAN, 1893-1986, born March 14, 1893, in Seneca, Kansas, youngest of J. W. and Sarah's family. She married Clarence Kirkman, June 28, 1914, and they built a beautiful home on the shores of Lake Whatcom, near Bellingham, Washington. The biggest part of their married life was spent on the lakeshore but in later life when it became difficult for them to keep the place up, they moved into town, close to shopping.
Aunt Ina was a powerhouse individual who dedicated her life to education, both in teaching and providing administrative drive to new programs and growth of the Bellingham Normal School, now Western Washington University. When I came to Bellingham, in 1933, she had just won a battle with the Dean to form and supervise a class for special need students in the student teaching section. Her attitude was that the Normal was her school and she would see that it prospered and served the public need.

Aunt Ina worked and served her love for education until the ravages of arthritis forced retirement. She was one of the first to undergo hip replacement surgery, which was not too successful. Aunt Ina was in much pain in later years but managed to take care of herself in her little apartment in Sumas after Clarence died.

. 
She and Clarence had no children of their own, but their willingness to provide a home for, and to help various nieces and nephews, is fondly remembered by many of us who benefited from their generosity. Not only were they there with a helping hand and a place to stay when needed; but also she assumed responsibility for seeing that the kids of her Montana brother got education that would be otherwise unavailable to them. My brother, Lewis, lived with the Kirkmans and went to school in Bellingham for at least two years, graduating from Bellingham High. Marjorie lived with them for two years of schooling. I stayed with the Kirkman's for one school term, 1933-34, and went to the Normal. Lewis and Midge came out after Lewis's Fort Peck accident and stayed with them for a short time, so Midge could get enough credits at the Normal for a Montana teaching certificate. I'll never forget how tickled Aunt Ina was when Naomi and I picked her up to attend our son's graduation from "her" school in 1965. Aunt Ina had gone on by the time our granddaughter graduated; but I hope she knows that the work she did on Seahome Hill is helping Hughes kids get an education several generations later.

 

****************************************

300 YEAR REUNION

Another event of historical significance to the Hughes family occurred in Montana, July 19, 1998. Three hundred years is a long time to wait for a party, but it seemed that a celebration was due after a thorough genealogical research by David T. Hughes disclosed that our ancestors, John and Jane Hugh (later changed to Hughes), arrived in Pennsylvania in July, 1698. 

300 years later, Pennsylvania was too far away for most of us so Montana was chosen as the appropriate location for a reunion. Montana was chosen because it was the first stop-over for our direct ancestors, John Wesley and Sarah Vincent Hughes, when they migrated west from Iowa and Kansas in 1900, it would allow us to feature as guest of honor the oldest living descendant of John W. and Sarah Vincent Hughes (Another John Wesley Hughes, age 92, named after his grandfather, lived in Harrison, Montana, only a few miles from a likely picnic spot alongside the Madison River between Norris and Bozeman.), many of the likely attendees were Montana born, and it was where the last major reunion had been held, 87 years previously

. Ninety-eight years after John W. and Sarah came west they had descendants scattered out in sixteen states and Alberta, Canada. An effort was made to contact as many as possible and invite them to attend the Montana reunion. Results were truly great. In spite of intense heat and high wind, 83 people showed up, representing kinfolk from eight states. Some arrived in RVs and stayed at the campsite, others were at motels in Belgrade and Bozeman.

Relatives that had never met before spent the day meeting, greeting, and getting acquainted. Others happily chatted with cousins they had not seen for a long time. Rafting in the nearby Madison River was popular with the younger generations. Even some of the not so young generations cooled off with an occasional dunk in the river. 

In spite of the weather nearly everybody stayed an extra day or two in order to take in nearby places of interest.  Some revisited places where they had lived as children and had not seen for many years, others were seeing places and things they had never seen but were familiar from being popular topics in family discussions.  Side trips to Yellowstone Park, Lewis and Clark Caverns, nearby old mining towns, and the ever beautiful Montana mountains, provided more than ample attraction to those with additional vacation time. 
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The picture above is a view looking up the river towards Beartrap Canyon and the Yellowstone Park, headwaters for the Madison River. Noteworthy in the camp parking lot is the King family motor home, which John King converted from a Seattle Transit Co. 40 foot bus.
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This picture shows more of the campground area occupied by motorhomes, trailers, campers, tents, and canopies.  The large parking area to the right would soon fill with cars and visiting cousins.
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Looking west over the McAllister Cemetery is the South Meadow Creek country where members of our Hughes family came in the early 1900s.

A memorial service for Edwin A. Hughes, who had passed away earlier that spring, was held on the morning after the reunion at the McAllister cemetery. Nestled at the foot of the Tobacco Root Mountains, this cemetery is the final resting place for pioneers who settled the Meadow Creek area of the Madison Valley, including many Hughes kinfolk as well as our Vincent relatives.

ATTENDING THE 300 YEAR REUNION 

July 19th, 1998

__________________________________________

DESCENDANTS OF WILLIAM MILTON HUGHES

Pages 35 and 36

From the JOHN W. HUGHES / MILDRED (WINGATE) HUGHES family:

John W. Hughes, (at age 92 John was our oldest direct blood relative,  also the guest of honor. John passed away in January, 2002). From Harrison, Montana.

Donald and Lillian Hughes, from Sandpoint Idaho.

Jennifer, Andy, and Heather Anderson, from Spokane, WA.

D. Jeffry Hughes, from Libby, Mt. 

Michael J. Hughes, from Portland, Oregon. 

Lois and Jim Balke, Belgrade, Mt. 

Shirley Webster, Belgrade, Mt.

Rod, Cody, and Colton Balke, Belgrade, Mt.

John, Sheila, and Wesley Sikkenga, Belgrade, Mt.

Kathy Balke/Joshua Schaper, Belgrade, Mt.

From the WILLIAM R. HUGHES / GEORGIA (THOMPSON) HUGHES family:

Harry and Janice Hughes, Renton, WA.

Shirley, Albert, and Morgan Franz,  Enumclaw, WA.

Virginia and Walter Erickson, Enumclaw, WA.

Sandy Hughes, Toni Salazar, Jodi Rutledge. Lori Roshau, Renton, WA.

From the INA HUGHES / HERSCHEL THOMPSON family:

Wanda Thompson Parkinson, Kerns, Utah.

Lesley Parker, Salt Lake City, Utah.

Jennifer C. Parker, Salt Lake City, Utah.

Jesse Kolstad, Salt Lake City, Utah

__________________________________________________________

DESCENDANTS OF THOMAS S. HUGHES

Pages 36 and 37

From the EDWIN HUGHES / MARGARET (HOWELLS) HUGHES family:

Lee and Karen Higgins Hughes, Bellevue, WA.

Dan Hughes, Seattle, WA.

Susan and Doug Ware, Renton, WA.

Doug Hughes, Everett. Wa.

Dave, Marge, and Alex Hughes, Great Falls, Va.

Mary Hughes and Mike Loder, Minneapolis, Mn.

From the LEWIS HUGHES / MILDRED (SPROUT) HUGHES family:

Larry and Claudette Hughes, McAllister, Mt.

From the MARJORIE HUGHES COWAN / LEE ROBERT COWAN family:

Gary and Dorothy Cowan, Houston, Texas.

Deane Cowan, Bozeman, Mt.

William R. Cowan, Bozeman, Mt.

From the ROBERT R. HUGHES / NAOMI (BETHEA) HUGHES family:
Bob and Naomi Hughes, Enumclaw, WA.

Robert V. (Bud) and Linda Hughes, Kirkland, Wa.

Dan, Charlene and Jeremy Hughes, Renton, WA.

Shelley and Dave Malcolm, Redmond, WA.

Dixie Hughes, Enumclaw, WA.

Mike Waterhouse, Enumclaw, WA.

Tracie, Camie, Adi, and Sean Morris, Bellingham, WA.

John, Micki, Rachael, Tabitha, Ellie, Sarah, Rebekah, John 

McCandish (Mac), Hannah, and Emmalee King, Kent, WA.

From the THOMAS W. HUGHES / DARLENE (HARRIS) HUGHES family:

Tom and Darlene Hughes, Hamilton, Mt.

Terry and Cliff Reed, Corvallis, Mt.

____________________________________________________________

DESCENDANTS OF LORA HUGHES LADE

From the OWEN LADE / HELEN (SPROUT) LADE family:


Helen Lade, Bellingham, WA.

Susan and Christel Fredrikson, Yacalt, WA.

__________________________________________________________

************************************

More About WILLIAM MILTON HUGHES, (continued from page 18).

The following excerpts from articles written about the Alaskan stampede provide an insight to the trip that J. W. and Bill made to Alaska.

STAMPEDE

From: Land of the Midnight Sun,

A History of the Yukon
By: Ken S. Coates & William R. Morrison

George Carmack, Skookum Jim, and Dawson Charlie struck gold in 1896 at Rabbit Creek, which was then renamed Bonanza. By 1898 the largest gold rush in history was on. 100,000 gold seekers from around the world set out for the Klondike; 30,000 reached their goal of Dawson City.

Getting there was half the battle. Stampeders trekked over the treacherous Chilkoot Pass with a year of supplies -- 800 kg (1,760 lb.) -- to ensure survival. Arriving at Lake Bennett, they cut trees and built boats, and waited the winter. Then, as soon as the ice broke, they set sail for Dawson down the Yukon, a fast-flowing river notorious for its mean rapids.

Dawson, a city that didn't exist in 1896, had a population of 30,000 by the late 1890s, making it the biggest city north of San Francisco.

Gold dust was more plentiful than snow, whiskey flowed faster than the Yukon River, and with a bar on every corner and legendary ladies like Klondike Kate in the dance halls, Dawson was the good time capital of North America. If you struck gold, you were rich beyond your wildest dreams. Today, placer mining is still going strong.  

PACKING THE CHILKOOT PASS

From the book: THE  KLONDIKE  FEVER, by Pierre Berton.
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"An unbroken line of men, stretching into the cold skies, provides the stampede with its most memorable spectacle on the slopes of the Chilkoot Pass."          

'Gold was discovered at Rabbit Creek, later changed to Bonanza Creek,  in the Klondike area of the Canadian Yukon in the summer of 1896.  This news, filtering out from Forty Mile, where the first claims were filed by George Carmak and two Indian friends, Jim and Charlie, set off one of the more spectacular gold rushes of the North American continent.  The news spread like wildfire; and all over America, indeed all over the world, adventurous men and women headed for Skagway, Alaska, in an eager rush to the gold fields.'  

It was a five day boat trip from Seattle to Skagway.  At Skagway a choice had to be made to go over the White Pass route (called the Dead Horse Trail because of the number of horses killed trying to pack their relentless masters and their goods) or to back pack over the Chilkoot Pass route.  Both routes would eventually lead to the Yukon River for a float trip down to the Klondike.  Two drainage lakes, Lake Lindeman and Lake Bennett formed the headwaters of the Yukon River.  Stampeders making it as far as the Lakes had to build, or have built, or somehow contrive possession of some kind of craft to float the last 500 miles to the gold fields near Dawson.  Those who chose the White Pass route would leave their ship from Seattle at Skagway.  Chilkoot Pass travelers would start from Dyea at the end of the inlet.  Both places were boom towns that sprang into being at the news of a gold strike.  They had no docks or piers at first and all goods had to be unloaded into smaller boats to get ashore.  Skagway survived to become a permanent Alaskan feature, but Dyea only survived for the three years of the gold rush.

[image: image31.png]


In 1897-'98, the North West Mounted Police set up a border crossing into Canada at the summit of the Chilkoot. They ordered every stampeder to carry a year's worth of supplies. After all, there was no turning back once they were into the Klondike, and commerce was limited, to say the least. As a result, many stampeders struggling up the mountain were bent double under the weight of their packs. 

The trail from Dyea to Sheep Camp (see map) was comparatively easy as it did not climb much and horses could go that far.  In the next four miles, from Sheep Camp to the check point on top, the trail would rise 3500feet with only two places wide enough for a rest stop. It took hours to get back in line if you stopped to rest. In places the slope was nearly vertical.  Steps had been cut into the glacier ice but even so it took most stampeders six hours to go up with a 50 lb. pack.  Many trips had to be made to get the required 1760 pounds of supplies to the top.  Coming back down was a snap.  The packer just sat down and slid to the bottom on his rump. 

______________________________________________

It was commonplace, for those without the strength and endurance to backpack 50 to 100 lb. loads, to hire packers to help take their stuff up.  In addition to a group of professional packers available to do this work, members of the various Tlinglit Indian tribes, native to the area, were excellent packers.  The price started at $1.00 per lb., but was subject to change if somebody came along with a better offer.  The professionals handled 100 lb. packs as a matter of course, even more if the incentive was great enough.  An Indian packer is said to have reached the top with a 350 lb. barrel on his back.  A Swede crawled up on his hands and knees with three huge 6 x 4 timbers strapped on. Various bets and contests created not only new back packing records, but new tall tales for the folks back home.
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Today, many adventurous hikers re-trace the steps of the Klondike stampeders, but their burden of supplies has been lightened, to the extent that adequate supplies now fit in one backpack.

 An aerial tramway was built and put into operation in December of 1898, effectively putting the back packers out of business.  The tram had a steam engine at both ends and 14 miles of steel cable.  Some of the heavy machinery and cable had to be packed and dragged to the top; that was the hardest part of the construction.

The two lakes, Lindeman and Bennett were a beehive of activity with people of all description hastily fashioning some kind of a raft, scow, boat, barge, canoe, anything, to float themselves and their supplies down the Yukon River.  They desperately wanted that to be done before freeze-up time.  Several thousand stampeders arrived too late and had to spend the winter of 1896 in crude camp villages along the lake shores

A railroad was blasted through the mountains from Skagway to Whitehorse, along the White Pass trail, and completed late in December, 1899.  This enabled big companies to bring in dredges and heavy equipment.  New strikes had been made up around Cape Nome so hordes of stampeders left the Klondike for the new gold fields.  

The famous Klondike stampede was over.  It lasted almost exactly three years from when George Carmak and his Indian friends, Jim and Charlie, made their discovery in the summer of 1896.

An automobile road, State Highway 2, now goes the route, as does the railroad, of the original "Dead Horse Trail"

**************************************

.

****************************************

Introduction

TOM AND EMILY HUGHES

By: R R (Bob) Hughes, February, 2002

The material in this section of the CD is not strictly 9th generation subject matter. My interest being primarily in the bloodline of Thomas S. Hughes, this section is dedicated to his descendants; especially to the computer generation - my own great grandchildren -  

they are 

14th generation descendants of ancestors John Hugh and Martha Caimot, immigrants to America from Wales in 1698.

********************************************
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TOM'S STORY

(Addendum to summary on page 27)


His tombstone, in the McAllister, Montana, cemetery, gives his birth date as May 15, 1885   This is an error as he recorded in his diary that he was twenty one years old May 15th, 1905. (See Page 110)


After Thomas S. Hughes came to Montana at age sixteen, his home base was the TV Ranch, owned by his Uncle, Tom Vincent, and wife Lora. Two of Tom's older brothers, Edwin, and William, had gone to Montana at an earlier date. Bill's son, John, relates that the two brothers walked from Bozeman to Meadow Creek, with an over night stay at a stage stop near where the Madison River Bridge was later constructed. They had to wade the river at a ford only one half mile from where a family reunion was held 100 years later.


As far as we know, Tom was part of the migration when Tom's dad, John Wesley, moved his family from Iowa. Lewis wrote in his article "Meadow Creek Days" that Tom Vincent and A. J. McDowell left Oskaloosa, Iowa, in l882, wandered around working at various places, eventually ending up at Meadow Creek. Tom Vincent met and married Lora Richter. The Richters owned a brewery in Virginia City and also a ranch in the upper South Meadow creek area, which they passed along to Tom and Lora. The ranch became the TV Ranch.


Quoting again from Lewis's Meadow Creek Days, "John Wesley, never known to stay long in one place, took a look at the 'rocks rollin' in the Madison valley wind' and took the female portion of the family to the West Coast to smell the flowers", and settled in Sumas, Washington." However, Uncle Tom needed strong, energetic help to work his Montana ranch.  His nephew, young Tom Hughes, liked horses, ranch life, mountains, and wasn't afraid of hard work, or hard winters.  He decided to stay.


He also liked the competitive atmosphere of the ranch's recreation facilities.  Uncle Tom never got famous for paying high wages but he knew how to keep his young men around.  Walter Vincent, another nephew, told Lewis that Uncle Tom had a baseball diamond and track field in his meadow, horseshoe pits and a swimming hole by the buildings, and a pool table inside. Walter also said that Tom (Hughes) was a whiz at all those sports and was undisputed champion.  Adding to his popularity was his fiddle playing talent.




He (Dad) started keeping a ledger and then a diary in April of l902, and records time worked for C.C. Leavith, A. J. McDowell, Ed and Will Hughes, and O.B.Walton.  Although working around at various other ranches, the T.V. Ranch was his home (See Diary, page 82. Entries: April, 1902, to April 13th, 1906).


Among the young men running around in the valley were Tom's friends Guy Gibson, Billy Fletcher, and Ronaldo Remington. Emily's sister, Florence, became Mrs. Guy Gibson in Feb. l905. Tom was not back from Arizona at that time so it is unclear whether or not he had yet met Emily. 


Anyway, Emily continued visiting her relatives in the Madison and married the fiddle playing cowboy, Tom Hughes, June l3, l908.  They were married at Florence's home, which happened to be the post office for the valley. Florence's husband, Guy, was the postmaster.   


 An interesting parallel evolved in the development of the Hughes and Gibson families.  Both couples had two sons, then a daughter, another son, and several years later, the fifth child, another boy.  The two families also remained in close contact with each other, visiting and corresponding throughout the years


         The Mackel family was really not impressed with Emily's choice.  Tom's reputation of a fun loving, footloose, ranch roustabout cowboy did not necessarily promise the stability envisioned by the staid Mackel brothers for their youngest, and perhaps pampered, sibling.  In fact, Lenny Gibson tells an anecdote of later years about the time he (Lenny) told Tom that he was going up to see Uncle Joe Mackel and Tom said, "Well, tell him that I broke my leg, that'll make him feel good for a week" 


We think that Tom and Emily were planning their homestead at the time of their marriage. It was located about three quarters of a mile below the confluence of Leonard and Dry Leonard Creeks. The cabin sat on the south side of Leonard and may have been under construction and either ready, or almost ready, to move into by June l3th.

********************************

[image: image32.png]


EMILY'S  STORY (Before marriage, 1903, 1908)
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(Above) The photo of Florence and Emily was taken in Ada, Minnesota, when the girls were about ten and twelve years old 

Photo at left Christmas, 1904. She was seventeen.

Emily Mackel, 1887-1979 

Emily had been living with her mother and older brother Frederick (Fritz); who both died the same year, l903, at Ada.  Fritz had been one of the mainstays of family support since their father died (kicked by a horse) in l888. (Emily was only one year old when her father died.) With both her mother and Fritz gone, Emily was sent to Butte to live with an older sister, Bertha McClernan..  


Her sister, Florence, also came to Montana in l903, but apparently at a different time as one of Emily's memories was of arriving in Butte alone and, due to a misunderstanding, nobody was there to meet her. The other members of her family that had already migrated to Montana were Bertha and Alex in Butte, and Joe and Tony had a ranch out in the Madison Valley. Fritz had been in the Madison, helping his brothers move. and the story goes that he also, like his father, got severely injured by a horse kick to the kidney.  He went back to Ada and died there.  His widow, Della, later married his brother, Joe, in Montana.


Dorothy Helgeson's research into the Mackel family geneaology revealed that Fritz's death certificate listed cause of death as cancer.

Other Mackel history from Dorothy is that Ignatious Mackel, the father, reportedly came from Paderborn, Germany, to Cook County, Illinois, in l858. He filed for naturalization in Cook County but the great Chicago fire (Mrs. O'Leary's cow) destroyed the courthouse and all records, so the status of Ignatious's citizenship is not clear. Legend has it that he was Catholic, was University educated, and was a cousin to the Krupp family.  (The Krupps owned a German steel empire and provided cannons, known as "Big Bertha's", for World War One.)  His daughter, Bertha, said that Ignatious could speak Latin fluently, drunk or sober. 

Dorothy's research shows Ignatious living in Goodhue County, Minnesosta, in l870, with his wife Mary and family.

Ignatious had moved close to Ada prior to his death.  Strong family ties and German discipline ruled this family, and older brothers, Henry, Frederick, and Joe, took over family support responsibility, and must have dedicated most of their younger lives to this end.  Especially Henry, as his name always came up as being the authority figure.  It is remarkable that, under the circumstances, so many educated people came out of this family.  Bertha had a medical degree from the University of Minnesota, and became one of Montana's first female doctors.  Louis was a civil engineer and had a career with the U. S. Geological Survey.(Bureau of Land Management.)   Florence was a school teacher and taught in the Madison near where her brothers ranched.  Our Mother (Emily) had enough business training to become secretary in Alex's and Burton K. Wheeler's law office in Butte.  Alex had a law degree, becoming both city attorney and county attorney in Butte, later practicing law in Yakima and Centralia, Washington.  He was City Attorney in Butte during the struggle between the Daly's and W. A. Clark, for ownership of the rich copper claims, known as the "War of the Copper Kings


The Mackel family, about 1892.  Back row,  left to right, Fred (Fritz) , Bertha , and Henry.  Second row: Minnie, Joe, holding Florence, Mom (Mary), and Alex, holding Emily. Front row: Lou, Francis, Tony.

Emily's brother, Louis, five years older than Emily, was in Butte at the same time she was, and got his degree from the Montana School of Mines . They seemed to  be quite close and corresponded for many years.  As a youngster, I was quite impressed when the mail came with his letter bearing the U. S. GEOLOGICAL SURVEY letterhead. 


We do not have much information about Emily from the time of her arrival in Butte, Montana, to the date of her marriage in l908.  We know she worked for her brother Alex and his law office partner, Burton K. Wheeler, who later became the U. S. Senator from Montana.  Ed thought that she lived with the Brinton family, at least part of the time, because sister Bertha moved to a small apartment (called a "flat").  Marjorie wrote in an article that Emily lived with Bertha but she doesn't say for how long. (Bertha's husband was a district Judge in Butte during the hectic copper mining heyday. 


My own recollection is that Mother told me, when I decided to go to Fort Peck to look for work, to see Owen "Cap" Brinton (Engineer in charge of tunnel construction) because she knew him from having lived with his family in Butte. It was good advice because he got me a job and let me stay at his house for a few days until I got a room in the barracks. 


Emily's brothers, Joe and Tony, and sister, Florence, lived in the Madison Valley in the upper Meadow Creek area. It was inevitable that she meet Tom Hughes when she came out from Butte to visit, since he worked at his Uncle Tom Vincent's place, just across the road from the Mackel ranch. 

****************************************

The HOMESTEAD, and kids, l908, l9l3.

(1908 "Starter" Home)


Edwin was born Oct. 23rd, l909, but not necessarily at the homestead.  With winter coming on, perhaps one of the McAllister cabins, close to the midwife,  Mrs. Bill Else, was rented for the winter.  Mother mailed picture postcards to relatives in Sumas, Washington, June 20th, l910, on which she is shown sitting on the front steps of the homestead cabin, holding baby Edwin. They must have lived there until Edwin was about four years old as one of his first memories is of being in a cabin with a horse trough outside and a small creek with willows.  He remembers a small building with no floor that Dad had built on or over the creek.  This was probably a "cooler" for keeping fresh milk and foodstuffs.  These memories jibe with the homestead scene. 


Emily and Edwin on the porch of the homestead, June 1910.  Her own words: "We homesteaded on Leonard Creek and there were times I would not see another woman for months," The dog's name was Curly; she often remarked what a comfort Curley was for her when she was alone so much.
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  Picture postcard of Emily and baby Edwin sent by Emily, postmarked June 20, 1910.  It was addressed to her sister in law, Mrs. Bert Rich, Sumas, Washington.  The text reads as follows:

- ------------------------------------------------------

"Dear Mattie, Believe you owe me a letter.  Seems strange I don't owe you.  We are all real well.  Tom is still freighting.  Baby is real well and good.  He has two teeth.  Lots of love, Emily.  June l9, l910."

-------------------------------------------------------


Lewis was born August 24th, l911, probably at the homestead or at the nearby Mackel ranch. Norris Mackel related that Emily's brother Lou and trained nurse wife was visiting there at the time, and that he (Norris) was given the daily chore of walking over to the homestead with a pail of fresh milk to help feed the new baby. He also hinted that he went barefoot.  Norris was 6 to 8 years old at the time.  


They could not stay at the homestead in winter. Woodcutters and moon-shiners, maybe, could survive the bitter cold and deep snow in those mountains, but they could come out on snowshoes when they wished.  Leaving a young bride there, with two little ones, was definitely not in the cards..  A couple of rental cabins were available, down at the lower Meadow Creek community, known as McAllister, which provided the solution for most winters.  The family lived in at least two of those cabins, which came with the additional comfort of being neighbors to Bill Else and his wife.  Bill was the blacksmith, but even more important, his wife was the community midwife. The Dr. traveled by horse and buggy and didn't bother, usually, to attend a normal birth. We think that both Edwin and Marjorie were probably born in one of those cabins. Edwin's birthday, October 23rd, was too close to winter for the family to stay longer at the homestead. Marjorie's April birth date was on the other end of winter and the snow might not be gone that high up in the mountains.


Marjorie wrote in one of her articles: "Tom took any kind of work to support his rapidly growing family.  He hauled freight, taking supplies to mines like the Sunnyside and Revenue, returning down the chute like roads with ore.  He ran the Savage Grade with six to eight horses and a two ton load, the sled and wagon rough locked."  Emily's postcard to her sister-in-law, Mattie Rich, in Sumas, Washington, dated June 10th, 1910, said that Tom was freighting. It was not all work and no play, however, Marjorie continues, "On Sundays baseball was the entertainment after a hard week's work.  Tom was a noted pitcher.  According to his cousin, Walter Vincent, a game was extended until the following Sunday to allow Tom time to recover somewhat from a broken jaw he received from a bad ball.

*********************************

WEST COAST TRIP, 1913, 1914.

(Checking out how the rest of the family lived}


The homestead was sold, to the Mackels, in late l9l3 or early l9l4 (we think, no record found in Virginia City), and the family went by train to Sumas, Washington, and Grants Pass, Oregon. Tom's father, John Wesley, had died a couple of years earlier, but Tom's mother, Sarah, lived in the Sumas area with grown children, Mattie, Roy, Lora, and Ina.


Lois Rich Bromley (Tom's niece. Mattie's daughter) dimly remembers when Tom and Emily, with three little kids, were in Sumas.  She wrote: "There was a little house on the property next to my folks home (I think my grandfather Rich owned it) where your folks stayed while they were here.  I think they just slept there and had meals with us." 


The Sumas gang was growing also. Tom's sister, Mattie, was married to Bert Rich, they had three daughters, Hazel, Amy, and Lois.  Sister Lora married Fred Lade and they produced sons Elmer and Owen. Roy was married to Jennie, and they had a daughter, Laura.  I think all of those kids were there for the gathering, except Owen who was born later.  Mother Sarah must have been delighted to see her Montana grandchildren mingling with the ones already underfoot.



Tom's youngest sister, Ina, married Clarence Kirkman, June 23rd, 1914.  It's entirely possible that Tom and his family were there for that wedding, but I have no corroboration.


From Sumas, Tom took his family to see his brother, Ira, and wife Ada, in Hugo, Oregon.  Ira and Ada eventually had five children. Their daughter, Martha, was born in November at Hugo, which must have been near the time of this visit in l914.  Ira and Ada had been married in l910.


The west coast was not for Tom and Emily so they did not stay long, returning to Montana in the late summer or fall of l9l4.  Emily was pregnant, and she forever hated the smell of lilacs and raspberries, because she said they made her sick.
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Left to right, Lewis, Marjorie, and Edwin, visiting their grandmother in Washington State.  (1914)
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  .                                                   Grandmother Sarah, according to everybody who knew her, was undoubtedly the kindest, sweetest, gentlest, woman they had ever known.

********************************

BACK IN MONTANA, 1915,1919.

("Montana is our home")


The family moved into the Gibson place upon their return and Bob was born there, Jan. 4th, l9l5. Bert and Lenny Gibson remember that their family was working, and living on the Greenacre Ranch, and that their little place, (originally the Levy place) on up the road from the Greenacre, was available for Tom and his family when they returned to Montana.  


Bob was two weeks premature and the closest neighbor lady, Maggie Frisbee, was summoned to be midwife.  Edwin has steadfastly insisted that he was involved in the summoning, either by horseback, or a team and wagon. (He was five years, two months, and eleven days old)  This was during bitter cold weather and the baby was kept warm in the oven.  Mother said the Doctor came on schedule, two weeks later. (Twenty five years later I got an affidavit from Maggie so as to obtain a birth certificate needed for employment at Boeing.) 


I don't know where Dad was working, but he had to be earning money somewhere after the west coast trip.  Bert and Lenny thought he might have been working in the gold mines.  Their Dad had told them that Tom was a good miner and could get a job anywhere.


We next lived at the McKinnon place on Leonard Creek.  Lewis and Edwin agreed on this, but no dates surfaced.  There still is no clue as to what Dad was doing but the logical assumption was that he worked around at various ranches.  Perhaps he was back into freighting, but mining and ore hauling jobs were becoming scarce by that time.  Lewis said, "It seems to me that he was always gone, only coming home when I had lost a shoe in the creek".


After the McKinnon place came Fletcher Creek, which more or less indicates that Dad was back working for Uncle Tom on the T.V. Ranch.   Lenny, Ed and Lewis all agree that this is when Dad rode his bicycle to work.  It couldn't have been very far with a derrick rope tire on the bike.


Lewis said that Uncle Tom sold Dad to Templeton when he sold the T. V. Ranch.  And that Templeton sold him to Barnett, the next owner.  And that Barnett was a sheep man, which meant that Dad would look for some other livelihood soon.  He didn't like sheep, and he always said that the T.V. Ranch was supposed to be a cattle ranch.

************************************

HOME RANCH, 1919, 1948.

(Raising kids, building a ranch)


The place we moved to in l9l9 eventually became the Home Ranch to us.  All us kids were raised there and the folks lived there until Tommy took it over in l948. Dad and Uncle Tom were in partnership on this ranch (said partnership causing quite a bit of friction between them before it was finally terminated.). Lewis sometimes referred to it as Homestead #2, and that, surely, was not far off the mark.


I only have a couple of dim memories of events during the early home ranch days.  One is a vague recollection of moving to the ranch from the big old hotel building at McAllister where we had been living temporarily. I think Dad had either owned or had the use of a Model T when we lived at Fletcher Creek, but this move was with horses and wagon.  I remember sitting at the rear of the wagon, full of household effects, and pulling my own little red wagon along behind in the dirt road


Another memory is of watching a group of soldiers coming home from World War One.  It must have been shortly after we moved to the ranch when I saw a group of men walking up the road toward Ennis. Mother told me they were soldiers coming home from the war. (Armistice Day was Nov. 11th, l9l8.)  They had to walk from the rail end at Norris to their homes in the Ennis area.  Mother made sandwiches for them and filled their canvas water sack at the pump in the yard.


It really was no more than a homestead when we moved there.  Only three buildings;  a small house, granary, and barn. I don't know if the buildings were there when Uncle Tom and Dad bought the place or whether they caused the construction.   Dad started building corrals and a chicken house immediately.  A few years later, recycled planks from Montana Power Co.'s old wooden water line became available, and Dad built more barns, ending up with both a cow and horse barn with a hay storage area in between. At thrashing time, one year, he had straw blown onto a framework which formed another shed, known as the straw shed, for a winter time animal shelter and refuge from flies in summer.


There was no irrigation water on the place then.  The West Side Canal was being organized to bring water out of the Madison River, from a few miles above Ennis, and irrigate hundreds of acres almost to McAllister.  This canal was responsible for turning the desert like terrain, when we moved there, to the lush farming land of today.  Dad not only physically worked on construction of the canal, with teams and fresno (horse drawn dirt scoop), but was Secretary Treasurer and on the board of directors of the Canal Co., until he retired from ranching.


The house was a pre-fab (Dad called it "Sears-Roebuck") and came something like a kit, with cut pieces to be assembled on site.  Apparently the pieces didn't fit very well as it took years to stop up all the cracks that admitted below zero weather.  We probably lived there two or three years before Paul Shoenick built an addition onto the original, almost doubling the floor space, making a large living-kitchen-dining area and enclosing the well so that we no longer had to go out in the yard to pump water. He also stuccoed the outside walls, plugging the cracks.  The new addition was better constructed so we lived very much warmer in the winter. The old part of the house was then used mostly for sleeping, until Ed got married, and then Dad partitioned off part for Ed and Margaret to live in for a while.

           The ranch was not a ranch at first.  It would be several years before the cow herd, grain crops, chicken and pig production equaled what the family needed to live on. What was later to be a substantial herd of cattle started out as four milk cows.  Of special importance was a Holstein named Spot.  She had twin calves at least every other year and filled a five gallon bucket with milk twice a day.  Spot helped us survive.  We separated milk from cream with a hand -cranked separator, and sold the cream to the "Creamery Man" who came once a week.  The skim milk was fed to the pigs out in the pig pen.  We had thick cream for our cereal, and super thick cream, skimmed off of the top of thick cream, went on pancakes.  When the pigs were close to butcher time, we would fatten them with liberal helpings of grain and add fat pork with home grown potatoes to our diet.  Now days that kind of a diet is lethal, but we didn't know any better so it didn't hurt us.



Lewis wrote in a document entitled "Homestead Two: " Uncle Tom's and Dad's oral agreement was everything half and half.  Translated, it meant that Dad did the work, Uncle Tom got the money, and we half froze and half starved."


He continued, "The stoves in the shack were hungry for wood. Dad would get his team and logging outfit ready by daylight.  The team pulled the bob sled, to which he bound the front ends of the poles to be sawed for wood, and drug the back ends.  It was a l4 mile round trip to Daisy and Virginia Creek. On Saturday mornings, Dad told Ed and me, 'By God, you saw enough wood to get by until next Saturday.  He laid on us a one man cross cut (saw) with a wood peg handle on the main end, (Ed's) and a big horseshoe bolted to the small end (mine)."


Lewis's sense of humor was irreverent and sardonic, sometimes sarcastic; and he loved to make his siblings squirm: "Ed and I jerked that saw back and forth a million times.. I bore down on my end on his stroke and the sawdust flew.  So did his temper.  He'd catch on and cry, 'Dammit, quit riding your end".  I was helping him, but he never understood.  Sometimes he would come over to my side and get plumb nasty.  Mom would come out and straighten us out with 'Your Dad will be home soon, maybe I can see him now.' That got our full attention."  


For a few years Dad supplemented the cream check income by freighting with a four horse team and wagon.  In the winter he hauled mail and coal from Norris to Ennis. It was a long, cold l2 hour day for him, and I remember dressing in my warmest clothing and going outside to watch him go by on the return trip. Sometimes he would stop to warm up and get a bite to eat before going on to Ennis.  


Auto and truck traffic would be stopped for weeks at a time after a big snowstorm and the only traffic was horse and wagon. There was no snow removal equipment for that area so the roads usually stayed blocked.  It was a county road (dirt) from Norris to Ennis and I doubt if the county owned anything resembling a snowplow.  Eventually the state took over the road and graded it up higher so that the wind blew most of the snow away.  They put up snow fences in strategic places but an occasional drift was still a winter hazard for the gasoline engine vehicle.


A bunkhouse was built for the boy kids; afterwards several hired men were put up during haying or times of need.  There was a stove in it, but as kids, we didn't usually bother to build a fire, especially on winter mornings. It would be much too cold to dress in the bunkhouse; we would dash into the house, only a few steps, and finish dressing by the kitchen stove.  Mom would have me sleep in the house on the very coldest nights, but Lewis and Ed were older and bigger and had to tough it out in the bunkhouse.  Marjorie had her own bedroom in the house.  


When a bad blizzard came from the north, we only went out to do chores.  Since I was the youngest, at that time, and the smallest, I could usually get mother to stick up for me in the nastiest weather, and let me stay in the house while the big boys did the chores. I'd pay for that the next time they caught me outdoors, out of sight of the house.


We had a game called "caroms" which was a godsend for passing time during bad weather and we had to stay in the house.  It consisted of little wooden rings, about an inch in diameter, and a table about three feet square with a pocket, like a pool table, in each corner.  The table had a ridge all around so that the wooden rings could not slide off.  Each player had a "shooter" ring, and by snapping his middle finger sharply against the shooter, it would fly over and strike another ring, which would carom off, hopefully into a pocket.  There must have been about a dozen of the little rings that had to be knocked into a pocket; you could continue shooting until you missed.  All four of us would be on our hands and knees around this game for hours on end.  I haven't heard of, or seen, that game since.  Replaced by television, maybe, and that's a shame. 


Tommy was born in l923 and my soft spot in the pecking order vanished.  I was eight years old and figured I could run with the big boys now and didn't need all that attention anyhow.  Life got tougher, the big boys were hard to catch.


They each had their own horse.  Lewis had a mean little black mare that bucked him off every day, or managed to dislodge him someway.  One neat trick was to stop abruptly, from a dead run, at the edge of a ditch, which dumped Lewis off over her head. Her name was "Meg."  Meg liked to buck through the clothesline.  Ed's horse "Gump" was a larger, grayish white horse that was calm enough for me to ride (supervised) once in a while.  I'm sure we didn't have money to get saddles, but Dad's theory, so he said, was that kids were less apt to get hurt riding bareback. It must have worked, or Lewis would have been a meatball.


I remember watching them race across a freshly shocked grain field, knocking bundles in all directions, until Dad roared at them from out in the barn somewhere.  I don't know what the rest of the penalty was, after they re-shocked the grain, but "grounded for a week" just doesn't sound like Dad's style of discipline.

 
An ice house was built after a few years and filled halfway with sawdust in which ice was buried in winter and slowly melted until all gone, about the last of August.  Ice on the lake would get to be almost two feet thick some winters.  We would saw out cakes with a one man crosscut saw, and haul them home, with a team and wagon, across the corduroy bridge which was frozen solid that time of year and easy to cross.  Our milk and cream was placed in a special place next to the ice, butter was homemade, and kept on ice.  The best thing to come from the ice house was homemade ice cream.  We had it every Sunday in the summer time and sometimes during the week. Not being big enough to work in the fields, it was my job to crush the ice and turn the crank until the stuff froze stiff enough that I could no longer turn it.


The ice house also served as repository for foul tasting home brew.  Prohibition (l8th amendment) was not repealed until l933 so people with icehouses made their own beer.  Maybe it would have tasted better with a little age but ours never seemed to last that long.  I was not old enough, according to mother, to have any with the men, but she didn't know about the sampling on the sly.  I didn't like it well enough to do it very much but Rex McDowell (a haying time hired man) would give me a quarter to sneak a bottle out to where he was working in the field. He thought it was good. The l8th amendment was repealed, and professionally brewed beer soon ended the home brew activity. "Putting one over on the government" probably played as big a part in generating home brewing as did the actual drinking.  I'm sure it wasn't the taste.


Electricity and refrigerators were arriving which ended the days of the icehouse.  Ours eventually was completely abandoned and just sat there.  


Our first attempt at electricity was a 24-volt Wind Charger system.  Lewis took a correspondence course and became an electrician overnight.  We soon had wires running everywhere and little direct current bulbs glowing dimly where kerosene (called "coal oil") lamps had been.  We only had two batteries, wired together, and on long winter evenings our batteries lasted until about supper time and then the lights got dimmer and dimmer until we had to light the kerosene lamps to see what was on the table. I remember doing schoolwork on the kitchen table, probably 8th grade and freshman high school, with both a kerosene lamp and a D.C. bulb going at the same time.  I told Lewis that I had to light the lamp so as to see his bulb.  In spite of my scoffing, when Montana Power came with the real thing, Lewis was able to put in adequate wiring for our needs at that time. There was no inspection or anything, so if it worked, it was ok.


Lewis and I pooled our resources and bought an automatic washing machine.  Our poor mother, bless her soul, had been washing clothes by hand, with scrub board and galvanized tub, for too many years.  The first one was powered with a gasoline engine to wash, but the wringer had to be turned by hand. We soon updated that model, when electricity came, to a new Maytag, electric wringer and everything.  That was the one that could tear your arm off, if you were not careful.  Ralph Nader would have had a field day in those times. 


We had no need for a garage for quite a few years because we had no car.  Eventually, Porter Nelson prevailed, he was the car dealer in Ennis, and Dad built a garage and machinery shed out of the rest of his canyon planks. I think that was the last of his building projects. 


Our first car must have been a Model T.  About the only thing I remember about it is that one day it kicked (hand cranked model) and broke Lewis's wrist.  Dad was gone on a mining job and he had left us kids to do the milking and chores.  Our cow herd had grown to twelve head so we had plenty to do what with the milking, cleaning barns, feeding cattle and horses, cutting wood, going to school, etc.


The Model T of that era got its spark from a magneto, and if the spark was advanced too far, it would "kick" like a mule.  In other words, it fired prematurely and went backwards violently. If the unlucky individual doing the cranking did not hold the handle so that it flew out of his hand, he wound up with a broken wrist. That's what happened to Lewis.  He could still milk with one hand but it sure slowed him down. Ed and I extracted all kinds of "payback" promises due to his unloading all that work on us.   

       In a day or two they, (Ed and Lewis) had figured out how to fix the Model T so that it wouldn't kick any more.  So they fixed it.  I'm not sure just how I got elected to do the next crank job as I was barely big enough to turn it with all my weight on the handle, but when two big brothers tell you to do something, that's what you do.  My arm looked like a pretzel after half a turn.


The neighbor who had taken Lewis to the Dr. was called again, and I soon had a cast up to my elbow. When Dad came home to pick up some groceries, I can't remember that he said much; probably was speechless, but I do remember his expression.  The word is livid.


Ed always claimed that he did all our work for the rest of the winter, but it was actually only a few weeks when the casts came off. Squeezing a rubber ball to strengthen wrist and fingers is poor therapy compared to milking half a dozen cows night and morning, so it really wasn't long until we were doing our share. 


The predominant memories of our young lives are that of hard work and cold winters.  There was hard work and lots of it. Starting from scratch to build a ranch meant plenty to do for everybody.  However, our work was balanced with opportunities for sports and relaxation, at least until Dad became too crippled to participate. After that Lewis and I more or less carried on the sports activities ourselves.  Ed was handicapped with a bad eye problem and didn't enjoy sports.


Dad had the gift of turning everything into fun.  It was difficult living in the high Montana country in those days; it was a hard life, hard climate, hard work, hard play.  A sense of humor was essential to take the bitter edge off of the near misses and little disasters.


He loved sports and horses.  Earlier he had pitched in the local baseball league, and participated in weekend bucking horse contests, forerunner of the rodeo show.  He constantly traded for horses that other people did not want, due to being unbroken or an outlaw by nature.  Sometimes the show at home when he hooked up a green bronc, was more exciting than the weekend amateur riding contest at the McAllister barns and corrals. 


For several years Dad rode the Gravely Range Mountains, west of the ranch, hoping to capture a magnificent stallion that ran wild along with a harem of mares.  I vividly remember the big day one summer when Dad and Lewis and Ed came whooping and yelling a bunch of wild horses into our specially built corrals, with high fences and strong gates. "Timberline", as we now called the elusive stallion, had been captured.


I think Dad sat on the corral fence all night, watching that horse.  In the morning he opened the gate and let Timberline go back to his mountains and mares. His only comment, "A horse like that should not be penned up ".


He played ball and pitched horseshoes with us kids.  He dammed up the creek and made a swimming hole, complete with springboard for diving. All of us, and the neighbor's kids, became expert swimmers and divers in that hole.  


Dad considered himself pretty good in the boxing field. Lenny Gibson tells that when Dad and Army Adams were on their way back from Arizona, they stopped in Goldfield, Nevada, where Tex Rickard (the fight promoter who later handled Jack Dempsey) was putting on a bout.  Dad signed up to fight in a preliminary, but his opponent never showed.  


Anyway, Lewis developed into a big, tough kid, and at age sixteen could hold his own with Dad.  Dad spent lots of time coaching and training him, up to the point that Lewis was the main eventer at several fights put on at Ennis by Emmett Womack. I remember that he and Horace Dunn (an Ennis saloonkeeper's son) battled each other in a series of wins and losses for each. Lewis had a professional fight or two in Seattle after he came to Washington, but I think they must have been disastrous as his ring career went nowhere from then on.


Dad's fiddle playing had given rise to what became known as "Tom's Mountain Lion Stories".  He swore as being true that he was walking back to the homestead one night after a dance when a cougar (they were called mountain lions) started to follow him. Having no weapon, he uncased his fiddle and played a lively tune. What I remember of the original version is "When I looked over my shoulder, the mountain lion jigged a couple of times and disappeared".  Subsequent versions took on various dimensions, depending on the gullibility of the listener. Another version was discovered by Larry among Lewis's papers. It goes like this:  (To an eastern cattle buyer) "I was desperate, grabbed the fiddle for a lively tune and dared a glance over my shoulder.  Sure 'nuff, the mountain lion was doing a polka, while wiping the sweat from his face with a red bandanna."


Lenny Gibson remembers Dad, his Uncle, in this way:  "When Uncle Tom came into the room, it lit up.  He always made every one feel that he, or she, was someone".  Lenny tells of one time coming to our house when the kids were playing "bronc rider" and Dad was the "bronc".  So of course Lenny had to try, and got tossed clear to the ceiling, hitting the floor with a resulting bloody nose.  Lenny, being the oldest, and biggest, of the Gibson-Hughes gang of kids, without a doubt drew an extra energetic "bronc".


Lenny credits Dad for having invented the first retread tire. Not only did he replace the worn out tires on his bicycle with a piece of derrick rope, but when the tires on his Ford got smooth, he put a larger size on over the bald ones and riveted them together.  Lenny didn't think they held air so must have been filled with sawdust.  One trip over the Norris Hill wore out the rivet heads and the tires had to be re-capped again.


This picture, to me, portrays the lurking sense of humor and the "did you believe that" expression following one of his outrageous tales

Another story discovered by Larry among Lewis's papers was the one about the card party.  Dad was playing 500 at a table with Doris Wilson, Emma Harris, and a newcomer lady. He won the bid and after playing the Ace and King, realized he did not have the Queen and would go "bust". Lewis describes it like this: "The noise level was deafening, with kids too strung out to be bedded down on the stage, and the ladies were concentrating on gossip loud enough to be heard over the uproar. The ladies' minds were, first, on the gossip, second, on kids, third, on the card game. Carefully he fingered the Ace from the discard pile and played it again. Still no Queen or reaction from the ladies, so he "snuk" the King out for a second run. Suddenly the newcomer lady was glaring at him "Well, I won't play cards with a crook!" Emma and Doris were in hysterics, but managed "Oh, that's just Tom, you'll get used to him" 

After his death, daughter Marjorie Cowan wrote in her article for Pioneer Trials and Trails: "The strong tree that was our father toppled April 28, 1964. He was not a gentle man and I often judged him tyrannical. He would have scorned women's lib. Yet when he died, it was if a sturdy windbreak went down and we stood flinching as the sleet hit our faces."  He is buried in the McAllister cemetery beside Emily, his stalwart companion of 56 years


It was sad to see him grow old and crippled with arthritis. Modern surgery could have saved him tons of pain, but joint replacement came too late to help with his arthritic knees. The buoyant personality become subdued but he could laugh at a good joke and retell one of his own until the end.


All of Dad's saddle horses seemed to be characters.  He wanted his work horses to be tough and strong, but the saddle horses, in addition to being ridden, also had to keep him amused. One of Naomi's first recollections of him, when she arrived on the scene years later, was his claim about how catlike and quiet his horse of the moment, George was his name, could be.  It impressed her that George could "tiptoe towards the barn" the minute Dad got off and turned his back to shut the gate.


One of the saddle horses he owned was a mare named Mabel. She must have lived all of her life, at least most of it, on our home ranch.  I rode her to school part of the time in my freshman and sophomore years at the Ennis High School. Somebody had a barn not far from school and I could tie and feed her there. It was about six miles and would take about 45 minutes to go and about 30 minutes to come home. She liked coming home best.  


Dad got a great big mean boar pig from somewhere that became a real neighborhood nuisance.  A mean boar pig is not to be fooled around with!  Their scale of "destructiveness" rates at the grizzly bear level.  This one had tusks about four inches long and a mouth like an alligator.  At least that's the way it looked to me at age eight or nine.  I was scared to death of it. A fence good enough to hold everything else meant nothing to this pig.  After he got out, it would take everybody we could find to herd him carefully back to where he belonged.  Being careful meant to not get him on the "prod"


One day I saw this monster out in the field on his way down to see the neighbor's bunch of young sows.  I yelled at Dad that the boar was out.  Mabel was already saddled, tied to the fence.  Dad ran out, "I'm gonna teach that damn pig a lesson". and jumped on Mabel, untying his lariat from the saddle as he tore after the pig.  He had just commenced to swing his loop when the pig turned and came back at them.  Mabel wanted none of this and Dad was too busy with his rope to rein her in, so back toward the barn they went with the pig right behind. 


The corral gates were open so Mabel went in one gate and out the other.  Dad hopped off and shut the gate in front of the pig and I clanged the other one shut behind it.  A little later in the house, I heard Dad proudly tell Mom: "Me an' Mabel sure brought that ol' pig home".


Big game hunting wasn't very productive at that time. Very few deer were in our area, and to find elk, hunters had to go almost to the Yellowstone Park.  Dad and Fred Shabarker used to tie their saddle horses behind a wagon filled with camping equipment, and drive a team almost to the Park boundary, to camp and hunt elk.  It was a two-day drive, over a rough, rocky road, with a dead axle (no springs) wagon, just to get there. 


Guns were for everyday living.  I had a 22 caliber rifle at age 8, and my own shotgun a year later.  I had already used Dad's 25-35 rifle and his l0 gauge shotgun.  Jasper Vincent lived neighbors to us on the north; I passed his place every day, walking to school, and he would go rabbit hunting with me on Saturdays.  


Canadian Geese migrated through every fall and stopped on the lake to rest a few days.  They would come to our grain fields to feed sometimes, and I would dig carefully hidden pits in their feeding area.  Live decoys were legal, and a man in Norris, I think his name was Johnson, had a gander and three hens.  Johnson and his hunting buddy would show up about three o'clock in the morning after I called him, and we would set the live decoys in the field about 50 feet in front my pits.  The gander wouldn't honk to the flying geese if he was tied to a peg with string so he was put into a little wire cage. We always got our limits. Not only did we have goose for our Thanksgiving dinner, but Johnson and his buddy would each slip me ten dollars.  I was the richest kid in school. 

Dad had guns for a purpose, as did nearly everybody who lived in that area at that time.  Guns took care of coyotes in the chicken house, and skunks wandering around in the yard.  Beef and Pork, ready for home butchering, were dispatched quickly and humanely.  A saddle gun was a necessity when riding the hills checking on the cow herd; maybe there would be a sick one.   A rattlesnake might be encountered. There were always loaded guns around the house; kids were taught to respect and handle them safely. Dad had two Remington, lever action rifles, 25-35 caliber.  One had a shorter barrel than the other; it was called a carbine.  Ed and I used to tramp all over the Fletcher Creek hills looking for deer, which were very scarce at that time, carrying those two rifles.  I don't remember that we ever got a deer, but every once in a while we got to shoot at a rabbit or coyote.  He also had a Winchester, lever action, 10 gauge shotgun, which kicked like a mule. Anyway, at about age eight, when I fired it for the first time at a duck. I thought it kicked like a mule. Squatting on my heels on a ditch bank, aiming up at the flying duck, I landed flat on my back in the ditch.  It didn't have much water in it, fortunately.  The duck came tumbling down, but the bad news was that I had to clean it.  The house rule was, who ever shoots that stuff, cleans it. 

The pride and joy of Dad's arsenal was his 45 Colt revolver, which he used for everything from stunning fish, (as described in Larry's  "A Fishing Trip With Grampa") to killing elk at close range.  I don't know when, or where, he got this gun. It came before I did, I think.  His stories about what he had done, and could do with this gun, were almost as extensive as his fiddle stories. 

In the summer between my junior and senior year in high school, I got a job with a neighboring cattle rancher, Millard Easter, at $l5.00 a month, plus board and room.  A good part of my job was riding the fence.  This meant going horseback along the drift fence that had been constructed to keep his cattle herd on their summer range. I had a little single shot, 22 caliber, Spanish made pistol that I carried to kill snakes.  The coffee can, that I kept in the bunk house, got to be about half full of rattles when I bragged to Dad about what a good shot I was, and what a powerful little gun I had.  His comment, "Well, that bullet goes so slow that the snake strikes at it. The only way you could miss is to be so far off that he couldn't reach it!"  I never bragged about marksmanship in front of him again

***********************************

.

ABOUT SCHOOL (Country schools in the 1920's)


When Edwin and Lewis got old enough to go to school they started at District 13 on South Meadow Creek, where Emily's sister Florence had taught earlier. ; Ed thought he and Lewis rode to school horseback  They were both school age when living at Fletcher Creek.  Ed's grayish, white horse, "Gump", which he later had at the home ranch, started to show up in Fletcher Creek memories. Ed remembered riding double and tying Gump to a fence at the schoolhouse.  Dad also had two white horses, Prince and Dot, who were sometimes ridden as saddle horses, and sometimes were a buggy team.  Prince was especially gentle for riding, and I learned to ride on him after we moved to the home ranch.


Lewis was six, in l9l7, and he remembered starting first grade at District 13. It is not clear what grade Ed was in at that time, or where we were living when he started to school.  He had a dim memory of attending District 48 school prior to District l3, which is possible if we moved to McAllister, sometime after Bob's birth in January, l9l5, and before moving to Fletcher Creek.  Ed would have been six that October. (l9l5).


The problem of getting two kids to school probably motivated the move from Fletcher Creek to the McDowell place, which was within walking distance to the District l3 school, and close enough to the T. V. Ranch where Dad was working.


The school problem also probably caused the next move back to McAllister, where we lived in the big building which had once been a stage stop hotel. Tom's family had increased to a total of six and he needed a bigger house than the cabins we had previously occupied. The hotel was centrally located for Dad to work on the new home ranch place or for employment around at other ranches. We lived there until moving to the home ranch. Marjorie started first grade at the McAllister School, District 48, and my memory says that it was after we moved to the home ranch.  She was six years old in April, l9l9.  I remember being home alone with mother quite a bit, and I think it was because Marjorie and the boys were in school, and before I started to the first grade. 


District 48 was a one-room brick building, a coal shed was behind it, and two out houses, equipped with Sears and Roebuck catalogs, sat right behind the coal shed. Girls on the left as you approached, boys on the right.  They were not labeled. The school building had a deck like porch, with two or three steps up and the entrance door, on the north end. A large playground, with no equipment, was outside.  The out houses mysteriously moved to a different location in the yard every few years.  They also were favorite targets for Halloween pranksters. to tip over.


Kids played games outside in below zero weather. and came in to warm up by the stove when hands and feet got too icy.  Running games, like "Tag", "Run Sheep Run", "Hide and Seek," were popular, especially in cold weather. When it warmed up, some of us boys had baseball gloves, and an old ball, to play catch with. The girls played "Ring Around the Rosie", or some other stupid game. The teacher came outside to direct activities when the squabble became too loud to tolerate.


The older boys had to carry coal and wood, when needed in the daytime, around the schoolhouse, and back inside to where the big pot bellied stove sat.  It was up to the "school-marm" to start the fire in the mornings. The ones I remember seemed to be able to get boy friends to do that chore.  I went there eight years and I don't think even one teacher who was unmarried to start, got out of the valley single.  Most of them stayed and raised families.


It was a mile and a quarter to school if we walked down the road.  Cutting through the field, past where Jasper Vincent's first house was (later he built a new house closer to the road.) made the trip shorter by about a quarter of a mile.  It was a major decision as to which way to go.  Once in a great while, a car would come by and give us a ride if we went by road.  But, on the other hand, probably no car would come and we'd have to walk farther. If there was snow on the ground the road would be easier since the wind usually blew the snow off.


If it blew a bad blizzard from the north, we stayed home.  It was just too nasty to fight that mile with a hard north wind driving snow, or sleet into your face. Usually the teacher lived close to the schoolhouse and could keep the building warm if any kids showed up.  Attendance was somewhat casual, if we missed a day or so, we had to study hard to catch up with the class. A hard south wind made it difficult to come home.  Sometimes it took your breath away to face into it and occasionally you had to turn your back, with coat collar turned up, to catch a breath of air.


We had overshoes, mittens, heavy coats, and caps that pulled down over our ears.  If our shoe soles were thin, we cut cardboard insoles for them.  The real cold weather, fifteen or twenty degrees below zero, usually came with no wind but the stillness was treacherous.  Frost bitten fingers and toes were common, and we watched each other's cheeks for that warning white spot. When we got home there was barely time to thaw out before going to take care of the milk cows and get wood for the stoves.  The two big boys usually sawed and chopped the wood, it was my job to carry it in and stack neatly in the wood box.  Marjorie helped mother in the house. The bickering was continuous about who was doing the most work and how come girls had it so easy.


At first there were four of us going to District 48, then three, then two, finally just one, me.  Ed started riding horseback to the Ennis High School in l923, which had started operation only a couple of years earlier.  However, since the Ennis school was not yet state accredited, and both Dad and Mother were education conscious, the decision was made to send their kids to schools where graduation could qualify for college entrance. Ed graduated from the Whitehall High School, and Marjorie and Lewis went there for a time before going to Bellingham, Washington, to finish.  Lewis said that he and Marjorie also went to Ennis for a short time but we don't know when or for how long.  My impression is that it took some time to arrange their board and room jobs in Whitehall, and they may have started at Ennis and then transferred. 


When in the lower grades, and if I was walking, I usually chose to go via the road because I was afraid of the cattle in the field, and, if the road was bare, I could roll my "hoop" all the way. My "hoop" was a steel ring, about eight or ten inches in diameter, made from a piece of strap probably one half inch wide and one eighth inch thick. (Probably Bill Else, the blacksmith, made it.)  I had a handle about two feet long, made from a wooden slat or lath, with a short cross piece, maybe six inches long, nailed to the bottom.  I started the hoop going by letting it roll down the handle and kept it going with gentle pushes and nudges with the crossbar. It took a little practice, but one soon learned how to turn, go uphill, through a ditch, in and out of the barn, through the flower beds, etc. This was a simple little toy that kept me busy and active for hours.  I don't see kids doing it at all now days.


One teacher taught all eight grades at District 48.  Textbooks were the same ones that had been used by that class the year before.  Some of them were well used by the time I got there.  Some times we had to share books with our neighbor as there were not enough to go around, which wasn't always a disadvantage, as it gave a perfect opportunity to pass notes to your classmates, at least for a while, until the new teacher caught on.


With all grades going on in the same room, an alert student, with big ears, could get a pretty good idea of what the next year's class was going to be, and could concentrate on the hard stuff.  Unfortunately, test questions and answers tended to be different every year and our efforts to outwit teacher usually ended in failure.


Three or four students in one grade was a big class. Sometimes there was nobody in a certain class.  If it happened to be only one, differentiation became confused, teachers tended to lump the loner into the group nearest his or her achievement level.  I don't remember about first and second grades, but there were three of us in my third grade class, but only two in grades seven and eight.


Teachers had authority to enforce discipline and I can't remember that any of them ever abused the privilege.  Rowdy kids got what they deserved, but I remember only one kid getting expelled. He couldn't come back until next year; which he did year after year. Once he showed up, after an absence of a few years, to enroll with a particularly attractive new teacher, but she sent him back to his job at the Wild Onion Saloon. 


I don't remember any physical discipline, but I do remember writing "I won't throw spitballs" on the blackboard one hundred times.  Staying after school for a length of time, depending on how mad the teacher got, was a common penalty. Lewis was always in trouble, and the consequences at home, when he was late for chores, was far worse than the school penalty.  I remember him circling way out in the field on the way home, after a late release, to bring in the milk cows, trying to make it look like his afternoon was perfectly normal.  


Our library was some bookshelves in one corner of the room, and most teachers would permit you to get a book from the library if you had your other work done.  I liked to read and, starting in the second grade, read all of the books there.  My favorite was a series of six or eight books, which I think was entitled, "The Motor Boys" and portrayed their adventures with cars, boats, airplanes, motorcycles, and every other kind of a powered vehicle.  I re-read that series every year up until about grade seven.


The subjects we were taught in grade school were: Arithmetic, Reading, Language, History, Spelling, Geography, Penmanship, and something called Civics.  The alphabet and multiplication tables had to be perfect.  Epic poetry, and historical dates were memorized. I remember one teacher making a feeble stab at Art, but talent must have been hard to find, as that course didn't last long. We spent hours practicing the Palmer System Penmanship, which meant learning to write longhand with rigid fingers and a full arm movement.  It still makes me squirm to watch the awkward finger writing techniques that evolved when penmanship was dropped from the curriculum.  


All four of us went to the McAllister school until graduating from the eighth grade.  State exams hung over our heads in grades seven and eight.  School for me had been somewhat casual up until then but I remember digging in, doing homework, and really studying for the "State".  My teacher, whoever she was, really did a job, as I can remember working on about five years worth of previous exams, which she provided to me and the one other boy in grades seven and eight.  We went to either Sheridan or Twin Bridges to take the tests and had to sweat for a couple of weeks to find out whether we passed or not. 


Our grades, for the state, as well as for routine school tests, were expressed as a percentage of l00 instead of being a letter.  Below grade 60 flunked, 60 to 75 passed, 75 to 90 was good, 90 and up was very good.  The state tested in at least four, perhaps five, subjects; and, unlike the earlier grades, you had to get a passing grade in all those subjects in order to graduate from eighth grade and qualify for high school.


As a general rule, flunking a grade meant taking that same grade again next year.  "Conditional" passing was at the teacher's discretion, which she awarded if she thought you could catch up next year in a subject that you were slow in. Some of the teachers helped slow students with special tutoring in the summertime, but there were no organized classes for that purpose.


My younger brother Tommy was born on the home ranch, March l2th, l923. It was a Monday and Ed again said he went, with a team and wagon, to get Mrs. Else before riding Mabel to Ennis to notify the Dr. and go to school. I remember a lady named Dora Kelly came to help, also. I was in the second grade and really didn't understand what the fuss was all about.  When I got home from school, mother wasn't at the door to meet me, Dr. Clancy had come and gone, and Dad thought the best thing I could do was to get lost.  This new kid sure was getting a lot of attention. 

*****************************************

ABOUT JASPER

(An unforgettable friend)


One of my fondest memories about my grade school days at the home ranch is about the story telling sessions that Dad and Jasper Vincent engaged in. Jasper was a jovial soul who loved to talk, and visit with everybody, including kids.  Round and chubby, with never failing good humor, in a red suit and white beard, he would have been a dead ringer for Santa Claus in both appearance and personality.  Jasper was the exact opposite of his brother, Tom Vincent of the T V Ranch.  His birth date was Oct. 10, 1866, as per his tombstone in the McAllister cemetery, making him seven years younger than Uncle Tom.


Jasper lived alone and was not exactly happy with his own cooking.  He developed a skill, however, at popping in at a neighbor's house at mealtime.  Nobody really minded though, since the entertainment would be worth the price.  It seemed to be understood that he would be at our house for Sunday afternoon dinner, and I knew, as soon as I saw him strolling up the road, that he and Dad would spend the rest of that day eating, talking, and smoking their pipes.. 


They smoked identical, foul smelling, black pipes. They shared tobacco out of each other's Prince Albert can, and lit up with wooden kitchen matches from their shirt pockets. After dinner, they sat in wooden rockers and prepared to light up.  "Lighting up" fascinated me; it was a major event. After filling their pipes, and tamping the tobacco down carefully with their thumbs (sometimes the bowl had to be reamed out with a pocket knife into an ashtray), each would get a match from his shirt pocket and ignite it by reaching underneath his chair seat and scratching.  Dad would impress any kids present by opening his mouth wide, after lighting his pipe, and inserting the still flaming match.  Shortly he would open up, to release a cloud of smoke, and the perhaps still flaming match. Jasper would get his story started while filling his pipe, and would scratch his match alive without a pause.  Holding the little torch upright, the flame crept closer and closer to his fingers; at the last instant, he blew, or shook it out and reached for a new one, never missing a beat in whatever he was talking about.  Sometimes it would take four matches before he found an appropriate place in his story to pause and light his pipe.


They were master storytellers. They told about the bucking horse contests in Alex McAllister's corrals, about Alex's prize Thoroughbred racehorse that got beat consistently by Tom Wilson's dirty gray buggy horse; about Frank Sangwin who couldn't ride a stick horse sober, but could, and did, ride anything after a few beers.  They talked about mining, freighting, hunting, homemade snowshoes, baseball games, everything.  I wish I had a tape recording of even one of those Sunday afternoons.


Jasper's house was about a half mile from our house, and I walked right by it, usually, on the way to school.  Sometimes, on Saturday, he would go rabbit hunting with me, up in one corner of his field, where cottontails were abundant. With any luck, Sunday dinner would be rabbit. I left my shotgun at his place a lot, so it would be handy for a quick evening hunt. Jasper was a very special person.


One cold winter morning, Dad noticed that no smoke was coming from Jasper's chimney, and hurried down to investigate.  Jasper was lying out by the woodpile, victim of a heart attack. Sundays were never the same after that.

*******************************************

A Well Deserved Rest, 1948;

RETIREMENT


Tom and Emily retired from ranching and moved to what had been the Fish Hatchery house , on lower South Meadow Creek. They spent their last years just a few steps from where Uncle Tom and Aunt Lora had retired. The two strong men, Tom Hughes and Tom Vincent, whose lives had been interwoven since boyhood, spent their last fifteen years barely speaking to each other because of the dispute about the ranch partnership.
For the Madison Valley Historical publication, "Pioneer Trials and Trails," Emily wrote about her life with Tom: "--our life was one of hard times and hardship, but I remember the fun too, and would not change things. Tom did his best and was kind in his way but very stern.  His was the old time honesty and his word was his bond. Our lives weren't soft and easy, but the kids grew up tough and self-reliant
She concluded her article, "I now live alone in the same small place.  My kids take good care of me, my neighbors are wonderful, I have a place of my own, and when I go I will say "So Long" to my family and friends and hope they know that I did my best."  

Mom, you were terrific!

***************************************

MEMORIES ABOUT MY GRANDFATHER: THOMAS S. HUGHES

By: His Grandchildren
A FISHING TRIP WITH GRANDPA: By Larry 

Grandpa pulls up in his Model A Ford coupe with a broken muffler underneath and smoke billowing around.  Says, "Let's go fishing up to the Beaver Dam."  I climbed in and away we chugged. We didn't talk much. Grampa wasn't into frivolous talk or foolish questions. 

Eventually we arrived at the Beaver Dam buildings and walked over to Leonard Creek. "See the fish", he says.  Sure 'nuff, in plain sight we could see a lot of fish in the creek. (It was late summer and the brook trout were spawning.) Grandpa had a gunnysack, but no fishing pole. I wondered how we were supposed to get the fish.  

Grandpa reached in his back pocket and pulls out his .45 pistol. Kerblam, he shoots into the creek. Water flew, but when it settled, two fish were flopping frantically, and swimming on top of the water. 

"Catch those fish," he says. I quickly realized my job was to catch the fish for Grandpa and put into the gunnysack. Grandpa explained that the shock of the bullet broke their air bladder and they couldn't stay under water. Grandpa shot, and I ran down fish until he had what he wanted.  He let me shoot the pistol once.  He said to shoot under the fish, not at them.

So we headed home. When we got to Virginia Creek, Grandpa stopped, and pulled out a tin cup, and we both had a cool drink. When we got to the corner, and the turn off to Tom Vincent's old ranch, Grandpa shut off the motor of the Model A,  and we coasted all the way to the Tudor house,  "Saves gas,"  he said. It was a neat day for a little kid, and the only time I shot fish, and coasted two miles down the South Meadow Creek Road

******************

DAVE WROTE, March,1995
         I remained in awe of Grandad. When I was l7, he and I hayed together a lot, with him driving the tractor, and me pulling bales, one by one, onto a stone boat behind.  I often ended the day with a headache.  At the time, people blamed it onto those Ford tractor exhausts, which came out under the rear axle and blew back onto the guy behind.  I knew better.  It was his Goddamn pipe, which stunk far worse than the exhaust, and which he fired up every time he got on to go get another load. 

It's really about that Model A Ford Coupe that he had. The exhaust pipe on that car ended right under the floorboards, which were just that; -boards laid across under one's feet with plentiful cracks between them. Grandad was hard of hearing, and once when he and I got into that Model A to go somewhere, the engine roared to life with smoke billowing up through the floor boards, he turned to me and yelled "What I like about this car is that I can tell when it's running". 

  ********************** 

 PAULA  sent a note

 "Grampa Hughes used to create his own little smoky blue sky in the living room of the house on Meadow Creek.  He would sit in that big chair with his pipe and there would be a cloud of light gray smoke hanging right below the ceiling.  It's kind of funny that stays with me, but it does."

           ***************************
          DUDES FROM THE CITY: by Dixie
        Being the "Dudes From the City" our family only had contact with the Montana relatives for a few weeks in the summer.  Impact from the various personalities was still felt however, since many memories survive forty years later.
        Grandad smoking his pipe on the porch and pretending he didn't know we were there - when he did choose to notice us, he always growled, making us very respectful.  If coaxed, he would often use the lit match he lit his pipe with to entertain us - putting it into his mouth while still burning, and removing it a few minutes later still lit!  Then we could see his eyes twinkle, and his lips curve, because he knew we were entertained.
       Grandad encouraged us to play pool in the small garden house on the pool table he and his cronies would gather around on many evenings. He would often give us tips in the afternoons and show us better techniques than the ones we had developed on our own. Some of us got pretty good. 

One time when we went down to the pool house in the evening when several of Grandad's friends were visiting, he had me take the cue stick and sink a few.  I don't remember his exact words, but the inference was that "even a girl" could beat you guys.  Luckily I did a credible job and could tell he was tickled when I'd sink the ball without scratching.

Grandparents always sent Christmas presents, even when we were far away in Tulsa - usually some small toy.  The big step in my life came when I was eleven or twelve and received my first pair of nylons from Grandad at Christmas.  That's what he always sent to the ladies of the family. I had arrived !

Often the large family get togethers, in Montana, meant many of us gathered around the large table - and gallons of ice tea.  The table was presided over by Grandad while Gramma ran back and forth a lot.  Many of the conversations raised an octave or two to be heard over the clatter of spoons and ice in the glasses - all Hugheses have sugar in their glasses, I guess.  Grandad (or Lewis) would also delight in catching any of us "dudes" with our thumb up when passing the butter - we always ended up with a slippery thumb.  

-------Icycles on the Fourth of July.

-------Firecrackers in cans make them shoot high in the air.

-------Musty smelling bunkhouse with a chest full of Zane Grey novels.

-------Learning to shoot at rock chucks.

-------The smell of wet canvas tents.

-------Cousins - some were even tolerable.

-------Gunpowder smell when Tommy's loading shells.

LOTS OF MONTANA MEMORIES SURVIVE THE YEARS
************************************

From the article "GRAMPA'S POOL"  by: Larry 

After Grandpa retired, he and his cousin, Walter Vincent, got real busy in the old Fish Hatchery building. Eventually they were ready. I must have wandered by about then and accidentally became the first to admire their handiwork. They were pleased as a couple of penguins with a new egg in the Antarctic.  The south end was partitioned off and a pool table was sitting there. They also built a room for Walter to sleep in.  There was a wood stove to heat the pool room and Walter's room.  They had borrowed Edwin's truck and brought the pool table over from Pony.  It was a neat table, with leather mesh pockets and wooden carved lion legs.  Grandpa decided I was tall enough to play and gave me a cue stick.

After some left handed and right handed instruction, I could hit center on the cue ball.  Much more instruction came with the "100 or Bust" game they played.  Any other game was for "children and dudes".

Grandpa was a shark. Sometimes he would clean the table and would have to spot all l5 balls before he could continue. He was the master of the soft shot and good position for the cue ball. The pool hall was busy whenever Grandpa could get anybody to play.  Lewis, John, Dave, Tom, Lee, Ed, and many others all played.  Grandpa partnered with Walter and they would take on all comers - winners held the table.  Grandpa was very competitive and would get quite harsh with Walter if the game was tight and Walter missed an easy shot.  Walter never seemed to mind, he was used to his volatile cousin after all these years.

For several years Grandpa's pool hall rafters rocked from numerous pool games, but like everything else, began to fade away. Dave and Lee graduated and left the valley. Edwin sold his ranch and moved to Bozeman.  Uncle Tom's original pool house, the yellow T. V. Ranch building, was sold to Lloyd and Sarah Smith; Mom and Dad moved to an apartment in the Chuckwagon - Grandpa was hard pressed for pool players - once in a while I would manage to get down for a game with him and Walter.  Tired of thrashing us, he would offer to play against both of us and still win handily.  Eventually he would leave in disgust and let Walter and I while away some hours at a less strenuous rate."

*********************************************

DAD’S DIARY

By: R R (Bob) Hughes, October, 1992

Revised, September, 2001

FOREWORD


The following transcriptions were copied from diaries and records, consisting of two small notebooks, a small black journal, and a loose leaf manuscript (handwritten) left by our Dad (Thomas S Hughes). The diaries and records recorded activities for intermittent periods in his life beginning in 1903 up until the middle of July, 1906. The two small notebooks are a handwritten diary of his trip to California and Arizona with his friend, Army Adams.


Some punctuation has been added but the spelling is his. Due to the dimness and faded condition of the original writing, in lead pencil, some trouble was experienced in correctly deciphering a few words. The pocket sized notebooks in which he wrote are faded and worn but still in good condition considering that they were carried on horseback, freight train, packhorse, etc.  Also, they were written 86 or 87 years ago – on the bottom of a frying pan!


The first booklet of the trip diary begins with the Oct 31st entry.  He did not enter the year.  However, the year is established as being 1904 through a calendar date comparison check and through references to a presidential election (1904) entered in the diary itself.

Many thanks to daughter in law, Linda, who (in 1992) typed this manuscript into her computer.
Diary of Thomas S. Hughes

Trip to California and Arizona

(From October 31, 1904 to June 6th, 1905)

PREFACE


With pencil in hand and the bottom of a frying pan for a writing desk, I now commence a correct and truthful diarrhea1 of my travels hoping that it will be handed down from generation to generation and that all will derive benefit there of.


My very dear friend Army Adam's and myself, having so arranged our business and so disposed of our running capital that we might leave it for awhile, decide that it has fallen upon us to open up new territories for the extension of the common industry which will result in a great benefit to the whole world in general.


After due deliberation, we, for various reasons decide to employ a pack train as our means of conveyance, knowing full well that the discomforts attached to such a mode of travel and especially in the winter months.


With the strictest possible regard for the veracity of each statement, I will now give each days events.  I may add that for reasons best known to ourselves we decided to take a very limited amount of money, resolved to get through as much as possible on our own resources.

(1) Perhaps a deliberate misspelling of the word “diary”.
DIARY  (Book One)


Oct. 31

We stayed up all night to pack our horses, all bronchos or outlaws.


Leave home 4 a.m.  Go about three miles when Nellies pack slips.  All kinds of fun at once.  Get off to adjust packs and change saddle horses, Annie and Red stand.  Nellie gets scared and bucks into them, and by the moonlight we can see them in the distance, going for the hills.  By record breaking sprinting they are finally caught and we again get on our way.


About noon Aunt Annie develops a tendency to lean back very gently on the halter so we put her pack on Red and I ride her.  This change suits me very much as Red has been trying to buck all morning.


No breakfast or dinner, we have great anticipation for supper.  Camp at Wolf Creek.  Late and windy.  Can't cook so we content ourselves with the "anticipations".  Busy day!



Nov 1st

Start late.  See big bunch of sage hens.  I got four fine "shots".  Camp.  Good feed but in a lonesome hay stack.  Decide to start early on this account next day.


Nov. 2nd

Cold last night.  Army crowds me out of bed on the ground.  Says he was following covers.


Arise 6:30

We are physical culture advocates may be seen running and kicking every morning.  Reason, to get warm.  No wood last night meaning no supper.  Ate some raw ham.  No breakfast this morning.  Go on to store at Henry's Lake.   Big lunch and provisions.


Go on to Registry Station in Park.  Here I learn some more things.  As a consequence I am carrying my six shooter with cylinder tied to outside.  Camp at same place that Army camped a year ago.  Good feed.  Good supper.


Make gun holster, may have sworn a little.  Forgot to say that on 1st days ride, while riding along on Aunt Annie, Army asks me what time it is.  Watch in hand, I compare time with him, when all at once, in some unaccountable manner, find myself sitting astride a barb wire fence and find Army amidst a bunch of bucking and kicking horses.


Get things straightened out, no damage done except a tear in wire where it met the posterior of my anatomy.  Mixup unexplainable, except that Nellie pulled my saddle over this causing Annie to buck into the packhorse.


Nov 3


We are camped close to upper Geyser Basin.  Good feed and fine camp on account of Army knowing Park so well.  Seeing things all day, mostly geysers, but an elk track interests me more than all the geysers in the Park.  Won't get to see best part of the Park as we haven't time.  Just baked a batch of punk in two skillets for dutch oven got it a beautiful brown.


No trouble with horses today.  Red getting quite civilized, have finally succeeded in getting him tired.  Nellie doing fine but had sore back.


Army bot a halter and five biscuits today for ten cents.  Both of us developing an extraordinary amount of "gall".


Nov. 4


Has been a day of bad luck.  This morning while banging her old empty head around, Annie breaks my rifle all to hell.  Spoils my prospects for a good hunt unless I can get another gun.  


Verily, I believe a man would be justified in losing his temper at such a beast.


While crossing a small creek tonight, Nellie gets upset and to save her from drowning, Army, in trying to cut a rope off her neck, nearly cuts her head off with a butcher knife.  Takes about forty stitches to close it.


Find camp close to Shoshone Lake.  Good feed but horses are losing every day.  Fine weather, like summer, went without coat all day.  Some snow on top of Continental Divide but none here. 


For future benefit, will go back to Nov 1st.  Saw an attorneys sign on a ranch gate.  "Frank McNullet, Attorney at Law, Divorces procured on the quiet".

Nov. 5


Camped at Lewis Lake.  Good camp and good feed.  Fine weather continues.  All I lack is a pipe and tobacco.


Lost the heel of my boot the other day.  Just now put on a high French heel which I found on a slipper at one of the lunch stations.  Makes a good heel for a riding boot.


Nov. 6

Camped close to Snake River, good feed and fine camp.  All kinds of elk signs near.  Got out of Park today so intend to hunt tomorrow.  Made a main spring for my gun out of a case knife and tied the stock on with buckskin.  Might be more dangerous than I look.


Looking like snow today.


Nov. 7


Took our hunt.  Army goes one direction and I go another.  He sees 150 elk and 3 grouse, kills one elk and one grouse, I see 3 grouse, no elk, get one grouse.  Had elk for supper.


We are about 25 miles from Jackson Lake, so are in the famous Jackson Hole country.  Nellie loose tonight and can't get her.


Weather cleared up again.


Nov 8.

Slept late this morning.  Took us all day to catch Nellie, had to build a corral by falling trees, thereby breaking laws of Forest Reserve.  We shall have to dodge game wardens anyway so it doesn't make any difference.


Just put an extension on skillet handles.  Afraid our supply of cuss words would run out.


Boiled elk heart with dumplings tonight.  Bully! 


Looked like snow again today but is clear tonight.  Army bet me a corn cob pipe and a nickels worth of tobacco that it would snow before tomorrow night.


Nov. 9


Broke camp this morning and moved to where Army killed the elk.  Elk steak for supper.


Saw bunch of elk today, certainly is great country for them.  Signs as plentiful as cattle signs at home.  Windy and disagreeable tonight, trying to scare up a storm.  Won the pipe but couldn't extend time any on the bet.


This book is getting all fired dirty, I notice, but can't wonder at it as the writer doesn't look like any newly plucked bunch of daisies.


Wonder who is president?2

(2) Entries of Nov 9th, 12th and 13th all ask "who is president", indicating that a presidential election has just been held.)

Nov 10


This has been pure hell of a day.  We attempted to follow a creek from camp to Jackson Lake and have been in almost impassable country all day.  Jumping horses over logs and leading them down frozen waterfalls in creek makes for slow progress.  Traveled until dark, camped from necessity without much feed or water for horses.  Don't know how far we have to go yet and the country looks worse than ever before us (this part unclear).  We shall never see our happy home again.


The weather has cleared up again and couldn't be better.  If it were snowing we would indeed be out of luck.


Nov. 11

Finally got out of our trap by crossing a couple of Hell holes and followed an elks trail to the lake.  Bum camp.  Lots of poor feed and a lake within a hundred yards but no water.  The only redeeming feature is the view.  We are camped at the foot of the Teton Mountains and the three Grand Tetons seem to rise straight out of the lake.  It is a beautiful sight but I am too damned thirsty to enjoy it.  Army and I quit swearing today, we got ashamed of ourselves.


Nov. 12


Fine camp tonight, anyway, we appreciate it after being in that modern Hell yesterday.  Water has kind of yellow taste, but is wet and awfully cold.  Only came about 12 miles today.  Horses getting awfully tender footed and have had a hard rocky road today following a lake.  Nellie seems a little sick tonight or else she is just mad.


We, Army and I, were both a little discouraged today, we are afraid this fine weather will end before we can get across Teton Pass.  A big snow would shut us in.  


Tonight after eating about 15 lb. of elk steak, things look brighter.  Weather is certainly extra-ordinary.


Hell of a game law they have here, poor devils like us have to dodge game wardens when we only killed one elk and took all of it for food, while these folks in here go out and kill enough for all winter only taking best part.  There's a grand mistake someplace.  Gun license for a non-resident $50.00.  Violators are rewarded by confiscating their whole outfit and 25 to 90 days imprisonment if they can't pay fine.  Would look well after they got $50.00 out of us.  Don't remember of ever seeing that much, besides we expect to live on that elk for a month. 


Bought sugar and coffee at a store today.  Army wanted to buy me the pipe I won but thought I wouldn't commence again.  Both of us swore a couple of times today but will do better tomorrow. Don't know who the president is yet!, was afraid to ask today, don't want to show our ignorance.  They probably didn't know in here anyway as it's about 150 miles to railroad. 


Saw a woman today.  Blamed thing came tearing along on a pinto horse and actually smiled or grinned at us.  Can't imagine the reason.  She had spurs on bigger than mine, and a great big sombrero hat.  Looked wild and wooly to me.


Nov. 13


Gee Whiz! its 1:30 P.M. (he must mean A. M.)  and not in bed yet.  Camped close to a cow punchers cabin and have been visiting with him.  Traded my six-shooter to him for a 40-65 caliber rifle, and my old rifle barrel, for that's all there was left of it, for a hunting knife and a pair of elk teeth.


Asked the cow puncher who was president and he didn't know and "didn't care a damn".


Nov. 14


About halfway up Teton Pass tonight.  Altitude of pass is about 8400.  On a tree above my head there is the names of two young couples and a married woman who formed a park party last year from Idaho Falls.  As I look at the names I can imagine tongue sucking and biting of ears (on the )  ground among these pine needles.  Gee!


The weather is still good but can't stay that way much longer.  Won't quit snowing when it commences here.  The people pile their wood on end against trees, etc. so they can find it in the snow.


I killed a sage hen with my new gun today.  Shoots fine.


Nov 15


Discovered this morning that I lost my cartridge belt full of shells yesterday.  That means I am out of ammunition for my gun.


Crossed the pass alright but weather looks unfavorable, cloudy and disagreeable this morning.  Camped tonight in Victor.  Horses in a livery stable and we are sleeping in a hay loft.  Trying to snow tonight.  Accommodating cuss runs the barn.  Feeds our horses all night for 75c.  Hay is cheap here, $3.20 a ton, good alfalfa and timothy.


Nov 16


Weather not quite so bad this morning, seems to clear up every night and cloud over every day.


Repaid our accommodating friend by beating him on a horse trade, his own fault though, he jumped me for a trade.  Traded him Annie for a little spotted white mare.  Has seen better days but you can actually lead her, and she has a more pleasant disposition which will be a saving of cuss words.  Stiff in three legs, but I could have traded Annie for a saw horse if I had the chance.


Camped tonight on a fellows ranch on Swan Valley and have horses turned loose in his pasture.  Gave him a piece of elk meat about as big as your fist and, before he got over expressing his gratitude, asked him what the pasture bill would be.  It would look bad to charge much with a piece of elk meat in your hand so of course he said it would be nothing.  Diplomatic, eh, he'll be sorry of it before morning.


Clear again tonight and they tell us we can expect good weather until Christmas.  By that time, with the good Lords help, or rather Old Red's we shall be where they have good weather all the time.


Forgot to say that this country is just full of pretty girls.  Have a notion stay here.


We found out today who was pres.  Asked a store clerk who happened to be a Republican and in his enthusiasm gave Army 5c too much change "That helps some".


Nov. 17

Camped tonight on Antelope Creek on a mans ranch.  Horses in the barn eating good timothy hay for 25c a pair.  This Idaho is certainly a cheap place to live.  Weather still good.


Nellie had commenced to get a fistula so I traded her off this morning for an old saddle horse, older than I am.  Didn't get much but was not trying to make a good trade, just wanted Nellie to get a good home.  She will get to run in a pasture now and may get well where if we keep her she would have to keep right on going.  Besides we can get more out of this old skate as he is a good saddle horse yet.

Nov 18


Roaded 35 miles today.  Got into Idaho Falls about 5 o'clock.  Windy and dusty all day.  Put the horses in a livery stable, expect to stay in town all day tomorrow.


This place seems to be booming, but is about the toughest hole I ever saw.  About 3000 people and growing right along.  Big sugar factories close to town.


Army and J.D. Smith had an oyster eating contest this evening.


Nov. 19


Haven't left town yet but will leave this afternoon.


Looks like we are strictly up against it.  Got about $10.00 yet and 500 miles to go on it.  Worst of it is, we will have to buy feed from now on and can't even do that south of here is our most direct route, as it isn't settled up very much.


No respect for a poor devil here.  One good thing, we have about 300 lbs. finest meat in the world so won't get very hungry for awhile.


Wrote to Mabel today, didn't tell her exact circumstances.**  Got a haircut and shave this morning, from outside appearances am apt to be taken for some railroad magnate or at the least some wealthy cattleman, while if the truth be known, I feel like thirty about half spent.  My experience of human nature is that a man should never let people know how hard up he is.  Somebody said "laugh and the world laughs with you, weep and you weep alone"  Whoever wrote that didn't go around with his eyes shut..


Left the city about 3 o'clock, went out of town about 8 miles, camped on an old girls' ranch.  Bought hay of her.  Evidently didn't look very good to her as she made us pay in advance.  It's queer, the difference in people.  Asked a fellow down the road where there was someone who had lots of horses, meant to strike him for a job twisting and this fellow took us for horse buyers.  Ate supper with a horsethief last night and he didn't seem to think we were in the wrong kind of company.  Idaho Falls full of horsethiefs and they seem to be proud of it.


Nov 20

Bad luck again.  Something wrong with Red this morning, could hardly get out of barn.


Went within about 3 miles of Blackfoot City today, had to stop, Red couldn't go no farther.  Knocks us out completely, well have to put horses in pasture for awhile.  Worst country in the world to get laid over in, they never saw more than 15 cents at one time here and that belonged to some one who didn't live here.  They won't give you a pleasant look without you pay in advance for it.


Nov 21


Laid over today.  Red still lame so we are looking for pasture for the horses, and intend taking the train out of here, leaving them for awhile.


Are trying to sell some of our elk meat, may get into trouble as we don't know who we can depend on.  Got to risk it though as we need the money.  Hell of a country, toot hole of the world.


Nov 22


Still in Blackfoot.  There isn't a good pasture in whole damn country.  I've been sicker than a dog all day and Army is doing all the rustling.  Sold a piece of meat for a dollar and 50 lb. of grain tonight.  Red still lame, don't know just what we will do yet.  Hate to leave horses in this god forsaken country, for that would mean another trip in here and I've got enough of this country.  Only redeeming feature is the weather, they don't expect any winter at all until Xmas.


Nov 23


Am writing this by moonlight.  Still in Blackfoot, intend to leave in the morning, taking the whole bunch.  Red still lame but will pack him.  Army sold the rest of our elk meat for $3.00 today.  


Have just been on a tour of inspection through a sugar factory, trying to absorb a little knowledge.  Would have stayed longer but every floor walker or manager on the job got to asking us if we wanted a job, so we left.  Was afraid they might use compulsory methods to put us to work.  I haven't done anything that I know of to warrant such punishment, $2.40 per day and eat yourself for $1 per day.


Nov 24


Left Blackfoot today.  Traded Red and Fidge for a little brown mare and a mean little devil off of the Lost River Desert.  Red was so lame on the stifle that he couldn't travel and Fidge had a running sore on her withers.  Probably got beaten on the trade except that we can keep on traveling with these and couldn't with the others. 


Had a can of sardines for Thanksgiving dinner, expect to do better next year.


Nov. 25

Came through Pocatello today.  Bum town, everybody broke.  A fellow struck Army to get something to eat.  Probably took him for a millionare in disguise.  Army had just exactly 50 cents in his pocket.  We don't look so nearly broke as we are.  


Our new "pet" can kick farther than any cayuse I ever saw, and always seem to be trying to establish a new record.


Nov. 26


A typical Weary Willie came along last night.  Fixed him a bed and fed him.  In the visions which I have over the rest of our grub, I can see the Hon. T. S. and his side kicker A. A. and the picture looks strangely similar to our guest of last night.


Nov. 27


Laid over today, intended to sell a horse or two.  Forgot about it being the Holy Sabboth.


Nov. 28


Left all the horses and hit the "pike" last night. Got into Ogden this morning.  Nearly froze to death last night until "brakey" found us and he hauled us out, made us dig up and then put us in a better place.  Told him we didn't have any money so he took a couple of old jack knives and an elk tooth.  We didn't have to stretch the truth very much about not having any money as we have just $2.60 between us.  Could go to work here but want to get farther south.  Very pretty place.  Would like to stay awhile.


Nov. 29


Still in Ogden


Nov. 30


Came on down to Salt Lake this afternoon.  Fine place, saw more girls in one string tonight than I ever saw before.  Were office girls just going from work every blamed one of them good looking.  Bumming around taking in the town tonight.  May stop and work here awhile.

END OF PART 1

PART 2


Dec. 1st

Went out to hunt experience, guess we are going to get it now.  We expect to get dropped right in the middle of a desert, broke and without very damn good shoes on my feet.  Soaked my watch today to get the two of us to Las Vegas, Nev.  Close to Arizona so we are accomplishing our end.  Hell of a mob in the car, all nationalities.  The white men are in the minority and all bunched up one corner.  Probably will be things doing before we get there.  A crazy Irishman, drunker than a fool, is the chief source of amusement just now.  He just now threw his hat out the window and is trying to make the "con" pay for it 

These employment offices are running a regular legalized bunco game.  Send a lot of poor devils out on some desert and then charge them 8 cents a mile to get back.  Many a poor cuss has left his carcass on the desert trying to walk over into California.  It's only about 60 miles into California but without any water on the way.


We are stopped for supper.  Supper - it's all a dream, just now discovered that my last quarter was a nickel.  That means that I have 15 cents and Army 10.  Probably we will think it is a long walk back.


Sent a postal card to Mabel today.  Want to make her think I am having a fine time.  


Well, have been enjoying it so far.  Went through the tabernacle today.  Army walked out to see the lake.  The observation car on our special was so crowded coming down from Ogden that we couldn't enjoy the scenery as much as I would like.  Were cached away in a carload of lumber.  Everything seems to have a humorous turn yet, but have an idea that it will wear off after our "piles" gone and a fellow gets really hungry once.  Only consolation, will have a chance to practice a little physical culture.  We will follow the two meal a day plan, but where will a fellow get them out in the middle of a desert.  The Bible says not to worry for the morrow as the good Lord feeds his own.  That sounds all right but it wouldn't fill a fellows stomach.


Dec. 2


Traveling across Nevada today.  Landed in Calenta tonight.  Spent our last 10 cents for a box of crackers for supper.  Will commence to practice some of the theories I have been preaching for the last two years.  Don't expect to get anything to eat for the next two days.


Dec. 3


Had decided to cut down eating to two meals a day for certain reasons, but concluded that a short fast of about 4 days would be about the right idea.


Landed in Las Vegas today.  Broke.  Army rolled a barrel of beer 50 yds. for a dime.  Ditched us here and wouldn't haul us on out to the front where the work is. Walked 20 miles after 1:30 last night on nothing to eat.3  Can't seem to get work anyplace.  I'd like to have that employment agent where I could reach him for a few minutes.

(3)  Apparently they hiked west out of Las Vegas.

Dec. 4


We loaded some spuds for our breakfast this morning.  It was the first meal we had eaten in 4 days.  We certainly stowed away some grub.  Still no work tonight.


Dec. 5


Hungry as the devil again this morning.  Know what actual hunger is now.


Drilled all forenoon on empty stomach, struck every camp for a job and at last found work.  Fine feed.  Women cooks.  Worked this afternoon.


Dec. 6

Worked and ate today.


Dec. 7, Wed.

Eat and work


Dec. 8. Thur.

Eat and work.  Getting damn tired of work.  Bum job.  Never have any time to wash.  Just run and grab what you get.


Dec. 9 Fri.


Work. Tired as the devil.  Crew went on a strike yesterday, lasted 5 minutes.  This whole crew seems to be working for a California stake, which is $5.


Dec. 10, Sat.

Worked.  Have a notion to quit, got it made.  About 40 miles to California line.  The only nice thing about this place is the climate.  Hot days, cook (cool) nights.


Sun. 11

Resting up today, and sewing up old clothes.


Mon. 12


Decide to work awhile longer4. Work until noon and boss stops our board and pay so we got mad and quit.  Probably was caused by my knowing too much, as usual.  We start out in afternoon for other side.  Make about 9 miles.

(4) Probably working on a road building crew going towards Los Angeles.


Tue 13.


Hiked all day, nothing to eat until supper.


We had $10.25 cents when we left camp and its got to take us into Los Angeles. 

Wed 14


Drilled to within 5 miles of the crossing and trade my gloves for a ride the rest of the way.  Took train out 12 miles, 8 cents a mile.  Ride a box car thirty more into Goffs junction of mainline.


Thur. 15


Just commenced to realize what damn fools we are.  By the time we get through with this trip will either be in a home for idiots or will know a little something.  Got ditched this morning at Fenner out in the middle of a desert.  No trains stopping here unless flagged.  We have got $6.10 left.  Have got to commence doing something pretty soon.  If this is the California you read about, I don't want much of it.  Haven't seen anything but a desert so far.


Fri. 16

Traded our bed for supper last night to a woman who happened to be going out on passenger so she had it flagged.  We rode the "blend" about 50 miles and then got ditched about 1:30 a.m.  We "hiked" 25 miles, by the next afternoon got into Ludlow where all the trains stop to take water.  Rode the rods into Barstow a division point about 90 mi. from San Bernadino.


Sat 17


Laying around Barstow today


Sun. 18


Are at last in the land of "fruit and flowers" and "hoboes".  Landed in San Bernadino this morning.  Cost us two dollars to come in so we have just $3. left.  This is certainly a pretty country, flowers blooming and oranges ripening all around us.  We fully appreciate it after having been out in the desert but things will probably look different after our pile is gone if we haven't got a job by that time.


Mon 19


Rustling for work chief amusement yesterday and today.


Tue 20


Got no work yesterday but Army got a days work this morning which will help some.  There are 75 men here to every job but may possibly get something to do if we can stay around a few days without getting run in.  Just one dollar left this morning so are good for another day yet.


Wed 21


Army finished his job this morning so we are still hunting work.  Nothing doing.  Every man in town knows where you can get a job.  You go to the place he tells you and they say they don't want anyone.  We have about decided to leave town and take to the country.


Everybody is doing his Xmas shopping and it makes a fellow feel like he ought to be doing something.  Brings up past recollections.  What bothers me is that I can't send any - - Will try and do better next year.


We had our Xmas last night, got sporty and bought a dimes worth of candy.  Wish Santa Claus would bring us a shave and a bath.  Our whiskers attract quite a lot of attention, all the girls look at us.


Thur. 22


We start for the country this morning.  Have walked up and down these streets enough to have walked to Los Angeles, so we thought we might as well be getting someplace while we are walking.  We drill all day without finding anything.


Trying to rain a little.


Certainly are getting enough oranges to eat, hundreds of bushels going to waste, all a fellow has to do is to go and help yourself, so you can't starve to death.  Don't know what we shall do after orange season for it has commenced to look like a white man can't get a job here, too many "greasers" who will work for nothing.  No place for a working man.


Fri. 23


Almost got a job at a packing house this morning.  Almost was a (as) close as we got, too.  Kept drilling around all day yesterday and today.


A fellow gave us a strange proposition this morning.  Offered us $3. a cord for stove wood cut from an old orange orchard which we have to grub out.  About a cord in 100 trees.  He was awfully backward about offering that as we didn't have an outfit along with us.  A man, to get a job in this country, has to have a tent and cooking outfit right along with him, for they never board a man.  They don't consider a hired man good enough to eat at the same table with them.  We studied some time on whether to take the job of wood cutting or not but finally decided that we had better as we will stand more show of getting another job if we stay around here awhile.  It's a hard proposition though as we will have to work like the devil to earn our board at $3.00 a cord.  They certainly haven't very much sympathy for a poor devil in this country.  Can't blame them much either, as they are bothered to death by the regular Weary Willies and they think everybody is trying to sponge off of them.  Army and I certainly can't expect to get much on our looks, there isn't a harder looking pair of "hoboes" in California then we are.


Sat. 24


Decided to take the job, so we went to the closest town "Highland" and bought an enormous supply of goods, spent all of our "dollar" for it.  Baked a few hot cakes last night, the only thing, besides oranges, we've had for two days.  Sharpened up a couple axes today and grubbed out a few trees.  Commenced to think we have been wise for once in taking this job as it may turn out that the boss will give us something better to do.  I guess he is trying us to see if we really want to work or are professional "boes".


Sun. Christmas. Dec 25th


This is the first Christmas like this I ever saw, in more ways than one.  In some respects I wouldn't want it repeated while in others it could not be surpassed.  The weather has cleared up again which make the prospects some brighter as the boss will put us to picking oranges tomorrow which will beat grubbing trees.  It's about dinner time and our dinner consists of oranges, as also did our breakfast.  We are eating oranges when not working to save our enormous supply of grub, as it has got to last us a week and by that time we expect to have enough earnings to get another.  Since getting up this morning, we have managed to eat two dozen oranges.  Have eaten more since we have been down here that I ever saw before.  


Monday Dec. 26


Clark put Army to cultivating orange trees this morning.  Evidently doesn't like the appearance of "Yours Truly".


Tue.  Dec. 27


Went to picking oranges this morning.  Boss told us to try and get out 40 bxs apiece and he would be satisfied as we were picking colors.  We got about 25 apiece, and expected our time, but didn't get it.  We are living on hot cakes 3 times a day and it will take some scheming to make our supply of grub last until we can get another as we have determined not to ask the boss for any money until Sat.


This is a hell of a country for a hired man, he isn't considered as good as the average people.  They never board him and if he gets to sleep with the horses he may consider himself lucky.  The man we are working for is a little better than the average though.


Wed.  28 


Still picking, improving a little.  Grub all gone.  Had almost decided to humble our pride and ask Clark for our money, but it wasn't necessary as he came around and gave us a V without asking.  Had evidently been seeing more than he let on.


Thur. 29


 Picked oranges all day.  Spent another dollar for grub, cheap living.


Fri. 30


Improving every day in orange picking, but still couldn't make much picking by the box.  Have come to the conclusion that I aint worth a damn can't seem to do anything well.  Might possible shovel manure but some way or another I don't like that.  This bumming around has got to be stopped too, as I would soon get so a week in one place would be all I should want to stay.  Can't see any other way of getting around to where I want to go this summer, but bumming, but I shall have plenty by then.


The boss told me tonight that I could get a steady job teaming of a neighbor, so think he intends to keep Army on the ranch and send me on the "hike" or in other words make a tramp out of me.  He may help me get a job though as he says a fellow wants me to drive team tomorrow.


Sat. 31


Rained all forenoon so didn't try my new job.  Army has been hauling oranges.  


Jan 1, 1904 5 
 (5) 1904 has been written for the date of January 1st. This is obviously a mistake. January 1st 1904 was on a Friday,  Jan 1st, 1905 was Sunday.
Well the New  Year came in without any great demonstration on my part.  Doesn't seem to make any difference whether I am broke or not.  The boss came through with another V last night so we went to town and bought ourselves a new outfit.


Monday Jan 2nd


Got promoted this morning.  Boss put me to driving team, beats picking oranges.  He evidently thinks he is running quite a risk trusting a team to me.  Blamed old skates can't hardly navigate.  He should see the one we've got up in Idaho if he thinks we can't manage his.


Tues. Jan 3


Still teaming, good job.


Wed. Jan 4


Thur. Jan 5


Fri. Jan 6


Sat. Jan 7


Sun. 8th


Boss dig up an X  last night.  Went to San Bernardino, got some more grub and Army got his whiskers trimmed.  Looks like a starved coyote with them off.  Have been letting my mustache grow, at present can count 18 hairs, all colors, but white is the prevailing color.


Can't see why I don't hear from Bill, has been two weeks since I wrote him.  Wrote to Mabel last Sun. but don't hardly expect an answer; have a hunch she is too busy running that damned automobile.  Well, it can't be helped, I guess, and I have no right to kick as the present state of affairs was brought on by the all prevailing wisdom of the "Hon. T. S. himself.  Things have begun to look a little better though, the boss has evidently commenced to think we mean business for he is treating us better all the time.  Says he can keep one of us all the time and has applied for a job for the other.


Mon. Jan. 9


Raining when we got up this morning.  Clark had nothing for us to do, so to accomodate Buzan, the only white man I've seen in this country, we went to help him scatter lime for (?) (not legible)  As a consequence, burned our legs and it looks as if I shall be laid up for a week.  Buzan doing all he can for us.  Fine fellow, has a heart in him as big as a mule.  He thinks it was his fault and our burns hurt him worse than they do us. 


Tues. 10


Still raining.  Nothing doing except the burning of my leg which is continually busy.  Whole front eaten off.  Army is improving fast.


Wed 11


Raining yet but trying to clear up.  Trying to make up for lost time as it hadn't rained for 10 months before we came here.


Got a letter from Ed today.  All kinds of surprising news.  Surely did enjoy reading it.


Thur. 12


Army is working today but I cannot.  Hope I can work tomorrow but don't know how leg will be by then.


Fri. 13


Clark got two new horses today.  They are what are called broncos down here.  One is 15 years old and the other about 12.  Have been working them this afternoon learned lots of things didn't know before about breaking horses.  The boss wouldn't trust them to me at first so he hitched them to a cultivator and drives them around a foot afraid to get on the seat, and as horses are both balky, and want to go fast, he can't keep up, there by stopping them which causes them to balk again.  I advise him to get on the seat and let them go but my advice is not taken.  Finally lets me have the team and I cultivate all afternoon without any catastrophy.


Sat. 14


Still cultivating.  Leg is pretty sore and when an orange hits it, there is probably some eloquent language floating around.


Boss had to drive my team awhile again this morning


Sun. 15


Stay at home today and build a bunk.


Mon. 16


Got a letter from Mabel.6 Helps some.  Worked half a day.

(6) According to Lenny Gibson, "Mabel" was Mabel Morgan, stepdaughter to Ben Whitman,  who lived in the Meadow Creek area.
Tues. 17


Commenced plowing this afternoon.  Boss drove my team first few rounds for me.  Hasn't much confidence in my horsemanship.  Would like to see him handle Red.



Wed. 18


Plowing today.  My leg doesn't seem to improve much with walking.


Thur. 19


Plowing.  Leg getting worse.


Fri.


Boss put me to cultivating.  Easier on my game leg.  Heard from Geo. Laurence7 today.  No encouragement.  Was very much surprised to receive a letter from Dad.  Can't imagine what has come over him unless he is trying to get me back into the straight and narrow path.  Evidently thinks I am pretty far gone.  He could think it as hard as he could and then he would not be able to realize how worthless I am.

(7) Geo. Laurence was the husband of John Wesley’s older sister, Tom’s aunt
END OF BOOK ONE

 BOOK TWO8

(8) Nothing was entered from Jan 20th until Sunday. March 19th.  Apparently they worked for Mr. Clark for that time.


March 19 Sun

Left Clarks with $69 between us.  Intend to railroad out of Berdoo.  Rainy and disagreeable, watchful police and "brakey" wears big boots.  Lose our nerve and buy tickets to the Needles, $20 all shot to _____.


March 20, Mon.

Traveled all night through desert.  Desert all the time, nothing green in spite of all the rain.  Am sitting on the banks of the silvery Colorado at Topock.  Can't seem to feel the romance of the situation as the author of the "Silvery Colorado" did.  He was blind or crazy or he would have seen that the silvery Colorado is muddier than the Missouri.  Hell of a place for a river.  Desert all sides and not a tree big enough to tie a cayuse to.


Tues. March 21


Arrived in Kingman this morning.  Laid around Topock last night, trying to get out.  Got on blind but was persuaded to get off again.  Have bum eye as a consequence, engineer turned steam vent on us.  Kingman pretty good place, lots of good mines and at the edge of the stock country.  Prospects look pretty good from here.  Could get work here in mines and lots of teaming, big 18 and 20 horse teams.


Wed, March 22

In Hackberry today, cowpuncher supply (?)  Came close to getting a job riding.


Sheriff corraled an Indian here who had chopped his bro head off for fun.  Good sport, I guess.


Thur March 23

In Siligman today, Nothing doing.  Too early for riding.  Old (?)  entertains us.


Got into Williams last night.  Rode awhile and walked awhile.  Put up at Grand Canyon Hotel.  

END OF PART 2

PART 3


Was walking down the street and a fellow politely informed me that if I didn't stop my noise I would get knocked down.  Was glad to get the information, will know how to act in the future.


Fri. Mar. 24

Slept 'til noon, good bed.  Met another stray puncher from Texas, hunting a job.  Bumming around with him today.  Nothing doing yet, too early.  Spent a little money trying to open up some of these fellows.  Probably will lead up to something if we can hang out long enough. 


(9) He skipped an entry on March 25th and is one day off all week, regaining the correct day and date on Sat. April 1st.


Sat 26

Texas is a hell of a good country, so old Texas says, and also Tex is a hell of a good fellow.  Nothing doing today yet.


Sun 27


Got a job this morning busting broncs.  Don't suppose I will last a week.


Mon 28


Got in a buckskin horse today and took him to the house.


Tue 29


Rode Buck today, didn't buck so I didn't get fired yet.  Boss says he may be able to give Army a job, too.


Wed 30


Thur 31


Sat. 1st of April

Put another screw in my coffin today.  She never will write now. 


Sun 2


Mon 3


Getting new horses all the time, but none have bucked yet.


Tue 4


The Old Man staked Army to his grub until Abe comes in then he will know whether he can go to work or not.


Wed 5


Thur. Apr. 6

Army went to work yesterday


Fri. Apr. 7

Start to ranch with cattle.  Army riding the old buckskin mare and I the black horse Coaly.  Am looking for Coaly to turn loose someday.  Change horses about middle of after noon.  I take Buck and he loses his pack, threw me clear over his head.  Didn't do it fair though.  Camped at Apache Springs tonight.  Owen is a damn good cook.


Sat. Apr. 8

Buck throws me again bareback this morning.  Abe and I leave cattle with Dutch, the Old Man, and Army, and go across country to the Well ranch.  Nearly died laughing at Dutch last night.  He doesn't like cow punching.


Sun Apr 9

Nothing doing yet this morning.  Pretty good place.  Got a cranky old devil for a cook here but he certainly can cook.  Actually slept in the house last night.  Some what different then California hospitality.


Don't know what kind of a fellow Abe is but think I shall get along with him fairly well.


Mon Apr 10

Rode the broncs yesterday.  A little gray gave me some practice.


They got here today with the cattle.  Raining.


Tue. Apr. 11

Branding today but was stopped by rain.


Wed Apr. 12

Army and I ride broncs again today, too wet to finish branding.


Thur Apr 13

Finish branding


Fri Apr. 14

Took horses and went to Keeasaw Ranch.  Pretty good place to handle horses, good corrals.


Sat Apr. 15.

Buck left me standing gracefully on my head in the manure pile today.  He just did it for fun, but I couldn't see the humor of it.


Sun Apr 16

Abe came with some more horses today.  Rode them all this afternoon.  Abe is a good fellow, doesn't say much but he says plenty to suit me.  Jake, the old devil, wants to chew the rag with you all the time.  He is used to working men on a railroad grade.  Damndest old bear that ever walked.  Give you hell to your face and brag about you to someone else.  He's got too much to say to suit me.  I suppose I'll get too smart some day and find myself an orphan again.  Seems like I can't keep a job any more, guess I know too much.


Mon Apr. 17

Trapped some cats for Jake to take to town yesterday, just like wild cats.


Tue. Apr. 18


Wed. Apr. 19


Thur Apr 20


Fri Apr 21


Got in a big stallion today.  Didn't buck much but fell down all over me.


Sat. Apr. 22

Had a few words with Jake this morning;  Didn't amount to much, he forgets what he says in five minutes.  He and I came over to the Well ranch on our way to Williams today.


Sun Apr 23


Rained last night so we did not go on.


Mon. Apr. 24

Started from the ranch for Williams this morning.  Owen and I rode for cattle yesterday.  Tried my hand at roping calves but made a complete failure, of course.  Are camped at Apache tonight.


Tue Apr 25

Made my bed on the floor last night and had to stay awake all night to keep the mountain rats and bob cats off my bed.  Hadn't been in bed 10 minutes when a big rat commenced to try my hair.


Got into Williams about two o'clock.  Old Jake had a little surprise for me.  Told me he guessed he would pay me off.  Said I talked back too much.  The old devil, he needn't think he can cuss me.  I agreed to take my money but told him I thought it was a hell of a way to do, bring me clear into town before saying anything as I should have to go back out to see Army.  He finally said I could work until we got back to the ranch, and then if I would change my ways, he might possible let me stay.  I don't think I'll stay under such conditions as that, he would have me over a barrel then.


Wed. Apr. 26

Rode for horses today.  Jake thinks I am scared to death for fear he isn't going to let me work.  Have got a little surprise up my sleeve for him.  


Got the offer of two jobs today and accepted one.  So will just wait until Jake goes to his railroad boss work over me and then I will spring it.


Thur. Apr 27

Got some more horses today.  Halter broke six.  Jake still as good as pie to me.  Guess he intends to wait until we get out to the ranch and then commence to pulling the bung.


Got a mean little devil of a brown horse in today and Jake wants me to ride him and drive the horses out to the ranch.  I am through hanging horses on broncs.


Jake went to Prescott today.  Hollered orders out the car window for five miles.


Fri. Apr. 28

Halterbreaking horses today.  Delivered two mares to Miller.


Sat. Apr. 29

Rode two colts this morning and brought the little brown up to the house.  Want to handle him a little before I get up in the middle of him.


Sun Apr 30

Helping Corb shoot cats this forenoon.  Rode the brown horse, bucked a little but not as bad as I expected.


Mon. May 1st

Bad luck has commenced, caused by shooting cats.  Nearly knocked a little buckskins eye out with the quirt while he was bucking.  The Old Man hasn't seen it yet.  Hope he won't for it will be all right in a couple of days.


Tue. May 2nd

Got me a man eater today.  Put me on the fence.  Had to talk to him with a club.  Didn't buck - laying for me!


Snowing like the devil tonight, nearly froze working a bunch of horses.  Rope got as big as your wrist with mud.


Wed. May 3rd

Snowing yet.  Corral full of snow and mud.  The Old Man getting uneasy.  Wants me to go at the horses.  I told him I wouldn't ride in the mud.  He looked a whole lot but kept still.  He is getting pretty sassy again.  I'm afraid I will not get to wait until I get out to the ranch before I spring my little surprise.


Thur May 4th

Still snowing.  Old Man getting more uneasy all the time.  Think my surprise will go off most any time now.


Fri. May 5th

Well, we had it again yesterday afternoon.  Was trying to shoe Dick.  lst he bit me in the ribs, hurt like the devil, I kept my temper and kept on.  2nd he kicked me in the posterior extremity of my parts, still kept cool.  That is, pretty middling cool, considering.  Recommended a damn good beating as a remedy for Mr. Dick's faults.  The Old Man don't like my tone I can see.  3rd, Dick kicks the hammer out of my hand and it hits me in the forehead, starting a couple of nice nest eggs.  


Am afraid I lost my temper here, may have used some profane language.  Told the Old Man I wouldn't shoe him without throwing him.  The Old Man says "Well, I can get someone to shoe him without throwing him".


I suggested the advisability of commencing the search at once and I would gladly receive what was coming to me.  Passed a few confidential remarks.  I told him my honest opinion of him and he favored me likewise.  I still insisted on a split in partnership, so his tone commenced to change and he beseeched me, in a very soft voice, to stay with him at least until he got the "broomies" out to the ranch.  Insinuated that possibly the fellow whom he could get to shoe Dick would like to help him out with them but he commenced saying some such flowery compliments that I couldn't refuse him, so I am still working for J. Caufman.


I had a chance to go to work juicing cows this morning.  May take the job, (in a pigs valise).


Sat. May 6


Hired out to Roy Wolf this morning, to commence work as soon as I return from Keasaw.  The old man awfully good to me now.  Even calls me "Tom".  Evidently thinks I may change my mind yet.  I've got a "think" that doesn't sound at all like that.


He went to Prescott today.  Gave me no orders whatever.  Said I could use my own judgement about handling the horses.


Sun May 7


Shod Dick this morning with the aid of good buggy whip.


Mon.  May 8

The Old Man got home last night.  Still calls me "Tom", but am afraid his manner is too good to last.


Mon.  May 8 (Date repeated)

Strike Bert Daniels, a Montana lad who is working for Boyce.  He is foreman and offered me a job punching cows.  I did not give him a definite answer.


Tue. May 9

The Old Man still good to me, evidently thinks he may persuade me to stay with him yet.


Wed May 10


Start for ranch this morning.  George Holden helping us.  The Old Mans manner has changed.  He has cut me out completely,.  Has nothing to say to me, guess he has heard I was going to work for Bert.  We drove hard all day and are camped at Howard Springs tonight.  Good house, big fire place and no bedding.  Won't get much sleep tonight.


Thur May 11

George and I took turns building fire last night, kept our saddle blankets warm anyway.  Got to ranch about noon.


Jake gives Army a long "con" talk, tells him I ain't worth a damn.  Army and I have decided that he had better stay with Jake unless I do not get work.


Sat 13

Rode into Seligman to take the train into Williams.  Army leads our saddle horses back to ranch.  Got into Williams about 10 o'clock.  Jake says I can sleep in my old bed in the barn, but I decline the invitation with thanks.  Would sleep under a cedar rather than let him do me a favor.  Have plenty of money anyhow, as Army made me take $10 and Jake will pay me tomorrow.  Put my saddle in Geo. Holden's barn.


Sun. May 14

Jake paid me this morning.  My books call for $30.65.  His say $30.15.  Pass a few more confidential remarks, but he refuses to pay the other four bits and won't let me show him my books.  The poor old Old Devil, guess I had better let him have it.  He needs it worse than I.  He only has property amounting to three or four hundred thousand.


Mon May 15
If I never was a man before, I am from this day on.  Also my poll tax commences today.10  

(10) The date, May 15, is written in large letters. Above the date is a note (circled):  "birthday" 21 yrs.

Saw Boyce.  He doesn't know for sure whether he will get his cattle or not.  This means a weeks wait in Williams.


Tue May 16

Bumming around with Lee Terry.  Put in most of our time during the day sitting in hobo corner.  At night we can generally find something else to do.


Wed May 17

Geo Barney wants to hire me.  Put him off until Boyce gets back.


Thur May 18


Fri. May 19


Sat May 20


Sun May 21


Riding around with Jim Kennedy, the city marshall, today.  Ate Sunday chicken with him.  Somewhat different than California hospitality.


Mon May 22

Boyce got back.  No cattle, so I told Barney I would work for him.


Tue 23

Go to work tomorrow.  Was amused by watching a newly wedded couple starting on their wedding journey with the customary shower of rice and baby shoes.  From the looks of the bride, I would gladly have exchanged places with the groom, even if they were throwing no. 11 boots.


Wed May 24

Went out with Barney today.  He has a nice old woman, dandy cook, good looker, and likes kids of about my caliber.


Planted spuds, branded calves, rode for horses, and various other things today.  Am glad I told him I was coming in Sat.


Thur May 25

Saddle horses got away last night.  Barney rode all forenoon but didn't find them.  Don't seem to think it would be any use sending me out.  Planted onions and did a few other jobs today.  Barney rode again this afternoon, says we will both ride tomorrow. 


Fri May 26


We go out after horses.  Barney takes good saddle horse and gives me an old stick.  Sends me where he thinks horses won't be, he going in another direction.  I find them in about 15 minutes and take them in.  He rides all forenoon and comes in at noon, mad as hell.  Seemed surprised that I found them.


Sat May 26

Barney went to town yesterday afternoon, left me out there to fix up fence.  I came into town this morning.  Got paid off.  Saw Holloway and he says he can't get his broncs until horse rodier (?) starts, which will be about the fifth of June.  This means another lay over in town.


Sun May 27


Am boarding with Coker, a Texas puncher.   


Wouldn't cost me so very much if I stayed away from town.  A couple new girls in town.  Which helps me somewhat in getting separated from my slender capital.  Was worth it though to see some of these 10 cent dudes scowl at you.


Monday 28

Coker and his brother in law want to go in with me and get a lot of horses to break.  Good fellows, but am afraid if we struck anything very bad, they would throw it down.  Was worth something though just to hear them talk.  All the Texas fellows have a queer way of talking using funny expressions.


Tue May 29

Nothing doing.  Coker and Franklin doing lots of talking, and I am doing lots of thinking.  Have refused a dozen jobs, just because I want to get to working for myself, may find myself up against it again.


Wed. 30

Still find no difficulty in getting rid of my money, but it is in a good cause, so I don't regret it -- at least yet.


New race horse in town.  Bet my saddle against a horse and saddle on him, in the race between him and Miller's black mare. 


Wrote to Laurence today, trying to find out the best way to get some one to make me a present of $500.  Am going to do something desperate.


Thur 31

Nothing doing yet.  Heard from Guy. Helps like hell.  Guess Ed and Will have quit me.  Got a picture of Ira and Dad yesterday.  No change except Ira's mustache helps his looks considerable.  Forgot to say that I had to shave my egregrous hirsute off!  Put my horse to a great disadvantage in the wind.


Fri June 1st


Sat         2nd


Sun June 3rd


Mon June 4th


Fri June 5th


Wed June 6th11

This is the day Edith and Billy Fletcher get married.  Would be glad to see it if I weren't so sorry for Jim. 
(11) Wed June 6th is the last entry in the 2 booklet diary about the trip south that began in 1904. Some miscellaneous lists concerning various expenses while in California are in the final pages of the 2nd booklet. See the Addendum at the end of this account)

After the Diary Ends

Separate from the diary, a small black journal (noted in the foreword) contains notations pertaining to various expenses, work records, and miscellaneous things which he wished to remember. 
Diary entrees for May 8,  May 15, May 17, all indicate that work for Mr. Boyce was a possibility. Subsequent time records in the black journal indicate employment by C. E. Boyce at $40.00 per mo. beginning July 18th, l905, and continuing part time through December. Entries in the journal, in October and November, pertain to money and articles received from C. E. Boyce. An entry dated Jan 19th indicates he is still in Arizona but no record is found of exactly when he went home to Montana. These black journal entries do establish that he remained in Arizona throughout the remainder of 1905 and was there in January 1906. It seems logical that they waited for warmer weather before heading for Montana.

END OF PART 3

PART 4

Returning From Arizona

Information from Lenny Gibson spells out a likely scenario for the trip back to Montana. Lenny remembers having heard stories about the two traveling cowboys making their way north by working at various mines and ranches. Also that Dad was booked on one occasion , somewhere in Colorado, in a prize fighting event which was cancelled because his opponent never showed up. The promoter for the fight was supposedly the same person who promoted Jack Dempsey a few years later.  Lenny also said that Army Adams stayed in Telluride, Colorado, and eventually became a mine foreman. This has a possible corroboration in the form of two manuscripts (western stories) written by Army Adams, which were found with Dad’s original diary notebooks. The heading "Army Adams, Telluride, Colo.", appears on one of the typewritten manuscripts. I remember Dad saying that Army had written western stories. I don’t know if any were published. Of note is that the central figure (cowboy hero) in the manuscript stories was a “Thomas Hughes”.

Trip to Idaho to Recover Horses and Gear12

 (From June 26th to July 13th , 1906)

(12)This is another diary type account, handwritten in pencil on tablet type ruled paper. Curled and yellow with age, but still legible.


Tuesday, June 26th Meadow Ck.


Ed and I started up Madison R. with team (destination unknown) Camped on Indian Ck. broke King bolt on wagon.


Wednesday 27th


Repaired wagon.  Crossed steel bridge about 4 o'clock and camped one mile above.  Have our usual good luck (Rained like hell).


Thurs. 28th


Rained all night Wed. and all day today.  Cold and disagreable.  Drove to Henry's Lake by 2 o'clock and camped for the day.  Old J. D. Rockyfeller is going to shave, has his razor strap tied to his big toe stropping his razor (Great head that.)  Will split a rain drop and half each way.


Friday 29th

Rather cold today but no rain.  Drove from Henry's Lake to 15 miles inside Park.  Camped near a small hot spring on Madison R. Had a visitor last night, a skunk came in and helped himself to our bread.  We treated him very politely and when he was through, politely showed him the door.  I don't think Uncle can kick on that kind of treatment to his animals.


Sat. 30th


Drove up Gibbons R. to Yellowstone Canon and camped about 4 o'clock.  We passed several of the wonders of the Park today.  First of any note was the Beryl Hot Sp., a boiling spring about 20 ft in diam.  We were driving by rapids all day.  The Virginia Cascades were about the prettiest.  The water runs over rocks of all colors.  Next was a small geyser (Minute Man) plays every minute but only about 3 ft high, and just to one side about 100 ft was an old extinct geyser, the Monarch, and between the two was small pools of hot water of different colors, blue, white, green and some muddy.  Not much of anything grows around very close, seems to be a lime formation.  Then we crossed over a small hill into Norris Basin.  This basin seems to be full of extinct geysers.  There is one there that sounds like a big boiler blowing off steam.  The (?) pool is here too, a round pool full of boiling water.  The crust around here seems to be thin, have boards laid down to walk on as there is danger of breaking through.  Lord knows where a man would go.  Have been passing queer formations all day.  Drove up grade all day until we reached an elevation of over 8700 ft then came to the Yellowstone Canyon.  Saw quite a herd of deer.  8 head.  3 bucks and 5 does.  The weather has been fine today, in keeping with the scenery which can't be beaten anywhere.  Just think of it, boiling springs of all colors, high mts., deep canons, rapids, water slides, Geysers, formations of all kinds and colors, pretty streams, Parks, lakes.  Some of the finest mineral and fresh water springs.  Wild animals, birds of all kinds, water falls all in a days drive.  Words can't express the sights.  It is one continual round of pleasure, a person would want to live always if he could live in this place.


July 1st, Saturday

Left Yellowstone Canon at noon, drove to Yellowstone Lake and camped.  Past mud geyser.  Geysers are about all alike, when you have seen one you have seen them all.  Camped with Shorty Althouse at Canon.  Bear tore end out of his wagon cover looking for grub.  Saw several elk today.  Met a fellow from Seattle had quite a chat.  He was touring Park on wheel, complained of his wind being short, didn't know whether was attitude or the beer.  Ed sleeps with the ax now, says the first bear that comes prowling around gets the ax bounced off his head.  Saw my first beaver today.  Saw a big bald eagle dive into the Y. River and pull out a fish nearly all he could carry.


Monday July 2nd


Left Yellowstone Lake this morning, that is we broke camp on Lake and traveled along lake all forenoon.  Saw the natural bridge, a regular stone arch.  More hot springs and what they call the paint pots.  Came on to Lewis Lake, close to the south pass over the range.  This is our last night in the Park.  Will be down around Jackson Lake tomorrow night.  Missed lots of the Park as it would take us some 60 miles out of our road.  Horses looking fine, better than when we started.  Act like wild bronchos every time we pass any one on the road.  Made nearly 200 miles and laid over nearly all of one day.


Tuesday 3rd

Broke camp on Lewis Lake, traveled down Lewis River.  The Moose Falls on the Lewis R. are pretty nice only fall about 40 ft. though.  Come on into Jackson Hole.  Some of the nicest scenery here we have come across.  Good grass and some of the prettiest Parks.  City park aint in it.  Fine stock country if a person could set a hold of it.  But is a state game preserve.  Came on to Jackson Lake, don't think much of the country around here.  The blooming mosquitoes are about to eat us up.  There is a government contractor here getting out timber for the Reservoir.  For the Minadoka country, Idaho.


Wed 4th


Broke camp on Jackson Lake.  Spent the glorious fourth on the road.  Between the roads and the mosquitoes spent the most glorious fourth of my life.  Stopped at the Elkhorn Ranch about noon, a general supply store, tourist and camp outfitters without a damn thing except a little bacon and baking powder.  I think he had his sign up so you would come in and look at his picket fence made from elk horns.  It was fancy.  Came on down the Snake, struck some pretty rough roads and poorer country.  There was one ranch 40 miles from nowhere.  A man and his wife, a dog and 3 hogs was all I saw here.  How a man could persuade a woman to come in there is beyond me.  If I had his persuasive powers I wouldn't do my own cooking very long.  The dog was fat, slick and contented looking but the pigs showed the effects of strenous life.  They were out tearing up the earth where a steel pointed plow wouldn't last 15 minutes.  Came on and struck one alfiredest(?) hills I ever saw.  The horses were straight up over us.  If they had started a rock it would have dropped into the wagon.  Some fine bench land on top but no water.  Saw herd of antelope.  They ran so fast that when the vaceum(?) closed behind them it fairly cracked.  Camped on a little stream, the only one in 15 mile.  Some fine farm land here.  It is a forest Reserve.  Just thrown open for settlement.  Several parties could go in together and build a company ditch from the Grovant R. Finest grazing country in here I ever saw.  This is on the east side of the Snake R. below Jackson Lake.  Camp on Antelope Springs.


Thursday 5th

Broke camp on Antelope Springs.  Came on down the Snake R. about 15 miles, crossed on Ferry to west side.  Went as far as Wilson and camped.  Crossed some of the______country.  Forded 77 times in 3 miles.  Water ran into wagon bed.  Water ran so swift almost took the horses off their feet, banks straight up for about 4 ft.  We drive up to the banks until the wheels touch, step off on shore and drive up.  When a man breaks down here he hangs the wreckage upon a limb of a tree as a warning to the next.


Friday 6th


Broke camp above Wilson crossed the Teton Pass and she is a corker.  Altidude 8492  The people tell us the roads were pretty good.  I think so nit.  They say the road to hell is rough, but it is smooth sledding besides this.  Rock, ruts, roots, logs, bog holes, water______(?) and every_______thing.  We got through it alive without accidents, save an occasional scare.  (The devil takes care of his own).  There was wreckage of all kinds along here, ways, sleds, spring wagon, and the top off of a camp wagon.(?) little way.  Everybody in this country seems to live in a covered wagon about half of the time.  The only way to tell if a man is at home is by his covered wagon.  If it is in the yard he is at home.  Came on into Idaho, camped north of Victor about 2 miles.  Are about to the end of the world now, barren blasted country, no feed nor nothing.


Sat 7th


Broke camp above Victor about 10 o'clock.  Came north up the Teton Valley through Dreggs and another little town and camped on the Teton R.  Nice laying country but soil don't amount to much, gravely and takes lots of water which they have plenty of.  Crops late but don't know if they ever amount to much or not.


Sunday 8th

Came north and West from Teton R. through steep country feed though but a scarcity of water furthur west through farming country.  Lots of ground just taken up.  Came on through Teton City and Sugar City.  Fine farming country no open ground here.  Raise grain, hay and beets for sugar factory.  We got bogged between Sugar City and Rexburg, got horse down.  Had to borrow double trees to pull out with.  Hard(?) country in through here to travel.  No wood and no grazing.  Borrowed some alfalfa to feed with.  More mosquitoes here than would patch h__l a mile.


Monday 9th
Broke camp about 6 o'clock and drove within about 7 miles of Idaho Falls.  Another poor camp, some feed but no wood, and use ditch water.  This whole country is full of canals taken from the Snake R.  Same as yesterday, farming.


Tuesday 10th


Through some good country.  Mormon settlement around Blackfoot.  Camped 4 miles north of Blackfoot.


Wednesday 11th


From Blackfoot to Pocatella Desert and Indian Reserve.  7 miles of the worst sand in the state just outside of Fort Hall at Ross Fork.  Fine looking Indians here.  Camped 1 1/2 east of Pocatello.


Thursday 12th and Friday 13th


Broke camp below McCammon and drove through hell and Mormons and camped somewhere near Swan Lake.  Fine country here but the (too faded out to read) have monopoly on the whole damn country, only one lane and…13 …….

(13) Unfortunately the rest of this diary has been lost as the page ends without the sentence or thought being completed.  There were obviously more pages written but they have not been found.)
END OF HANDWRITTEN DIARY ACCOUNTS

*******************************************

JOURNAL NOTATIONS 

A. Cooper, McCammon, Idaho 

B. Left in his pasture, November 27  (see diary entry for November 28. 1904)
5 head horses, two saddles, 2 rifles, l bed, two pack saddles 

Horses branded as follows:

1 bay horse, no brand

1 bay horse, N, jaw and L. Sh.

1 bay colt, 0, left hip

1 brown mare, M, right th.

1 white mare, 75, left th.

Terms:  pasturage 
6.50 per mo.

hay

2.50

Expenses and Work Records.14

(14) Entries in the journal started in 1902, within a year or two of when he came to Montana from Iowa. 

1902

The earliest entry in the black journal is April, 1902.  He was 17 years old at that time, becoming 18 the 15th of the next month.  The entry is a time record for part time worked for  C C. Leavith.  He records time worked for Leavith for April, May, and  June.  In June, July and August he worked for A. J. McDowell, riding and haying.  In November he dug potatoes for Will and Ed Hughes.  Part time work is recorded in December for O. B. Walton.

1903


Worked for O. B  Walton, part time, January and February.  Employed by T. H. Vincent some of January, February, March, April, May, June, July, until August 23rd.  Went to Bozeman September 5th and entered school.  He took classes in Bookkeeping, Banking, Business Correspondence, Penmanship, Business Law and Spelling. My recollection is that he was attending what was called the Bozeman College.

1904


The next identifiable date after he entered school was May 1, 1904, which records employment by W. H. Remington.  Also in June.


Starting July 15th he apparently took some horses to Boycesville, Wisconsin by railroad as he records feed stops at Billings, Montana, switched at Sunnyside, feed stop at St. Paul.


 A "Things to Remember" note pertaining to this trip, as follows:


(1)  See Geo. Farrel or Bob Conway at Billings and get 3 head of horses.  
Can be found at Crystal Saloon.


(2)  Telegraph Conway at Mandan at time of leaving.

Expenses charged to Conway are recorded for July and August, 1904, in Logan, Billings, Forsyth, Glendive, Dickinson, Sunnyside, Mandon, Jamestown, Fargo, Detroit, St. Paul and Boycesville, Wisconsin.  A note about a pasture 1/2 mile west of Boycesville appears, also a price list as follows:



4 white foot



60.00



average rest at



50.00



Bay crip. (cripple?)


25.00



Bay with big knee


30.00



Sorrell




25.00



Gray pony




30.00


A  private transaction with Mr. Conway is recorded for the sale of "Rufus" to Conway for $50.00.  Speculation: Conway was a horse buyer and Dad took a bunch to Wisconsin for him. 

ADDENDUM14

(14) Miscellaneous handwritten notes appear on the last pages of book 2


Art Webb, or Tex, Flagstaff, Arizona


Books to get:  Hope Hathaway, Frances Parker


May 5th


To get for Army in Williams



l shirt



1 pr overalls



3 pr sox



1 pr gloves


Prospective Business Opportunities


l.  A coffee stand in Bozeman


2.  A Huckster (?) between Bozeman and Madison Valley


3.  A possible Homestead in Wyoming.


All of which are impractical at the present writing owing to certain financial difficulties and an inability to walk over three miles an hour.


(14) On the final two pages of Book 2 are entered a list of expenses apparently concerning a side trip made while working for Mr. Clark near San Bernardino.

Los Angeles


Fri.
To Pedro and return


1.00



To Long Beach



 . 60



Breakfast




  .30



My Books




  .10



Ferry at Pedro



  .20



Suppers




  .35



Theater




  .20



Beds





  .50


Sat



Breakfasts




  .20



Carfare to O Farm


  .40



Admission



 
  .50



To Packing House and back

  .20



      ?    




  .10



Scenic R. R.




  .20



Fare back




  .10



From Cudahys



  .10



Pictures




  .10



Suppers




  .30



Theater




  .20



Beds





  .50



From Cotton




  .25



From Bdino




  .20


(14) Another list of expenses, no clue as to when where, etc.


Bath(?)




  .65



Lard





1.30



Wood





2.50



Stamps




1.00



Provisions




2.40



Shirts





1.00



Matches




  .05



Ginger




  .10



Sugar




  
  .25



Bk Pd




  .
.  25

The End

My Dad, T.S. Hughes, about 1940





There were sixteen recorded births to this couple, only eleven survived to adulthood.  Four dying prior to age two, and one at age eleven.





EDWIN, about 15 years old








Ada (Hughes)(Kincaid) Lathrop





There were no official records of births for these two children, as well as the next two. When birth certificates were required for employment or citizenship, we had to obtain affidavits from people who knew we had been born.











� Note: Kathy Sadler Miklovitch ( Sadler family genealogist) advises that the statement "Mary Sadler Hughes, was born “.near London" is not correct. Kathy writes: "She was baptised in Goathland, Yorkshire, in 1829. In the same area where all her English born siblings were born."





2 Her "parent's nice new house", that she mentions above, built by her father, is still standing in Sumas. (1999). The picture was taken about 1910.


** According to Lenny Gibson, "Mabel" was Mabel Morgan, stepdaughter to Ben Whitman, who lived in the Meadow Creek area.
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