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NOTE TO THE READER

I N MARCH, 1881, both houses of the Arkansas legislature,

by concurrent resolution, affirmed that "thetrue pronun-
ciation of the name of the State, in the opinion of thisbody, is
that received by the French from the native Indians, and
committed to writing in the French word representing the
sound, and that it should be pronounced in three syllables,
with the final s silent, the a in each syllable with the Italian
sound, and the accent on the first and the last syllables; being
the pronunciation formerly universally and now still most
commonly used; and that the pronunciation with the accent
on the second syllable, with the sound of a as in man, and
the sounding of the terminal s, is an innovation to be dis
couraged."

Before that date, the name of the state had been spoken in
various ways, thus giving rise to a folk tale of considerable
grossness, which need not here be recalled. But however
Kansans may enunciate the name of a river which flows
through their territory also; or however other midwesterners
may think the name of Arkansas should be pronounced, to
the natives it has always been sounded in only one way—as
"Arkansaw." Therefore | have seen fit to designate the name
of the natives of the state, throughout this narrative, as "the
Arkansawyers."
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ONE
A Cook ground the Cand

HERE the Mississippi River cuts the southern border
W of Missouri lies the State of Arkansas. Except for
an area roughly forty miles square between the Saint Fran-
cis and the Great River where Missouri bites a chunk off its
northeast corner, the state stretches westward for over three
hundred miles to the prairies of eastern Oklahoma. Most of
those miles are in the Ozarks, the mountain region. From the
north boundary, Arkansas runs southward for about two
hundred and fifty miles to the northern edge of Louisiana.
Here, thanks to another chunk of about the same sze bitten
off the southwest corner by Texas, and thanks, too, to the
generally southwest trend of the Great River, the state is no
more than a hundred and seventy miles across from east to
west. Every foot of thisis river-delta plain. Hence one may
say that there are roughly two regions in Arkansas: the
highlands, occupying the northwestern half, and the low-
lands, occupying the southeastern half of the area. These
two are distinct in types of population, in scenery, and in
culture.
But to the native Arkansawyer, each of these two regions
falls into at least two subdivisions. The lowland area, densely
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forested, when the first man entered it, with oak, elm, ash,
sweetgum, hickory, and cypress, was broken, from the be-
ginning, by a great prairie extending northward from the
first settlement at Arkansas Post to the present city of
Brinkley—a distance of at least seventy ;miles north and
south and from fifteen to twenty miles east and west. This
prairie, since the first road in Arkansas ran directly across
it, afforded an early access to the interior; and except for a
few smaller prairies along the western border, it is the chief
treeless region in the state. It has its own peculiar history.

The upland region, too, is cut into irregular haves by two
different types of mountain formation. North of the Ar-
kansas River, which cuts diagonally through the center of
the state, are the Ozarks proper, composed mainly of lime-
stone rocks lying in flat strata, which have been worn down
through ages on ages of rainfall into flat-topped plateaus.
These are divided by steep winding hollows, through which
the streams straggle irregularly like the branches of a vine.
South of the river, in the Ouachitas, the rocks are more var-
ied and uptilted in their strata; their ridges run more regu-
larly east and west and the valleys are usually wider, with
parallel east-west-running streams in them. Also, the south-
ern mountain region and the northern are different in the
appearance of their forests. The Ozarks, to the north and
west, are clad for the most part in dense hardwoods: oak,
hickory, ash, with occasional patches of dark cedar and the
shortleaf pine. But south and west of Little Rock, a dense,
unvaried shortleaf pine forest extends for miles, with patches
of sweetgum, scrub-oaks, and, by the bed of rock-bordered,
leaf-hidden streams, the wild holly sometimes growing in
densegroves.

Each of these two mountain aress is distinct from the
other; and both, in turn, vary greatly from the flat monot-
ony of the lowlands, covered originally with trackless forest,
broken only by immense swamps of cypress and cane and
vine. Through the midst of this lowland area runs the Grand
Prairie region already mentioned, so named by the earliest
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settlers, now the great ricefield of the state and an impor-
tant factor in its history.

These distinctions between Ozark and Ouachita, between
rice and cotton lowland, and fruit-growing or forested up-
land are important; for, possibly more than in any other
Southern state, the native of this region is dependent, not
on industry, but on nature for his material well-being. Of
the small jiumber of manufactures in the state, over half are
directly connected with the forests and with lumbering. Up
to a period which may be set roughly as about fifty years
ago, a considerable proportion of the population lived
largely on fish caught in the rivers and wild game shot in
the forest; and to this day, the state is known as a paradise
for sportsmen. Except for the counties bordering directly
on the Mississippi and those along the Arkansas River south-
east of Little Rock, the plantation system, so important
elsewhere in the South, never took firm hold. The typical
Arkansawyer was far more likely to be a frontier settler in
coonskin cap, blanket cape, and buckskin trousers—or its
modern equivalent of blue denim jumper, checkered shirt,
blue overalls, and greasy black hat—than a planter in
broadcloth coat, satin vest, and ruffled shirt, drinking his
mint julep on a pillared verandah while his Negro save
waved palm-leaf fansin hisdirection.

One thing, however, the sections of Arkansas all have in
common—the climate. For the last sixty years, since tem-
perature records were first kept, these records have shown
a remarkable uniformity. For the northwestern third of
the state, to a line beginning about Corning and running
thence southwest to about Searcy, thence due west to Fort
Smith, the average annual temperature has been between 56
and 60 degrees. South of this, to a region which begins
about at DeQueen or Nashville on the west and ends at the
site of Arkansas Post on the east, runs a belt which averages
between 60 and 62. Still farther south, for the lower third
of the state, the average is between 62 and 66. The average
winter temperature, for the state as a whole, is about 42, the
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spring 61, the summer nearly 80, the fall 61. These seasons,
too, are uniformly divided, spring running usually from
March to June, summer from June to October, fall from
October to the end of December, winter from Christmas to
March. Summer, however, as any native son or daughter
can testify, is actually longer than the other seasons; it often
startsin May, and does not end till the middle of November.
Its first part is usually humid, with tremendous thunder-
storms; its last part is usually intensely scorching and dry.
Indeed, as an early traveller wisely observed, " Throughout
this territory, there are no grasses nor other vegetables of
consequence in agriculture (except the cane) which retain
their verdure beyond the close of September.” And | myself
have seen, as early as the middle of July, pavements thick
with those yellow leaves which usually drift down in heaps
by August.

It is probably this climate—capricious in winter, when
December rains drench the bottomlands and sudden, hard
February freezes swveep from Nebraska and Kansas down
across the Ozarks, and aso in spring, when violent April
winds of tornado intensity come up from Texas and Okla-
homa, while in summer all is an overpowering blaze of humid
torpor under an eternal scorching sun—that has made Ar-
kansas a Southern state. Southern and yet Southwestern.
W ith Texas we share the distinction of being the only South-
ern state that lies altogether west of the Mississippi. But
where Texas is overwhelmingly a plains state, Arkansas is a
mixed mountain and lowland state. Y et the Ozarks, though
having six peaks of over two thousand feet, will never be a
successful summer resort. Nothing is more strange as an ex-
perience than to attempt a motor trip among them at the
close of June, when windless stillness holds rigid the endless
rows of scalloped-leaved oaks and pointed-leaved hickories
at the roadside, and a heat of tropic intensity broods over
the densely thicketed hollow and beyond to where another
rugged ridge, showing no sign of human habitation, cuts the
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sky. Then one understands why the true Arkansawyer, from
June to September, moves slowly, if he moves at all.

Theinhabitant of the Ozarks, though much has been writ-
ten about him to prove his culture unique, is, in fact, ex-
tremely like any other Southern mountaineer. In the low-
lands bordering on the Mississippi or on the lower Arkansas
there are great cotton plantations, akin to those esewhere
in the South, staffed by armies of tenant sharecroppers—at
first almost altogether Negro but now becoming increasingly
white. But in the Ozarks it is only with difficulty that the
forests are cleared and a few stony acres kept plowed to re-
ceive the seeds of cotton or of corn. There are far fewer
people; and these are invariably white. The five hundred
thousand Negroes of the state have, for the most part, never
seen, let aone known, the quality of life of the mountain
region.

This region is unique in yet another way. Circumstances
made of the inhabitant of the Ozarks—and the inhabitant
of the Ouachitas differed in no way from him except that he
lived in still greater isolation—not alone a mountaineer, but
still more, a frontiersman facing the semi-civilized Indian
Territory. Up to about fifty years ago, well within the life-
time of persons now living, the Ozarker was self-contained
and self-dependent. He ground his own corn. His women
spun their own thread, made their own clothes. He distilled
his own whisky. Crude furniture was made by whittling,
and chairs were seated with twisted withes of willow or un-
tanned oxhides. Houses were built by unskilled labor; and
| have seen and spent hours in a four-room log cabin—with
two massive stone chimneys—built by unskilled mountain-
egrs as late as 1932. Bedspread coverlets there were elabo-
rately made out of patchwork pieces, or woven; and many
days in the year were spent in the woods near by, recruiting
the scanty larder with squirrels, rabbits, deer, or possums.
The life of the Ozarks was wild and primitive, but not with-
out its savor. The proximity of the Indian Territory—it



8 ARKANSAS
must be remembered that the Cherokee Strip was not opened
to settlers before 1889—and the scarcity of all settlements
served not only to preserve old mountaineer traditions
brought from Tennessee or the Carolinas, but to intensify
the frontier type. It is not too much to say that the Ozarker
was, if not himself an outlaw, at least in sympathy with the
outlaw breed. His favorite heroes had all a strong touch of
Jesse James about them and were good men with a gun.

All thisis different enough from the life of the lowlands,
where, from the eighteen-thirties on, the plantation system,
resting on its basis of Negro slavery, crept westward and
northward from Alabama, Mississippi, Tennessee, Louisi-
ana, to shape much of the state's political life previous to
the Civil War and to resume its control after: for the plan-
tation system held the predominant economic power up to
the threshold of the twentieth century. One can e the plan-
tation system still in full flower along any of the highways
between Little Rock and Memphis. Here, in a land as flat
as any table, are the endless rows of cotton, plowed in March,
seeded in April. Here, bordering the "turn row," are lines
of two-roomed cabins of unpainted lumber, sometimes white-
washed and sometimes not, looking intensely hot and shade-
less and comfortless, as indeed they are. Here are the houses
of the "riding bosses' and overseers, made of better lumber,
neatly painted, with small flower gardens and shade trees.
Here, occasionally, is the two-story house of an owner, usu-
ally on higher ground. Here is where cotton grows up to the
front doors, and to the back doors as well—and here are rows
of Negroes swinging their hoes in May, June, July, under
the blazing sun: creeping with long sacks at their shoulders
through the fields from September to past Thanksgiving,
picking. Here is the corrugated iron gin house—ugly, yet
useful. Here is the commissary store, with its advertisements
of chill-remedy and of snuff—which are seen frequently, too,
in the highlands—and the usual group of listless share-
croppers in their high boots, sitting on its porch. And here,
finally, is the dense cypress swamp, with its lightly plumed
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arms, green in summer, brown in winter, blocking the flat
horizon.

It is all very different from those lonely unpainted cabins
with a "dog-run" between two rooms, resting on their rick-
ety unmortared stone foundations, half-disengaged from the
surrounding forest, which surprise the traveller at a sudden
turning on a narrow solitary road in the Ozarks. There, not
infrequently, the towheaded native children still run to the
doors to stare at the uncommon spectacle of a passing car;
and Negroes are unknown. In fact, in spite of the similarity
of climate, the mountain region and the plantation region
of this state might well belong to two different continents, to
two different worlds.

Out of the interactions of highland upon lowland, of low-
land upon highland; out of the significant historic fact that
slavery existed here from the beginning of the state's exist-
ence as a territory, and that southwest lay Texas, and west
the region designed for the Indians as early as Jefferson's
day; out of all these has emerged a history both tragic and
comic—with its deep, legendary roots going far back into
the remote, prehistoric past.



TWO
A Spaniard Comesto Seethe Land
and "Does Not Depart

N AN April morningin 1538, Hernando de Soto, Span-

ish conquistador, newly appointed adelantado of Flor-
ida, st sail from San Lucar, Spain, with some six hundred
men and two hundred horses, to explore the North American
continent, of which Cabeza de Vaca, recently returned I ndian
captive, was telling golden tales. On May 30, 1539, after a
delay of some months in Cuba, the expedition landed in the
bay of Espiritu Santo (now generally believed to be Tampa
Bay), and began at once to look for Indian guides. By a
strange stroke of luck, they found Juan Ortiz, a refugee
castaway from an earlier expedition, now living asan Indian,
who could act as both guide and interpreter.

Of the ensuing adventures of De Soto's expedition as it
struggled through forest and swamp, with its pack horses, its
foot-soldiers, its cavalry, its bloodhounds, its herd of swine,
its Indian captives, we who are here interested in De Soto
only as the discoverer of Arkansas will have little to say.
Two years later, in May, 1541, this same expedition—its
horses reduced to around a hundred, its fighting strength
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diminished by at least two hundred dead, its survivors wear-
ing raccoon and wildcat furs under their rusty armor—beat-
ing desperately northwestward up through the Chickasaw
country from their most terrible defeat at Mauvilla, in the
Mobile region, suddenly stumbled upon the Mississippi.

As they stood on the bank of the Great River (facing
Arkansas, although they did not know it), De Soto and his
men had lost al | their baggage, including two hundred pounds
of mussel pearls found in Georgia, as well as their supply of
wafers and wine for celebrating mass. The two priests of the
expedition wore rude cassocks of deerskin. And all the men
were reduced to such a state that an eyewitness could write:;
"l saw a gentleman, called Don Antonio de Osorio, . . .
with a jacket made of skins of the martens of that country,
all broken at the sides. Hisflesh showed through. He had no
hat; was barefoot and without breeches; a buckler at his
shoulder, girt with a sword without a sheath; and thus he
marched in all the frost and cold. He endured his toil without
laments, such as many others made, for there was no one to
help him, although he had in Spain two thousand ducats of
income through the church. And the day | saw him, he had
not eaten a mouthful; and if he wished to sup, he had to dig
the earth with his nails to get something to eat."

Itisworthy of note, and a measure of the kind of man their
leader was, that the Great River—a mile wide here, and, as
these grim, unshaven creatures remarked among themselves,
far broader than the Danube—did not daunt them. They
prepared to cross it. It took the best part of amonth. Having
encamped at the spot selected on the twenty-first of May,
1541, for the crossing, on the eighteenth of June they crossed
in boats built by themselves.

The effort that crossing must have cost them is hard to
imagine. Pines were felled, were daubed with pitch, and were
fashioned into four large "piraguas"—probably akin to the
flat-bottomed barges of the present-day Mississippi. A bel-
lows, made perhaps of deer-leather or bearskin, was set up,
and precious iron halberds and broken sword blades and stir-
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rups were melted down into bolts to fasten the crude timbers
together. A1l this went on to the accompaniment of incessant
attacks from the opposite shore.

Every afternoon from around two o'clock until sunset, two
hundred canoes filled with naked and painted savages—the
first Arkansawyers—swarmed within bowshot and sent over
clouds of arrows. These Indians had heard beforehand that
the white strangers were in the country, and they were pre-
pared to oppose all further exploring. Finally, the attacks
stopped for some reason, and the Spaniards got over, taking
with them apparently the remnant of the huge herd of swine
with which they had started out in Florida two years before,
and whichstill formed their main food supply. Asthey slowly
crossed the river, they dragged up great catfish and the
shovel-nosed gar from the turbid water.

The exact spot of that crossing has never been clearly de-
termined, but modern geographers are sure that it could not
have been at the lower Chickasaw Bluff, where Memphis now
stands, although Memphis has always been eager to claim
that distinction. The finding of some authentic Spanish hal-
berds, much waterworn, in a creek bed in the present Phillips
County in Arkansas has led most students of the subject to
suppose that the crossing must have been near Sunflower
Landing, south of Helena—especially as the three authentic
accounts of the expedition agree that a large Indian town
named Casqui or Icasqui lay northward up the river, three
days' march through swampy country from the point of dis-
embarkment. The present city of Helena in Phillips County,
it is believed, occupies the site of a prehistoric Indian town;
and the country southward is exceedingly swampy. So some-
where near Sunflower Landing may have been the spot where
the historic crossing actually took place.

At all events, they crossed into Arkansas—only to find the
first Indian village, Aquixo, deserted. Three days of strug-
gling through swamps brought them to Casqui (the Indian
village already mentioned as probably occupying the site of
the present town of Helena) ; and they entered it on St.



A Spaniard Comes to See the Land 13

John's Day, June 24, 1541. The land hereabouts lay some-
what higher and freer of swamps. And the town, behind its
stockade, was well built, was surrounded with fields of pecan
trees and persimmons; while the chief's house, standing upon
asmall mound, was decorated in front with two skulls of buf-
falo. There was probably corn, too, left in the storehouses;
and here, for nearly the last time, fortune turned in De
Soto's favor.

The chief of Casqui, having no doubt long been aware
that the hairy white strangers who bestrode strange beasts
were now in his country, thought it best to dissemble and to
maintain a friendly attitude. He sent out from the town an
embassy, bearing presents of "skins, shawls, and fish," and
welcomed De Soto to his territory. But, with true Indian
cunning, he decided to test the Spaniards. He affected to
believe what De Soto himself had proclaimed to be the truth,
that the Spaniards were in reality divine creatures, children
of the sun. And so he ordered some lame and blind people to
be brought before De Soto and bade the bearded stranger
to heal them.

This put the Spaniard into a quandary, from which he
extricated himself by means of a long discourse, no doubt
roughly translated to the chief by Juan Ortiz, the Spanish
castaway. After much talk about God, Jesus Christ, the
Blessed Virgin, and the Trinity, De Soto ordered a cross to
be made and set up on the mound beside the chief's house—
the first cross on Arkansas soil—and he bade the Indians
adore it rather than himself. He told the chief that if the I n-
dians knelt and kissed the foot of the cross, a sign from
heaven would be given, as showing that their requests had
received favorable attention.

But this did not satisfy the chief; and very soon he began
to look for an excuse to get rid of his hungry and ill-clad
guests. He told them that he was at war with the chief of
another prosperous town, named Pacaha, which lay two
days' journey up the river. Whether this was actually true
or was merely a ruse, De Soto did not discover. He marched
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on to Pacaha, where he found most of the inhabitants gone
and their chief fledto an island in the river. The town turned
out to be arich one; its stockaded wall was equipped with
towers, and a moat rich in fish, connected by a canal with
the Great River, lay surrounding it. The Spaniards were
about to enter when they saw a body of Indians hurrying
up. These, strangely enough, were the chief of Casqui and
his warriors. Rain, they said, had fallen on their fields the
previous night; and so the medicine of the cross that De
Soto had ordered set up was a true medicine. They promptly
enlisted in the forces sat to take Pacaha.

In this town were found many skins, some shell-beads, and
alittle maize, which De Soto offered to the chief of Casqui
in return for his assistance in subduing the place. Where-
upon, loaded with all this loot, the chief immediately de-
camped, leaving De Soto again without an ally in aterritory
more populous than any the Spaniards had seen for over a
year.

But De Soto was shrewd enough to perceive that he was
now in a position to play both ends against the middle. Sum-
moning the fugitive chief of Pacaha to his presence, he of-
fered him an immediate alliance if he would attack the chief
of Casqui. And on these terms the chief of Pacaha formally
submitted and came to De Soto in the Spanish camp, which
lay some distance from the town. Because of the heat and the
perpetual dangers of a night ambush, De Soto had long
since learned to insist on this point.

To the Spanish camp now came also the chief of Casqui,
who realized what a mistake he had made in running away
to cache his loot before he of Pacaha had been safely put out
of the way. So he instantly returned to De Soto, along with
fifty Indians in full war-paint, bringing with him "a clown
to make merriment,” in the hope of softening the hearts of
these strange, bearded creatures who were continually get-
ting the better of them.

De Soto thus gained two possible allies instead of one, and
the expedition rested in the territories of these two chiefs—
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both vying with each other to win the favor of the Spaniards
—for a full month, till the end of July. No doubt the weary
explorers were grateful for being at last housed, fed, and
clad.

Presently De Soto sent northward a scouting party of
thirty horsemen and fifty foot soldiers to look for a place
which the Indians called Chisca, where they said there was
some sort of foundry producing copper and gold. After
saven days' travel through uninhabited country, the Span-
iards were forced to turn back, eating cornstalks and green
perssmmons en route. They had learned only that to the
northward there were no more cornfields, but rather herds
of "wild cattle" (undoubtedly buffalo) upon which the in-
habitants, living in houses of skins which could be taken
down, rolled up, and dragged away, aone subsisted. De Soto
then asked the two chiefs to be directed to another populous
country, and was told to go southwest, towards a place called
Aquigate, or Quigate, which lay on another river—presum-
ably the Arkansas. The chiefs of Pacaha and Casgui con-
tinued their friendship and supplied De Soto with canoes,
bridge-builders, and porters to make the way to Quigate
easier.

At Quigate, a populous town lying in the midst of fields
of pumpkins, sguash, and ripening corn, trouble arose.
Whether it was caused by the Indians, who, to delude De
Soto, had invented tales of fabulous wealth in far-away
places, or whether it came from De Soto's own men, who
were, for the first time in many months, reasonably well clad
and fed and who all wanted to get back to Cuba as soon as
possible, we do not know. At any rate, De Soto, having occu-
pied half of the town of Quigate, promptly burned down the
other half; to avoid, as he said, being attacked by the In-
dians.

It was now late August. De Soto and his men had been in
the Arkansas country for two months; and it was impera-
tive for him either to discover the gold he had vainly sought
for more than two years or to quit the country. But he did
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not yet leave the region of Arkansas. When he learned that
there were other populous settlements farther down the river
which emptied into the Mississippi, but that there was also
some sort of trail which led north and west along the bank
of the Arkansas itself, he decided to try the up-stream trail,
on which lay, he was told, a settlement called Caligua, in
hilly country. There, amid the hills of Caligua, he could per-
haps find the gold which he could take back with him to
Spain as proof of his success. And, apparently by sheer
force of will, he succeeded in persuading his men to follow
him off towards the Ozarks.

Caligua was reached about the first of September after a
four days' inarch through terrific swamps. It lay in hilly
country as the Indians had said. Salt, which the Spaniards
now ate in great lumps, having had none for man}> months,
was brought in from places where the Indians extracted it
from the sands of various streams—another indication that
they were close to the first mountain ridges. The fields
were still rich in corn, beans, and pumpkins. After a brief
pause, the expedition set out again—presumably still follow-
ing the bank of the Arkansas northwestward—to another
small place of scattered houses, called Tatilcoya. Here they
heard that still farther up the river was a rich province
called Cayas, where they could find good provisions, al-
though it lay amid ridges in rough, rocky country.

Just where in Arkansas this region of Cayas was, is a mat-
ter of much dispute among present-day geographers. We
nowhere read that the explorers had crossed the Arkansas,
nor is the river anywhere given its name. But the time was
September, when the river is usually much shrunken by
drought; sofordingitwould not have been difficult. All three
chroniclers—Luis Hernandez de Biedma, factor of the
Crown, whose report is brief and impersonal, Rodrigo Ran-
jel, De Soto's own private secretary whose day-by-day diary
was followed by Oviedo in his La historia natural y general
de las Indias, and the mysterious Portuguese known as the
"Gentleman of Elvas," whose book was first published in
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1557 at Evora, are agreed that this "province" lay in a
rough and mountainous region in a land of scattered dwell-
ings rather than of compact, stockaded towns.

And the Gentleman of Elvas adds this precious detail:
"The Governor [De Soto] tarried a month in the Province
of Cayas. In this time the horses fattened and throve more
than they had done at other places in a longer time, in con-
sequence of the large quantity of maize there. The blade of
it, | think, is the best fodder that grows. The beasts drank
so copiously from the very warm and brackish lake, that they
came in having their bellies swollen with the leaves, when
they came back from their watering."

Now the only place in Arkansas where a "very warm and
brackish lake" could ever have existed is at Hot Springs—
and so we must suppose De Soto to have been there. And it
is but natural that this meagre sentence, revealing only that
a seepage basin of warm water (for there are no genuine
lakes in the Ouachitas or the Ozarks), was actually visited,
should have been embroidered upon later by the romantic
Garcilaso de la Vega, whose imagination ran riot among leg-
ends, as well as by the later Arkansawyers themselves, and
made into a vast myth which says that Indians came here
annually in large numbers, like the invalids of today, to seek
healing; that by lasting agreement they did not here make
war on each other; that De Soto had a fine time combing
the near-by mountains for gold. But the chronicles we follow
say nothing of these things. They merely remark that here
De Soto learned of another province "to the southward
named Tulla, where the folk spoke another language that
no Indian of Cayas understood and were very warlike"—and
that De Soto determined to go thither, and promptly did,
getting well banged about by the redskins for his pains.

The fact that a blade of an old Spanish halberd has been
dug up recently at Caddo Gap, southwest of Hot Springs,
has led modern students of De Soto's expedition to identify
Tullawith the ancient Caddo country, whose Indians, as we
know, spoke a language akin to the Pawnee, entirely differ-
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ent from any other in Arkansas, and were noticeably hostile
to all the other tribes. There is no proof, however, that this
halberd may not have been passed westward from hand to
hand by tribes settled near Hot Springs. All that is clear
from the chronicles is that De Soto remained in the mountain
country around Hot Springs till the middle of October,
when the corn by which he kept his horses and men alive was
already diminishing and the starving time of winter was
upon them. Then the expedition beat south and east again,
descending to the plains at a spot called variously Auti-
anque, Viranque, or Utiangue, where De Soto had heard
that there was a large body of water. He supposed that it
was an arm of the sea, but it turned out to be merely the bed
of another river descending to the Mississippi. This place
is generally thought to have been at present-day Calion, near
Eldorado, on the lower Ouachita.

Here the forlorn expedition remained all winter, behind
a stockade which De Soto ordered built, set well away from
the rest of the Indian settlement in case of attack by fire;
and here they eked out their lives on the corn, beans, pecans,
and dried persimmons provided unwillingly by the Indians
—a diet varied mainly by rabbits, which the savages had
taught the Spaniards to catch in snares. Their numbers were
much reduced—about three hundred and forty Spaniards
and a pitiful lot of some forty unshod, scarecrow horses
alone remaining. At this time, or perhaps earlier, their drove
of hogs took to the woods—to provide respectable ancestry
for the Arkansas razor-back of later years.

During this last winter on Arkansas soil, the snow lay on
the ground for an entire month; and Juan Ortiz, invalu-
able Florida Spaniard, sickened and died. As for the expe-
dition itself, the men must at last have realized just how des-
perate their position was.

From November to March they stood watch behind their
stockade, ready to beat off attacks; and their leader kept
them on the alert by ordering a guard to sound the alarm
frequently and cry out that he spied Indians. Meanwhile
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death, stinging with sluggish insistence at their wasted bod-
ies, was reducing them, one by one, through its chosen me-
dium of malaria.

On Monday, the sixth of March, 1542, the encampment
was broken up, and the sorry lot of scarecrows pushed south-
ward. . .

Some leagues farther down the river, below the present Ar -
kansas region, lay a country called Quigualtam, the chief of
which was said to be the greatest in that country. De Soto,
racked by malaria, was now on the point of taking to his bed
for good. He determined, however, to make some further
show of force, some attempt to bring about the rescue and
assistance that still evaded him. Accordingly he sent off to
the chief of Quigualtam a messenger with a pompous procla-
mation saying that inasmuch as he, De Soto, was the child
of the sun and was obeyed in all the lands from which he
came, he commanded the chief to value his friendship and
to come to where he was; that he would be rejoiced to se
him; and that in token of love and obedience the chief should
bring with him "something that was in esteem among his
countrymen.”

The reply of the proud chief is worth preserving, since
one of the three accounts gives it in the full splendor of its
Indian rhetoric. He said, according to the Gentleman of EI -
vas: "Asto what you say of being the son of the Sun, if you
will cause Him to dry up the great river, | will believe you.
As for the rest, it is not my custom to visit anyone. Rather,
all of whom | have ever heard, have come to visit me, to serve
and obey me, and to pay me tribute either of their own free
will, or by force; so if you desire to see me, come where | am.

| f you come in peace, | will receive you with goodwill; if for
war, | will await you in my town; but neither for you nor
for anyone, will | stir forth one foot after the other." Since

De Soto was now bedridden, this reply must have been par-
ticularly galling.

As the days passed, it became clear that the great Span-
iard was dying; and when, after many months, the remnant
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of his expedition at last disembarked, from roughly-made
boats, at a Mexican village—three hundred and eleven
shaggy, half-naked men, red as any Indians—and fell on
their knees before God in the tiny church, their leader, sig-
nificantly, was not with them. He had remained behind,
somewhere close to the Arkansas region he had discovered;
his body concealed forever under the floods of the Great
River he had been the first to cross.

And there, | think, he isto this day. Anyone who is at all
familiar with Garland and Montgomery counties, which lie
to the west of Hot Springs, or with Cleburne County, on
the other side of the river, north of Searcy, can testify that
the inhabitants of these regions frequently profess a belief
in what they call the "Spanish diggins"—a cave somewhere
in the hills, where a great treasure amassed by some mys-
terious Spanish expedition still lies hidden from men. A fre-
quent variant of the tale is that an old priest, left behind
by the Spaniards, had in his possession a map drawn on buf-
falo hide, showing the exact location of a valuable deposit
of gold or silver, which he gave to an Indian, who in turn
sold it to some whites, who are now looking for this spoil.
Another version is that the cave has actually been seen by
some recent wanderer in the hills, with the tools of the origi-
nal Spanish digging-party still in position. | have heard,
far in the northwest corner of the state, beyond the Boston
Mountains and Fayetteville, that people there believe in the
existence of the "Spanish diggins" somewhere in their neigh-
borhood and hold that the treasure can yet be found.

Now this tale can derive ultimately only from a vague
knowledge of De Soto, who, as we know, came across the
Mississippi to look for gold, and who was led into the moun-
tain region, where are many small limestone caves, to search
for it in vain. There is no record, however, that De Soto's
expedition took much time to look for, let alone find, any-
thing of value in the whole of Arkansas. If they had, the
chroniclers, we may be sure, would have well advertised the
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fact—as they did in the case of the pearls previously found
in Georgia, and lost. Nor, so far as we know, did any other
Spaniard ever come to Arkansas to explore it. But it is true
that in the fifties of the last century, and for some time after
the Civil War as well, silver was found in the Caddo Gap
region, in Pike and Montgomery counties, in small quanti-
ties; and it was also long believed that the same metal lay
in the Maumelle and Big Rock region, north and west of
Little Rock. The present city of North Little Rock was in
fact originally called "Argenta"—a name sufficiently symp-
tomatic. As for the old mining tools to be found in some
caves around Hot Springs and elsawhere, they are presum-
ably the property of the prospectors that tramped over this
region after the fifties—for after the discovery of gold in
California in 1849, most of the southwestern states believed
that they, too, would soon make similar discoveries. And the
last "gold boom" in Arkansas occurred as late as 1880.

That all this activity, centering around the mineral re-
sources of the Ouachitas and Ozarks, tends to fasten itself
to the fame of a mysterious Spanish expedition is more than
a romantic circumstance; it justifies the presence of this
black-bearded and desperate conquistador among present-
day Arkansawyers. He came here, to the territory that is
now our state, long ago—sixty-six long years before the set-
tlement at Jamestown, seventy-nine years before the May-
flower sighted Plymouth Rock. When he came, Henry V11|
sat on the throne of England, Francis | on that of France;
Michelangelo had just painted his "Last Judgment" on the
Sistine wall, and Elizabeth of England was only eight years
old. But he came to stay. We, Arkansawyers of a different
race, are the heirs of his legendary legacy. Now and again,
we too go off seeking forgotten gold—in the market place
of some great Northern city, or in the blue-shadowed, deep-
wooded Ozark hollows. Whether we find it or not does not
matter. There is aways a map, drawn on deer or buffalo
hide, left behind in somebody's hands, showing how, amid
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the densely wooded ridges, the narrow and trackless hollows,
the lost path that leads to that remote burying spot can
somehow be found.

Three centuries after De Soto rode through the Indian
Country and summoned the chief of Quigualtam to appear
before him, the following dialogue, classic to all genuine Ar -
kansawyers, took place. A traveller, riding through the re-
mote Ozarks, with nightfall fast coming on and his horse
spent, approached the cabin of a squatter, who was sitting
at his door on the upturned end of an old whisky barrel,
sawing briefly and furiously away at an oldfiddle. The trav-
eller, still sitting on his horse, spoke first:

TRAVELLER: Hello, stranger!

SQUATTER: Hello, yourself.

TRAVELLER: Can you tell me where this road goes to?

SQUATTER: Hit's never gone anywhar since I've lived
here; hit's always thar when | git up in the mornin'.

TRAVELLER: Well, how farisitto whereit forks?

SQUATTER: Hit don't fork noways, but hit splits up like
the devil.

TRAVELLER: Can | get to stay all night with you?

SQUATTER: You kin git to go to hell.

TRAVELLER: Have you got any spirits?

SQUATTER: Plenty of 'em. Sail saw one down by the old
holler gum thar, the other night, and hit like to skeered her
to death.

TRAVELLER: | don't mean that kind of spirits. | want
some liquor. Have you got any liquor?

SQUATTER: Had some yestidy, but old Bose, he got in and
lapped all of hit clean outen the pot.

TRAVELLER: You still don't understand me. | don't mean
pot liquor. I 'm wet and cold, and | want some whisky. Have
you got any whisky ?

SQUATTER: Oh, yes—I drunk the last of hit this mornin'.

TRAVELLER: Well, I'm hungry and | want something to
eat. Have you got anything to eat?
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SQUATTER: H”ih't a damned thing in the house. Not a
mouthful of meat, nor a dust of meal.

TRAVELLER: Well, can't you feed my horse?

SQUATTER: Hain't got nothin' to feed him on.

TRAVELLER: HOW far is it to the next house?

SQUATTER: Dunno, stranger; | hain't never measured hit,
nor been thar.

TRAVELLER: Well, do you know who lives here?

SQUATTER: | do.

TRAVELLER: Then what might your name be?

SQUATTER: Hitmout be Dick and hit mout be Tom; but hit
lacks a damn sight of either.

TRAVELLER: Since I'm not likely to get to any other house
tonight, can't you let me sleep in yours? |I'l tie my horse to
that tree, and do without anything to eat or to drink.

SQUATTER: The house leaks. Thar's only one dry spot in
hit, and me and Sail has to sleep on that. And that thar tree
is the ole woman's persimmon. Yer cain't tie yore hoss to hit,
caze she don't want the 'simmons shuck down. She ‘lows to
make beer out'n em.

TRAVELLER: Why don't you finish covering your house
then, and stop the leaks ?

SQUATTER: Hit's been a-rainin' all day.

TRAVELLER: Why don't you do it in the dry weather,
then?

SQUATTER: Hit don't leak, then.

TRAVELLER: | am puzzled to se how you manage to make
aliving here. How do you do, anyhow?

SQUATTER: Purty well, thank ye; how do yew do yerself ?

TRAVELLER: | mean, what do you do for aliving?

SQUATTER: Keep atavern, and sell whisky.

TRAVELLER: Well, | told you that | wanted some whisky.

SQUATTER: Stranger, | bought a bar'l more'n a week ago.
Yew see, me and Sail went shares on hit. Arter a while, we
had made only a bit betweenst us, and Sail, she didn't want
to use her share fust, nor me mine. | had a spiggin in one
end, and she in tother. So she takes a drink out'n my end,
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and pays me the bit for it; and then | took one out o' hern,
and give her back the bit. We were gittin' along fust rate,
till Dick, that damn skulking skunk, bourn a hole on the bot-
tom to suck at, and the next time | went to fotch me a drink,
I'I'l be danged but thar wurn't none thar.

TRAVELLER: Well, I'm sorry that your whisky's all gone;
but, my friend, why don't you play the balance of that tune?

SQUATTER: Hit's got no balancetoit.

TRAVELLER: | mean, you don't play the whole of it.

SQUATTER: Stranger, kin yew play the fiddul ?

TRAVELLER: | can saw a little, sometimes.

SQUATTER: Wal, if | was a-goin' to kill a fiddler, I'd
never shoot at yew; but if yew think yew kin play any more
onto that thar tune, yew kin jist git down and try.

(The Traveller gets down, and plays through the tune.
The Squatter starts dancing.)

SQUATTER: Stranger, take half a dozen cheers and sot
down. Sail, stir yourself round like a six-mule team in a mud-
hole. Go down in the holler whar | killed that buck this
mornin', cut off some of the best pieces, and fotch and cook
hit for me and this gentleman. Till, drive old Bose out'n the
bread tray, then climb up in the loft and git the rag that's
got the sugar tied in it. Tom, raise up the board under the
head of the bed, and git the old black jug | hid from Dick,
and give us some whisky; | know thar's some left yit. Dick,
take this gentleman's hoss around under the shed, and give
him some fodder and cawn, all that he kin eat.

TiLL: Dad, thar ain't knives enuf to sot the table with.

SQUATTER: Whar's Big Butch, Little Butch, Old Case,
Cobhandle, Granny's Knife, and the one | handled yistidy?
That's 'nuff to sot any man's table with, withouten yew've
lost 'em. Damme, stranger, yew kin stay here jist as long as
yewantto, and | 'l | giveyeplenty to eat and drink. Will yew
have coffee for yore supper?

TRAVELLER : Yes, sir.

SQUATTER: I'll be hanged if ye do; we ain't got nothin®
that way here, but Grub Hyson, and | reckon hit's mighty
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good with long sweetenin\ Play away, stranger, yew kin
deep on the dry spot tonight.

TRAVELLER (after about two hours fiddling) : My friend,
can't you tell me about theroad | 'mto travel tomorrow?

SQUATTER: Tomorrow! Stranger, yew won't git out'n
these diggins for six weeks. But when hit gits so yew kin
start, ye se that big doo over thar? Wal, yew haf to git
crost that fust, then yew take the big road up the bank, and
in about a mile, yew'll come to a two-acre-and-a-half cawn-
patch, the cawn's mightily in weeds, but yew needn't mind
that, jist ride on. In about a mile and a half, or mebbe two
miles, yew'll come to the damndest swamp yew ever seen.
Hit's boggy enuf to mire a saddle blanket. Thur's a fust rate
road about six feet under thar.

TRAVELLER: HOW am | to get at it?

SQUATTER: Yew cain't get at hit noways, till the weather
stiffens down some. W al , about amile from thar, yew'll come
to whar thur's two roads. Yew kin take the right-hand one,
if yew want to; yew'll foiler hit a mile or so, and yew'll find
hit's just plum run out; then come back and try the left
one; when yew git about two miles along on that, you may
know ye air wrong; for thur ain't no road thar. Then yew'll
think yerself mighty lucky if yew kin git back here, where
yew kin play that tune, and stay jist as long as yew please."

| f the reader will but compare this authentic folktale,
written down, since its first telling by Sandy Faulkner, in
many versions, of which | give here my own, with that
haughty reply which the chief of Quigualtam made to De
Soto (not to mention the attitude of benign skepticism dis-
played by that other chief—he of Casqui—towards the same
Spanish gentleman) he will learn that the natives of Ar-
kansas, though they may have changed their clothes and the
color of their skins since 1540, have never lost their domi-
nant traits when it comes to receiving "furriners.”
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Zhe French Makea Map and
Leave Benind Some flames

| ERNANDO DE SOTO was dead, and the meagre relics of
| his expedition—including, as it later proved, an Ital -
ian silver medal struck off by Sigismundo Pandolfo Mala-
testa of Rimini in honor of his consort, about 1460, some
thirty years before Columbus set sail for his mysterious new
world—had been left behind to moulder slowly in Arkansas
soil. It was not until 1673, over a century after De Soto
crossed the Great River, that another white man was per-
mitted to glimpse what was going on in Arkansas.

The French had been in Canada since 1604, and the Brit-
ish, by 1673, had become masters of the Atlantic seaboard.
A certain amount of trade in guns and ammunition ex-
changed for valuable furs had been opened with the tribes
of the remote interior—by the British through the Iroquois
and by the French through the Hurons. Down south, in
Mexico, Spain controlled everything from the Isthmus to
the upper Rio Grande. To the west and the southwest lay
the Pacific and the long sea-route to China. It was known
that the region around the Great Lakes, dotted with mission-
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ary outposts through the heroic efforts of a few French
Jesuits and Recollet friars, was immensely rich in furs and
in game; and the Indians had already told tales of a Great
River, which ran through the land southward and westward
of the Great Lakes to an unknown ocean. These tales had
come to the ears of Rene Cavelier, Sieur de la Salle, a young
Norman seminarian turned adventurer, who had settled in
Canada by the spring of 1666 and who soon became con-
vinced that this river the Indians talked about would afford
a passage for his countrymen to the Vermillion Sea as the
Gulf of California was then called. Such a passage would
soon put France ahead of Spain, which since the defeat of
the Great Armada in 1588, had declined; and ahead of Eng-
land, which had only begun to colonize after 1600.

In the winter of 1669—1670, La Salle went to find out for
himself just what lay to the south and west of Lake Erie.
What he did during this season and the following summer is
altogether mysterious; but there ssams small reason to doubt
that he discovered the Ohio, went down it possibly as far as
its confluence with the Wabash, and may have made adso a
journey down the Illinois as far as the Mississippi itself,
though this last is exceedingly questionable. Even Louis
Joliet, the good-tempered giant Canadian fur-trader, who
was later to rob him of the honor of being the first explorer
of the Great River, frankly admitted the validity of his
rival's claim to being the discoverer of the Ohio and a portion
of the Illinois. We know, however, that whatever La Salle
did discover on this trip remained his own profound secret;
which may have been the reason why Talon, then Intendant
of Louis X 1V in Canada, refused to give him the assignment
of looking for the Great River, but passed it on to Joliet
instead. Unfortunately for himself, La Salle, though one
of the greatest explorers in all French history, was haughty,
overbearing, and profoundly suspicious of all men. In his
whole lifetime he had but one loyal friend, the Sicilian-born
Henri de Tonti, who, because of an accident in his youth,
was known to the Indians as "the man with the iron hand."
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Louis Joliet had lived much among the Indians, had ex-
plored as far as Lake Superior, was young, hardy, and re-
sourceful. He also stood well with the Jesuits, whom La Salle
especially hated, but who were favored by Louis X1V . In-
deed, it was a young Jesuit missionary priest, Jacques M ar -
quette, extremely pious and the possessor of a good knowl-
edge of Indian languages, who was selected to accompany
Joliet on his famous voyage.

In two canoes, with only five boatmen and a small supply
of smoked meat and dried corn, the two explorers set out
from Michilimackinac, a missionary outpost where Lake
Michigan empties into Lake Huron, on the seventeenth of
M ay—a day duly noted down by the pious Marquette as the
Feast of the Immaculate Conception. They skirted the north-
western shore of Lake Michigan to Green Bay, where they
entered the Fox River. Up this they paddled to Lake Winne-
bago; and across the mile-and-a-half portage to the Wis-
consin. Although the Indians at Green Bay had attempted
to dissuade the two travellers from their enterprise, by tell-
ing all manner of tall tales concerning monsters and demons
and great rapids in the river, these had not shaken either
Joliet's stolid determination or Marquette's devotion to the
idea that he must go on and spread the gospel to far-away
peoples. On the seventh of June, a month after their de-
parture, the Mississippi lay before them, beautiful in all
the freshness of the summer green along its banks. Down
the Great River they went for a full month, passing rock
and rapid and river outlet, descending into the south stead-
ily, till they came near the mouth of the Arkansas. For three
hundred miles, since they had passed the mouth of the Ohio
and the Illinois village there—where they had been well re-
ceived—they had seen no more Indians; but now another
cluster of wattled cabins suddenly appeared above the west
bank and they boldly steered towards it.

The reception they received in Arkansas on that hot morn-
ing of mid-July was—to say the least—tumultuous. A num-
ber of canoes, filledwith whooping Indians, took to the water
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above and below them. Other warriors waded into the shal-
lows, armed for the attack—and a war-club, skillfully
thrown, whistled past Marquette's ear. But the courageous
priest, standing in the prow, still held aloft the feathered
calumet given him by the Indians at the mouth of the Ohio.
Itfinally had its effect. The older Indians quieted the young
warriors, and the two canoes drew to the shore.

They stayed there for only one night, not without qualms.
Their hostile reception, even though it was followed by the
usual feast, had daunted them. None of the Indians here
knew enough of the Illinois dialect to be able to answer M ar-
quette's questions concerning the distance that still lay be-
fore them ere the sea could be reached. Farther down, they
learned, lay another town, on the east bank directly opposite
the mouth of the Arkansas; and there in the morning they
repaired. The chief had already heard of their coming and
had prepared a magnificent feast. One dish Succeeded an-
other in endless succession: a platter of sagamite, followed
by broiled fish; aroasted dog, with the skin taken off; corn-
meal porridge cooked with bear's grease; and so on. A young
Indian was discovered in the village, who had a good know!-
edge of the Illinois language, and to him Marquette ad-
dressed himself. He told how he had come to spread a
knowledge of Christianity, the one true religion, among
them; and he requested information about the course of the
river below. In reply the young Indian dissuaded his guests
from proceeding farther. His people, he said, were the
Oguapas—sometimes called the Akansea—the down-stream
people—and along the river were hostile tribes, armed with
guns procured by barter from the white men. His people,
he said, were in such fear of those others that they dared not
even hunt the buffalo, but were forced to live solely on their
corn, of which they raised three crops a year. As for where
the great river emptied, he could not say; but he knew that
it ran south continuously.

The feast at last drew to an end; and the guests staggered
away to their lodges, their bellies distended, to digest all this
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food and information at their leisure. But the danger of a
surprise attack such as they had already experienced at the
village across the river now returned. They might have been
seized in the darkness and put to death by some of the young
hotheads if the head chief had not learned of the plot, scared
the plotters away, and solemnly danced the dance of the
calumet before their lodges to reassure them. Later on in the
night, the two Frenchmen held counsel together. They de-
cided to return. They had learned enough to judge that the
Great River probably discharged itself, not into the Gulf
of California, but into that of Mexico; and they were not
sufficiently strong in numbers to go on through hostile ter-
ritory. So the next day, the two canoes were pointed up
stream, and the explorers started the long journey north-
ward. It was not until the end of September that they came
again to Green Bay.

Now La Salle, whose haughty pride must have rankled
deep within him at the thought of how his enemies, the Jes-
uits, had nearly snatched away the prize from him, was still
determined not to be beaten. Whether the newly discovered
river—which Marquette had named, provisionally, Riviere
de la Conception—entered into the Gulf of Mexico or not,
he decided to traverse its entire length and to claim for
France all the territory through which it passed.

It was on the thirteenth of March, 1682, ailmost ten years
after Marquette and Joliet had explored the Great River,
that La Salle entered the Arkansas region. On that day,
floating in their canoes down the Great River, with spring
already in the air, La Salle and his fifty-four followers in
some six or eight canoes, now far below the mouth of the
Ohio, found themselves wrapped in athick fog. Neither bank
was visible, but from the right (the Arkansas side) came the
insistent booming of a drum and the shrill yelps of a scalp
dance. La Salle immediately landed on a point of land on the
west bank and within an hour ran up a rough stockade,
which he prepared to defend. He then sent forward some of
his party towards the invisible village, whence the sound of
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the war drums had come across the water. The chiefs proved
to be unexpectedly friendly and entertained the Frenchmen
and the Indians who were with them for three days, even
offering them some of their own war captives for daves. They
were engaged in warring, not on the French, but on other
Indians.

These people were the same that Marquette had seen ten
years before. They called themsdves most commonly the
Oguapas, a name often shortened to Kappas, or Quapaws.
Their country, rather than their tribe, was known as
Akansea or Arcanca—the land of the down-stream folk—
so Marquette had been in error in giving that name to the
people rather than the land. They were remarkably fine-
looking Indians, the men all practically stark naked, the
women clad in skins, with their long hair clumped into a
mass behind each ear when unmarried, braided into two plain
pigtails after marriage. They wore silver pendants at the
nose and in the ears; and were, by comparison with the Iro-
quois and other northern nations, open-hearted, free, and
gay. Father Zenobius, the missionary whom La Salle brought
along, was delighted with them and dubbed them "Les Beaux
Hommes."

Here in the Arkansas country, on the fourteenth of
March, a cross was erected, and La Salle formally took pos-
session of the land for his royal master. (On his return jour-
ney he again visited the spot, to find that the friendly In-
dians had carefully surrounded the cross with a neat cane
palisade.)

Two of the Indians now offered to guide him farther down-
stream ; and on the seventeenth of March the expedition pro-
ceeded, passing two more villages of the same people and
reaching the land of the Taensas on the twenty-second. On
the ninth of April, after further adventures that need not
detain us, they stood at the mouth of the Mississippi, at the
opening on the Gulf; and, returning, came again by way of
the Arkansas village on the eighteenth of May. . . .

With the misadventures of La Salle's tragic attempt four
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years later to found a colony at the mouth of the Mississippi,
there is no need here to deal. In the end, with the ships of his
colonizing expeditionlostin the Gulf, and his men bewildered
and starving on the Texas prairies, he chose a strange and
fantastic course. He decided to march back northward, with
his best men, and to keep on for a thousand miles until he
found the Illinois—and Tonti, who was now living among
them. But he fell ill on the way, and all his further efforts
were halted while another summer waned to fall.

Meanwhile, La Salle's faithful lieutenant, Henri de Tonti,
had not been idle. In the spring of 1686 he had organized
an expedition to go down the river to look for his missing
leader. On his way, he stopped in the Arkansas country,
some fifteen miles or so inland, close by the junction of the
White and Arkansas rivers with the Mississippi and near
the place where an old trail, much used by the Indians,
crossed the lower Arkansas, going southwest. Here he es
tablished a post, where he left six determined Frenchmen,
with instructions to watch and wait. He then went south,
failed to discover any trace of La Salle after searching the
coast for some thirty leagues westward and eastward, and
finally came back in the fall of 1686 to take four of the
Frenchmen at the Arkansas Post back to the Illinois and
to leave only two volunteers, Couture and De Launay, be-
hind.

Henri de Tonti and La Salle—faithful follower and
baffled master—were destined never to meet. Seventeen men
had set out with La Salle on a last forlorn hope to beat
northward after the New Year's Day of 1687; but only
seven, with the aid of horses taken from the Indians, finally
reached the fort that Tonti had built in the Arkansas coun-
try. They arrived on the twentieth of July. On their way
they had witnessed scenes of horror and desperation—a wild
buffalo hunt on the Texas prairies; a quarrel between
Moranget, La Salle's nephew, and two others; the hunting
down and killing of their own leader by his mutinous fol-
lowers ; the mutineers squabbling among themselves and kill-
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ing each other; one party turning back to Texas, while the
other went northward. They had sat, unwillingly, through
tedious Indian ceremonial feasts and had endured dreary
marches through an endless forest, plagued by flies, mos-
quitoes, and all the other insects of the lower Mississippi
region. Now on the other sde of the muddy Arkansas, they
suddenly saw, as one Joutel tells us, a tall cross and a house
built"inthe French fashion": two Frenchmen, clad in buck-
skins, came out and fired their guns in the air as a salute;
and the seven men, saved, wept and went almost mad with
% :

La Salle had died, a failure to the last. But his idea of
colonizing at the mouth of the Mississippi was not allowed
to perish. In January, 1699, Le Moyne d'lberville landed
at last with a small colony, which pushed up the Mississippi
just in time to displace the British and to build a fort on
Mobile Bay. There, about 1702, D'l berville was joined by
Henri de Tonti, who still, at the Illinois, had cherished his
master's forgotten dreams. One hopes that Tonti died hon-
ored and happy, at the new flourishing colony of New Or-
leans, for he deserved it.

From the beginning of the century up to 1763, the close
of the Seven Y ears' War, which was so disastrous for France,
the interior of the American continent lay entirely in that
country's hands; and her trading posts—Sault Sainte Marie,
Michilimackinac, Fort Crevecoeur, Kaskaskia, Sainte Gen-
evieve, Arkansas Post, Saint Louis, New Orleans—grew and
flourished. The coureur de bois—the Frenchman turned I n-
dian—went everywhere, had his squaws in every Indian vil-
lage and supplied the merchants of Paris with their most
valuable furs. Though the Court at Versailles made edicts
to suppress him, the spirit of France, so far as he was con-
cerned, could not be suppressed. Had the blundering min-
isters, the corrupted favorites of Louis X | V and Louis XV,
not interfered, France might soon have become far more
wealthy and powerful on the American continent than Eng-
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land was. But of all that effort, all that adventure, nothing
now really remains but a faint flavor of France at Quebec,
at New Orleans, perhaps also at Sainte Genevieve, in Mis-
souri ; and a map well sown with French names.

There were thirteen French maps of the interior between
1670 and 1684, according to Parkman; and still more ex-
traordinary ones came later, like the map published in Paris
by Guillaume de Lisle in 1718, in which the course of prac-
tically every river emptying into the Gulf or the Mississippi
is fairly accurately laid down under the name it bears today.
Y et a goodly proportion of these same rivers had not, as yet,
been completely explored, unless by the coureurs de bois and
by their cousins the Indians.

In 1719, a year after the De Lisle map, Bernard de la
Harpe pushed up the Red River from the tiny French out-
post of Natchitoches and crossed the plains to a spot well
along the upper course of the Arkansas. Two years later,
urged by some strange Indian talcs of an emerald rock in the
stream, he came up the Arkansas itself, sighting the first
small outcropping of greenish-brown schist and sandstone
where the city of Little Rock later was built on the south
bank of the river, and giving it the name that has persisted
to this day. Arkansas Post, as the chief center of the fur
trade through the territory during all this time, had re-
mained more or less occupied. But that spot, though then
protected in part by a high sandy bluff, which has long since
gone into the river with every other vestige of settlement,
was always subject to great floods. Long after the Spanish
occupation, it was described, in 1770, as comprising a square,
long-walled, stockaded fort, about one hundred and eighty
feet across each face, with several half-ruinous buildings in-
side the stockade and a garrison of some thirty soldiers;
while outside the fort area proper lay eight houses, whose oc-
cupants—since the area was too often flooded for farming to
prosper—did not till the soil, but lived by hunting in the
adjoining woods and prairies. And so Arkansas Post re-
mained, to survive down to the Civil War.
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A glance at any century-old map of Arkansas will show
how thorough the French were in giving to places their
names. Here are the rivers: Saint Francis, Fourche PAnN-
guille, Cache, Bayou d'Arc, Bayou Bartholomew, Maumelle,
Fourchela Feve, Petit Jean, Saline, Two (for Deux) Prairie,
Cosatot (for Casse-Tete). Here are the mountains:. Ozark
(an obvious abbreviation of Aux Arkansas), Masserne (for
Montcerne), Petit Jean (more probably named after the
hero of some folk tale than after the girl disguised as a
French soldier of the later legend), Magazine, Dardanelle
(though this last may be derived from the Cherokee rather
than from any fancied resemblance to the Dardanelles).
Here are the settlements. Ecore a Fabre—apparently Fa-
bre's Bluff—the first name for the spot where now stands the
town of Camden and mentioned as early as 1805; La Grange,
New Gascony, Cadron (formerly Quadrant), Saint Charles,
Saint Martin's, Desarc, possibly Lewisburg. This array of
French names across the old map serves to convince us that
French exploration, at least, was thorough.

Of the few families with French names that Thomas Nut-
tall found in Arkansas on his journey of exploration in
1819, none now remains, so far as | know. The Bougies, the
Notrebes, and the Vaugines are long gone, though Lefevre,
corrupted to Lefever, still exists. Concerning the fate of the
last holder of the name of one of these families, | have heard
an interesting, though a grisly, story. As it ssams to me to
symbolize, in its mingled tragedy and grotesque farce, much
of the dubious mystery that accompanied the French at-
tempt at colonization, | give it here.

After afairly recent great flood, during which the Arkan-
ss River vastly changed its course, cutting through its
banks both below and above Little Rock, a skeleton was dis-
covered washed out from a forgotten graveyard some miles
below the capital city. The skeleton lay long unnoticed, till it
was brought to a farmer's front yard near by, where it
decked atree for some months, the children playing with the
bones. A very old woman of French descent, livingin Little
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Rock, heard that the skull contained some teeth that were
plainly artificial and concluded that it had belonged to her
grandfather, a pioneer from Canada back in 1770, who had
lived nearly up to the Civil War. She of course had never seen
him but had heard about him from her parents in her child-
hood. She had the bones carefully collected and laid out in
an inner room in her own home. There they were dusted and
polished daily by a Negro servant, while she set about ar-
ranging for their reburial in Mount Holly, Little Rock's
famous historic cemetery, which at first had been open to
Catholic, Protestant, and Jew without distinction, but which
had become, and now is, open exclusively to Protestant buri-
als. Finally a Protestant clergyman was found who agreed
to officiate at the reburial of the bones on the existing fam-
ily plot; but by a mistake they were put into the ground at
a spot somewhat over the boundary of the plot of another
family. Meanwhile, an aged Negro man, tottering and feeble,
appeared and solemnly declared that the bones in fact had
been those of one of his long-dead wives, a woman who also
had artificial teeth in her head in the same position as those
in the skull. The family on whose plot the bones had been re-
buried promptly objected to their presence; they had no de-
sire to allow any of their members to lie next door to a
Negro, even if that Negro was only a skeleton. The un-
fortunate woman was forced to take the bones up again and
rebury them, this time on the other side of the central monu-
ment, mossy with age, which the family had long ago set up.
And there they remain to this day.

The influence of the French effort, which was carried on
so long, though only sporadically, and through so many dis-
asters and failures, has long since mingled and become as-
similated with the Anglo-Saxon culture of Arkansas. It has
become, in its essence, much like those old disputed bones—a
thing of doubtful antiquity or paternity, alegend, amyth, a
remote shadowy survival, although, as late as beyond the
Civil War, cases based on French or Spanish land grants—
usually to French families—still occurred in the Arkansas
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courts. Like the French celebration of Mardi Gras, still hon-
ored by masking on the streets of Little Rock during the
days of my boyhood—and earlier celebrated by great pa-
rades and balls—the French influence has, to all intents and
purposes, disappeared. But the symbol of France, seen dimly
in the great figuresof La Salle and Tonti, of La Harpe, in
the records of Arkansas Post, or in the mythical, unrealized
Alsatian colony of John Law, serves to haunt us still, as a
shadow crossing the familiar sunlight.

Under the Spanish occupation (1763-1800) the first
white child—at least of Anglo-Saxon descent—was born in
Arkansas. This was John Patterson, who, born in 1790, lived
up to 1886 and described himself as "uncultivated as a poke
stalk, unlettered as a savage; birthplace caved in the river
when | was young; father was shot from ambush while adeep
at home." In his old age he frequently recited his own epi-
taph:

"l was born in a Kingdom,
Raised in an Empire;
Attained manhood in a Territory;
Am now a citizen of a Sate;
And have never been one hundred
miles from where | live."

This epitaph not only seams to be characteristic, but it
aso describes well the fate of the first French settlers in
Arkansas.



FOUR

AZraveller Sees Arkansasbecomea

Zerritory

HOMAS NUTTAIX was, by any standard, a remarkable

man. Born into poverty in Yorkshire, England, in the
year 1786, and apprenticed in boyhood to a printer, he soon
developed such a love for the natural sciences that when he
emigrated to Philadelphiain 1808 he was already beginning
those researches into botany that later made him famous. In
1818 he published in two volumes the first comprehensive
book on American botany, for which he is said to have set
most of the type personally. It formed the basis for all later
works on the subject.

At the end of the year which saw the production of his
great botanical work, Nuttall, then thirty-two, wasfiredwith
the idea of visiting the Arkansas country, which offered him
apractically virginfield. The region had been added to the
territory of the United States by the Louisiana Purchase in
1803; and Jefferson, then president, urged on by his usual
curiosity concerning all natural rarities, had, in the fol-
lowing year, dispatched William Dunbar and Dr. George
Hunter, both natives of Natchez, Mississippi, up the Red
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and the Ouachita rivers to look for some hot springs, which
—as reported by the Indians—Ilay in the mountains near
the headwaters of the Ouachita. Thejournal of the Dunbar-
Hunter trip is extant and has been published. But it reveals
nothing of importance concerning the kind of man and
woman who later were to come to Arkansas, for the region
through which the travellers passed was practically unin-
habited, though arough, one-roomed log cabin stood at Hot
Springs itself. In 1806 Lieutenant James B. Wilkinson, of
the Zebulon Pike expedition, had aso descended, in two ca
noes, the Arkansas River from the Great Plains to the Mis-
sissippi, but all that he had to record, apart from some topo-
graphical notes, concerned the unchanging forests, the
great herds of buffalo, of deer, of other wild animals. Now
Nuttall had the field to himself and was likely to make the
most of it. His chief interest, apart from botany and ge-
ology, lay in the unexplored field of American Indian eth-
nology.

A man who could say of himself, "My chief converse has
been in the wilderness with the spontaneous productions of
nature; and the study of these objects and their contempla-
tion has been to me a source of constant delight,” is certainly
not to be expected to give us any strong insight into the
manners and customs of the first pioneer American settlers
in Arkansas. Y et Nuttall gives us enough, by way of casual
comment, to enable us to deduce what these settlers were like
and how they lived. The year 1818 in itself was momentous.
Cotton—and the Arkansas |land was known to be favorable
to cotton—had risen to the unprecedented price of thirty-
four cents a pound. Missouri, in whose territory the Arkan-
ss region lay, was clamoring for admission as a dave state,
amove which agitated the aging Jefferson and set the North
fairly ablaze, since it meant the abandonment of Mason and
Dixon's line west of the Mississippi. In 1820, by means of a
great compromise, Missouri was admitted as a dave state;
and in the year earlier, as we shall see, the southern portion,
south of the Saint Francis lowland, was separated from it
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and admitted as a new territory. A vast scramble for western
lands was already in progress and was accompanied by a
wildcat inflation of the national currency. The first uprising
of the West in American history, which was to destroy even-
tually the Bank of the United States and to send Andrew
Jackson to the White House, was already under way.

It was on the eve of such stirring events that Nuttall vis-
ited the region later to become "Arkansaw Territory" and
the State of Arkansas. Still other and equally stirring events
lay in the background. In the late fall of 1811, while the first
steamboat, the "New Orleans," was making her maiden voy-
age from Pittsburgh to the Gulf, the mysterious New M adrid
earthquakes had taken place—a series of events to this day
insufficiently documented. These shakings, which went on for
some time, were caused apparently by some slipping and
~Ahifting of rock in strata deep underground. They lowered
*the fertile regions on both sides of the river, in many places,
from ten to twenty feet, changed the bed and shifted the
current of the Great River itself, and created many new
swamps and lakes—such as Reelf oot Lake in West Tennessee,
or the Sunken Lands of the Saint Francis in Arkansas. As
late as the time of his southward journey, according to Nut-
tall, small earthquakes still persisted in the New Madrid re-
gion, two or three tremors being sometimes felt in a single
day. As aresult, the region was rapidly becoming depopu-
lated, its pioneer settlers moving south to more favorable |o-
cations along the banks of the White River and the Arkansas
itself. The United States had encouraged this movement by
granting to most of the dispossessed settlers certificates en-
titling them to a free equivalent of their present holdings,
southward and westward as far as the Arkansas River.

Thus Arkansas, discovered by the tragic figure of the
gold-seeking De Soto, first explored by the unsettled and
unrooted persistence of the French, was at last becoming
populous, thanks to a cotton boom and a great natural dis-
aster. Therich lowlands of southeastern Missouri, settled far
earlier, werelosing both French and American residents; and
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around the Mississippi, as far as the Saint Francis, lay great
swamps, newly formed and enlarged, which persist to this
day. When Nuttall set out from Philadelphiato explore and
to botanize, the crest of the first wave of Anglo-Saxons to
reach the interior of the continent beyond the Mississippi
was just coming into Arkansas; but at least two sections of
the new territory were still entirely Indian. On the south
bank of the Arkansas River, beginning at Arkansas Post it-
self and running due southwest to a point close to the con-
fluence of the Ouachita and the Saline, then up this latter
stream north to near the eastern boundary of the present
city of Little Rock, and from thence down the line of the
Arkansas again, lay the lands already allotted to the Qua-
paws by atreaty signed at Saint Louis in 1817. These were
descendants of those Indians visited by Joliet and by Tonti.
Further to the northwest, on the opposite bank, between
Point Remove and Bellepointe, which was just becoming a
new American army garrison under the name of Fort Smith,
lay lands granted to the eastern Cherokees by the treaty of
1817. We shall have more to say of the Quapaws and the
Cherokees later, as we follow Nuttall'stravels.

Nuttall left Philadelphia on October 2, 1818, and reached
Pittsburgh by way of a partly-completed, very rough stage-
coach road on October 16. There he found "the shores of the
Monongahela lined with boats of all descriptions, steam-
boats, barges, keels, and arks, or flats." The Ohio was too low
to descend above Wheeling. It was not until the twenty-first
of October that he was able to get away from Pittsburgh.
Accompanied by a young man who understood the handling
of a boat, he started out in a skiff that had cost six dollars.
Thefirst of November found him below Marietta, Ohio; and
the sixteenth of that month brought him to Cincinnati, "by
far the most agreeable and flourishing of all the western
towns." Leaving again on the seventeenth, he reached Louis-
ville on the twenty-third of November, only to be detained
till the seventh of December by his companion's abandoning
him. He was faced with the impracticability of going on. A
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steamboat passage to Natchez from this point cost as much
as fifty dollars; in the end, it seemed much cheaper to buy
another small flatboat and go on.

At last, on the seventeenth of December, the Great River
was reached, rolling through what Nuttall called "an occi-
dental wilderness" which "appears here to retain its primal
solitude." Settlement there was none on the site of the pres-
ent-day Cairo; and the Mississippi there was bank-full with
blocks of floating ice. Accordingly the three travellers (for
here Nuttall was accompanied by an elderly gentleman and
his son, bound for New Orleans), tied up to the bank for
two days, inspected a canebrake growing on the top of the
bank, with canes growing thirty feet high, and talked with
some wandering Delaware and Shawnee Indians. Proceed-
ing on the nineteenth, despite the floating ice, they soon
grounded on Wolf Island—well named, for it cost them
'‘about fourteen dollars to get off with the assistance of pass-
ing boatmen who were thorough rascals. On the twenty-
second they arrived at New Madrid, an insignificant and al -
ready dying "French hamlet," as Nuttall callsit, containing
little more than twenty log houses and "stores miserably
supplied." Here in these same "miserably supplied" stores,
prices ruled as follows: eighteen cents a pound for lead, five
dollars a bushel for salt, thirty-one and a quarter cents a
pound for sugar, a dollar and twenty-five cents a gallon for
whisky, twenty-five cents for a dozen apples, fifty cents a
bushel for corn, thirty-seven and a half cents a pound for
butter; eggs the same price per dozen, and beef and pork five
and six dollars for a hundred pounds—which suggests that
the man who wished to explore this remote frontier would
better go equipped with a good gun and the knowledge of
how to use it on the plentiful game of the region.

The settlement at New Madrid, however "miserable," was
nearly the last till Arkansas Post was reached. Through tre-
mendous flooded lands the travellers moved, passing innu-
merable floating, or half-floating, logs fixed to sandbars,
which were called, in river speech, "snags" or "sawyers." On
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the sixth of January, 1819, near some widely scattered log
houses at the mouth of the Saint Francis, they came upon a
scene, then frequent but lost after the Civil War: aflock of
screaming Carolina parrots were feeding on buttonwood
sads. The button-willow still grows here, no doubt, as ese
where along swampy rivers in Arkansas; but the parrots
have long since disappeared before the guns of white hunters.

On thetwelfth of January, they arrived at Mr. McLane's,
"a house of entertainment,” opposite the mouth of the
"White River Cut-Off," that common bayou route for all
travellers to the Arkansas River from the Mississippi. Here
Nuttall parted from his companions, the elderly gentleman
and his son, who went on. For five dollars, a new boatman
was hired; and Nuttall notesin hisjournal, "The idea of so
soon arriving on the ground which I more immediately in-
tended to explore, did not fail to inspire me with hope and
satisfaction"—a commentary which our modern generation,
which covers the same ground by airplane or motor in anum-
ber of hours far less than it took Nuttall days, might take
to heart.

It was not until the sixteenth of January, after the first
boatman hired had turned out to be a drunken scoundrel,
that Nuttall, with the aid of another boatman, reached the
Arkansas, or, as he spells it, the "Arkansa'—muddy and
turbid then as now, chocolate-red in the strong sunlight. The
thermometer at noon stood at 67; birds were already sing-
ing ; and flowers were already peeping out. But progress was
slow, for the boat had to be pulled, foot by foot, up the river
and against the current, by means of the cordelle, or tow-
rope. It was the twenty-second of January before our trav-
eller, by walking through the last stretch, found himself at
the "Post, now town, of Arkansas.” That he spelled the name
of the river and aso the name of the Indians without the
final, silent s, and the name of the Post withit, is one of the
minor mysteries of his engaging narrative.

The Post, lying about twenty miles up the river from the
Mississippi, was found to be a settlement of some thirty
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or forty log houses, scattered for almost three miles around
a sandy bluff, almost as "elevated as the Chickasaw Bluffs"
at the site which later became Memphis. A straggling road
of sorts led directly north across the Grand Prairie at the
back of the settlement. Here were again merchants, of whom
Nuttall had seen none since New Madrid. They were sup-
plied here mostly from New Orleans: Messrs. Braham and
Drope; Mr. Lewis—later found, according to the first issue
of the first newspaper in Arkansas—in partnership with a
certain Thomas. Above all, here was Frederick Notrebe
(sometimes spelled Noteribe). This last personage, together
with a certain Charles Bougie (or, as his name was usually
spelled, Bogy), were the two most distinguished of the earli-
est settlers. The outlandishness of the country is sufficiently
attested by the fact that, though both were Frenchmen, one
had come from the South and the other from the far North.
Bougie had entered Arkansas with the Federal troops who
came to take possession of the Post after the Louisiana Pur-
chase ; he originally came from Canada by way of Kaskaskia,
Illinois. Notrebe had taken part in the French Revolution,
had been an army officer under the First Consul, and had |eft
Francein 1803, to come up the river from New Orleans about
1815. Bougie was now about seventy, and, like Notrebe, wore
the garb then common: "A blanket capeau, buckskin leg-
gins, and moccasins." Nuttall adds to this, that, from the
scarcity of hats, most men and women wore a handkerchief
tied over their heads. Whether this was true in the case of
Bougie and Notrebe is not known.

The settlement itself consisted of one-storied log houses
built after the French fashion, with unglazed windows, open
hallways running through the center from front to back, and
wide verandahs going all around. Its only communication
with the outside world was by canoe or keelboat; no steamer
was to arrive there until the "Comet" docked on April 1,
1820. Nuttall remained at Arkansas Post till the twenty-
sixth of February, 1819, occupying his time in rambling
over the country, botanizing at his leisure, hunting for wild
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fowl on the prairie, which was already in bloom, as were the
redbud and the peach trees of the settlement, and reporting
on the adjoining Indians. On the north bank, he learned,
there were already several scattered settlements of whites all
the way up to Cadron; but on the south bank, one Choctaw
and four Quapaw villages stood, with their oblong huts made
of bark and cane, with a hole in the center of the roof to let
out the smoke from the hearthstone fire. Later on, he was
destined to visit one of these villages and to remark on the
foppishness of the dress of the young bucks: "covered with
feathers, blazing calicoes, scarlet blankets, and silver pend-
ants." A sober man of science, he was unable to appreciate
the fact that human clothes were originally designed not for
protection, but for adornment, to increase in his own eyes
the dignity of that "forked radish" known as man. On a
later visit Nuttall estimated that the Quapaws did not
amount to more than two hundred warriors. Constant old
campaigns with Chickasaws to the east and Osages to the
west, as well as more recent addiction to the white man's fire-
water, had far reduced their numbers. They were strikingly
handsome, dark-skinned rather than copper-colored, and
markedly open and friendly with the whites. Their houses
were always burnt down and destroyed, after a death took
place, over the burial-spot of the body within; hence resulted
low mounds, usually bare of grass, which Nuttall noted. At
marriage, the husband presented his wife with a leg of deer;
she responded with an ear of corn. The same division of labor
took placeinlife: the males spent their time in hunting, usu-
ally with a bow fashioned out of the yellow-hued wood of the
Osage orange, called bois d'arc by the French explorers, and
still known as "burdock" in this part of the South; the wife
hoed with bone hoes the patches of corn, squashes, and
pumpkins. Before planting time, according to Nuttall, a
dog was devoured alive by the women engaged in planting,
as "an offering to the Indian Ceres"—or so at least he re-
corded. They had masks made out of deerhide and employed
masked figuresin their dances. This is practically all that is
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known about them, except that they had originally come,
according to their tradition, from the Illinois country, and
were of the Siouan stock. There they had divided into two
parts, some going up the Missouri and becoming the Omahas,
or up-stream people; others descending to the Arkansas and
becoming the Oguapas, or Quapaws. Apparently they had
come down to the river since De Soto's time; for there is
nothing in the accounts of that expedition to indicate that
they were actually then in Arkansas.

Meantime, still at Arkansas Post, and lacking any other
means of transportation, Nuttall arranged to go up the
river with a party of the native settlers, who proceeded,
carousing on whisky, by easy stages, with numerous halts,
to a small settlement just below the mouth of Plum Bayou.

There, on the ninth of March, Mr. Drope, one of the
merchants established at the Post, took him aboard his "large
and commodious trading boat of twenty-five tons burthen,”
which was now proceeding—with numerous halts—to supply
the scattered settlements as far up-river as the garrison at
Fort Smith. Thus Nuttall was enabled to visit the site of
the future city of Pine Bluff, originally called "Mont
Marie," in aregion rich in aboriginal mounds and ancient
I ndian settlements, where a few half-breed families, boasting
of their dubious descent from Tonti's original explorers,
welcomed them. These settlers, he noted, lived in such close
proximity to the Indians that they were "entirely hunters,
or in fact Indians in their habits, and pay no attention to
the cultivation of the soil." "I n the evening," he says, "a
ball or dance was struck up between them and the engages'
—these latter being Drope's boatmen. One would like, it
must be confessed, to read some fuller account of that ball:
to know what old French tunes were played, to hear how
much corn whisky was drunk, to learn whether knives were
drawn. Fancy dwells long on that far-off prospect, to bring
back to mind the furiously sawing fiddler, with his forehead
swathed in ared calico handkerchief, the shouted calls for the
figures, thewhirling brownhomespun skirts, the blazing pine



A Traveller Sees Arkansas Become a Territory 47

knots or tallow dips st against the naked walls, the pat of
the deerleather moccasins on the puncheon floor. Not so very
different, perhaps, from similar scenes witnessed in the Ozark
region as recently as only yesterday.

On the sixteenth of March, Nuttall's thermometer dropped
suddenly from 73 to 28 degrees, and the next morning "we
had the disagreeable prospect of ice." Arkansas was already
living up to its reputation as a land of uncertain springs.
Here, in the latitude of Morocco, "we find the fig annually
levelled to the ground by frosts,” as Nuttall truly observes,
and the peach, already naturalized from the East, as well as
the native mulberry, no sooner bloomed than a frost came
along to "despoil the possible fruit." "Not even the low pal -
metto is indigenous,” he declares (though this last is a mis-
take, for | have seen the plant myself in low and swampy
spots not far from Pine Bluff)."No olive," he continues, "nor
any well-grounded prospect of its success; wines, for which
Madeira has long been celebrated, appear also proscribed;
no evergreens of any description, except the holly, appear
throughout the dreary forests. The northwestern winds,
sweeping over the arctic deserts of eternal winter, have ex-
tended the temperature of northern Europe over all the re-
gions of the United States, nearly to the very limits of the
tropic. The climate of Arkansas is not more ardent and less
temperate than that of the south of France." Which—if we
discount the effects produced by over a century of forest-
cutting and of cultivation—remains largely true even today.

Four days later the travellers passed the point where the
great military road from Saint L ouis—running southwest-
ward beyond the lead mines of lower Missouri, through the
Saint Francis River country and so on past Hot Springs to
Fulton and the "Lost Prairie" settlements at Red River—
crossed the Arkansas: a road probably following, for the
most part, the lines of prehistoric Indian trails and called
even before Nuttall's day, "the southwest trail." Here, at a
spot called "Mr. Hogan's, or the settlement of the Little
Rock," the pine-clad hills began, hailed by Nuttall, who had
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been travelling for more than three months in deep-forested,
flat alluvial lands, with much romantic joy. Some miles far-
ther on, above the then unquarried bastion of Big Rock, in a
temperature which had suddenly dropped to 22, "appeared
again, on the left, very considerable round-top hills. One of
them, called the Mamelle, in the distance, where first visible,
appeared insulated and conic like a volcano. The cliffs bor-
dering the river, broken into shelvings, were decorated with
the red cedar and clusters of ferns." The transition to the
Ozarks and the Ouachitas had come.

Here, east of "the Mamelle," now undignified under the
more Puritanic name of "Pinnacle Mountain"—a favorite
ground for picnics close to the site of present-day Little
Rock—Nuttall observed the "pretended silver mine, about
one mile below White Oak bayou or rivulet," where, between
sjate, schist, and sandstone, he saw veins of quartz containing
the rock-crystals so often sold today to tourists around the
Hot Springs area, as well as "round masses of imperfect crys-
tals of a white and diaphanous talc, collected into radii, each
plate forming the segment of a circle." And here, too, he ex-
ercised his—it must be admitted—mediocre skill as an artist,
by making two sketches of Pinnacle Mountain, which show,
remotely, how that land, so familiar to the present writer,
looked in that day. Spring, after two false starts, was rapidly
coming back again with arising river, warning of the melt-
ing of snows on the northwest plains; and on the twenty-
seventh of March, the travellers reached Cadron, which,
along with Arkansas Post and Fort Smith, deserves mention
here as the third of the earliest settlements in the Arkansas
area.

The site of Cadron is still fairly accessible and can be
reached—though it often is not, because of the badness of
the road—a few miles from the highway west of Conway. |
recall a midsummer afternoon passed there not long ago. On
the north bank, at a point where the muddy, steady river
changes its course from east-and-west to north-and-south,
there are two outstretching capes of worn blue-gray slaty
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rock some fifteen or twenty feet high, enclosing a small space
of high ground set well out of the reach of all floods. The site
is at present covered densely with a thicket of cedars, not
shown on Nuttall's sketch; and no one now liveson it. Here,
in a solitude unknown to cities, one can sit on a waterworn
ledge and dream of all that has gone by in this vicinity since
the beginning: De Soto possibly, and La Harpe, Nuttall
himself, and Governor Miller, as we shall soon see; the wild
frontiersmen, whisky-guzzling, shooting, and cursing; the
land-speculators and the silk-hatted gamblers; the coonskin-
capped pioneers; the Chickasaws, the Chcrokees, the Qua-
paws, and the Choctaws quitting their country; the des
perate Confederates retreating before the Federals. For
nearly a century, there has been no settlement at Cadron;
once it was county seat of Pulaski and a bold contender for
the site of the state capital, but it has now become a rarely
visited park, with a board marking the supposed center of
the state and a low cliff from which one can drop twigs into
the muddy current below, to see them drift southward and
eastward to the cotton wood-bordered horizon, where runs,
back and forth, a small steam-ferry from Conway. There is
peace now at Cadron; a peace such as Nuttall failed to find
initsnoisy tavern, crowded with frontiersmen.

At Point Remove Creek, which the modern traveller along
Highway 64 crosses at the outset of the magnificent cotton-
plain west of Morrillton, Nuttall saw the lands which had
been recommended to the Tennessee Cherokees as early as
Jefferson's administration and which had been finally ceded
to them by treaty in 1817. They began on the north bank of
the creek and continued all the way to Fort Smith. Here, in
what are now flourishing cotton bottoms, between northeast-
and southwest-tending ridges, Nuttall was surprised to find
the Indians living, on the whole, somewhat better than their
neighbors the white men. Here were well-tilled acres, estab-
lished settlements representing a community of some two to
three thousand souls, living in decently furnished houses and
on farms "well-fenced and stocked with cattle." Some of the
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Indians, in fact, possessed property to the amount of many
thousands of dollars; and, unlike the Quapaws, they were
not being slowly worn away into extinction by the white
man's whisky, nor by hisimprovements. Startling indeed was
the contrast between these neat homes and the decayed, crum-
bling log huts of the Post or the rude shacks, doorless and
windowless, which Nuttall had already seen at Cadron.

These Cherokees were indeed, and are still, a remarkable
people. Supposedly akin to the Iroquois, when first seen by
the white men they occupied a highland region that ran south
and west across present-day eastern Tennessee, from the Vir-
ginia border to west of Nashville and thence down across the
Great Smoky Mountains into North and South Carolina,
upper Alabama and Georgia. De Soto had probably visited
them in 1540, on the way to his defeat at Mauvilla; and, in
this region, mustering originally perhaps twenty thousand
souls, they possessed no less than sixty-four towns, including
their traditional capital of Echotain northern Georgia. Up
to the time that gold was unfortunately discovered in Dahl -
onega near by, they held much of this vast territory and re-
sisted all attempts at dispossession; but the main body of the
tribe wasfinally removed by 1833-1835 to the Indian Terri-
tory as we shall see, the Arkansas Cherokees having already
preceded them, having been forced out by white settlers.
Even then, some escaped removal by taking refuge in the
fastnesses of the Smokies, where they remain today.

At the time that Nuttall found them occupying the river
banks above Point Remove, they had been there since 1818:
and among them, from Tennessee, was soon to come George
Guess—or Sequoyah, to give him his Indian name—product
probably of a squaw and a white trader, who in his own way
was to be one of the most remarkable people either white man
or Indian has ever seen. Inventor of the only known al phabet
achieved by an Indian for the correct transliteration of his
own language, this "Cherokee Cadmus" left his tribesmen,
before even most of the white men had letters, a literate peo-
ple. The troubles that were later to disrupt the Cherokees
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utterly had not, when Nuttall saw them, yet made their ap-
pearance ; they were eager to have missionaries come and live
among them; most of the tribe had adapted themselves to the
white men's ways of living without losing any of their better
Indian characteristics; they wore white men's clothes and
were far more enterprising as farmers than many of the wild
frontiersmen or decayed French half-breeds whom Nuttall
had already seen. They were aso about to experience the
benefits of conversion to Christianity—the Reverend Cephas
Washburn, a devoted Congregational missionary from Yale
College, was coming to live among them in the fol lowing year,
1820.

From Point Remove, Nuttall moved on through this beau-
tiful Cherokee country of ridge and valley, with many side
excursions at Dardanelle and elsewhere, to examine the ge-
ology of the neighboring mountains, to admire the rich va-
riety of the surrounding country, and to note the dogwoods
now in full flower. He arrived at Fort Smith on the twenty-
fourth of April and immediately became so attracted by the
aspect of the near-by prairies with their innumerable grasses
and flowers—coreopsis, larkspur, coneflowers—that he de-
cided to remain all summer and to spend his time exploring
the Osage country to westward. It was not until the sixteenth
of October, after coming close to the gates of death through
a violent attack of malaria, during the course of an excur-
sion across the prairies to the Neosho (now Grand) River
in August, that he returned again to Arkansas Post, to re-
cuperate from his botanical efforts.

While he was away at Fort Smith, the new people in Ar-
kansas had not been idle. The agitation to divide Missouri
and to create out of the southern half of it a new territory, to
be called "Arkansaw" (it is thus spelled several times in the
original act of admittance) had led, during the previous
year, to the circulation of a petition to Congress; and on
January 30, while Nuttall was still at the Post, this petition
duly made its appearance on the floor of Congress. It was
promptly acted upon; and on March 2, President Monroe
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signed the act making "Arkansaw" a territory—the act to
take effect on July 4,1819.

The future state at that time, according to the census
made a year later, had a population, exclusive of the Indians,
of 14,255—most of them newly-arrived settlers. Two large
sections of the area, as we have seen, had already been granted
to the Indians by solemn treaty. Outside of this, there were
enormous land grants, made mostly to French families dur-
ing the latter days of the Spanish administration; which still
had to be cleared up before settlement was possible; and liti-
gation concerning them went on furiously till well beyond
the forties. One grant of a million acres along the Arkansas
had been made in 1797 to Elisha, William, and Gabriel Win-
ter, Joseph Stilwell, and a certain William Russell—a name
to recur ominously later on. Others, equally vast, had been
7ade to Don Joseph Valliere, in the White River valley, in
:793; to Don Carlos de Villemont, Commandant at the Post,
in 1795; and to Baron de Bastrop, probably the largest land-
owner of them all, the original settler at Camden in south-
western Arkansas, in 1799. The attitude of the United States
to all these old Spanish titles was unknown; their sites were
still largely uninhabited and in some cases unmarked and un-
surveyed. Also to be legally settled was the vexed question
of the New M adrid certificates recently issued by the govern-
ment to refugees from the earthquake districts, allowing
them to take up elsewhere the equivalent of their lost lands.
What population there was, was scattered over a vast,
densely-forested area, with no roads. There was not a grist
mill in the whole territory. Corn meal was still ground in
wooden mortars. Flour sold for twelve dollars a barrel. Al -
though President Monroe had appointed, as first governor, a
full-fledged general from remote New Hampshire, who did
not arrive till the day after Christmas of this eventful year
1819, it was left to the Secretary of the Territory, the young
and ambitious Robert Crittenden, recently come from Ken-
tucky, to summon the first legislature. And this body, made
up of the three judges of the Superior Court and of Critten-
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den himself, met on July 28 for a period of seven days, es
tablished two circuit courts, and voted only that the laws of
Missouri should be applicable to the new territory.

Before the mysterious new governor of Monroe's appoint-
ment could arrive, and before Nuttall, lyingill of his"bilious
fever" at Fort Smith could return to the Post, civilization, in
the shape of the printed word, had already reached Arkansas.
William E. Woodruff, born at "Fire Place” on Long Island,
on December 24, 1795, and early trained as a printer, had
come down the Ohio River to Louisville, and from there—it
is said—had walked overland to Franklin, Tennessee, south
of Nashville; from there he had again started early in the
year 1819, with a small hand press and types as his baggage,
down the Cumberland and the Ohio to the Mississippi, and
then down the Great River to the Arkansas. He was deter-
mined to become the first printer in the new-made territory,
and he succeeded. By buying two log dugouts and by lashing
them together, he contrived to bring his press and types
safely to Arkansas Post that fall; and he gave to the world,
on November 20, 1819, the first issue of the Arkansas Ga-
zette, edited from a mean log cabin. Thus another man, and
by no means an insignificant one, lived up to his own chosen
motto: "It is the duty of every man to be useful, in whatso-
ever activity hemay be placed inlife.”

Woodruff, remembered by one who saw him in 1832, as a
short, thickset man, clean-shaven, with a fine forehead, thin
dark-auburn hair, piercing dark eyes, and a reserved man-
ner, was destined, through his energy, persistence, and de-
termination to succeed, to remain a mighty force in the ter-
ritory and the later state, down to the time when, full of many
years and honors, he died in the year 1885.

General James Miller, the new governor by Monroe's ap-
pointment—shown in his fine later portrait by Samuel F. B.
Morse as a handsome, kindly-looking gentleman—was des-
tined to no such lucky fate. Born near Peterborough, New
Hampshire, in the rocky Monadnock region, in the year of
the Declaration of Independence, he had joined the Ameri-
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can Army as major in 1808, became lieutenant colonel in
1810, and colonel of the Twenty-first Connecticut Volunteer
Regiment at the outset of the War of 1812. At Lundy's Lane,
July 25,1814, having been ordered to take a British battery
firing near by, herepliedto hiscommanding officer," 1 'l I try,
sir," and moved his men boldly forward. The charge was suc-
cessful ; and Congress had voted him a gold medal and made
him abrigadier-general for his exploit.

Whatever Miller's future might be, he at least set himself
from the outset the task of impressing the native Arkansaw-
yers. Since no steamboat had so far succeeded in penetrating
up the Arkansas River, the government provided him with a
keelboat for the long journey from Pittsburgh to the Post.
Thiswasfitted up with alarge and well-furnished deck cabin,
which Miller used as his office and living quarters during the
first months of his stay. On both sides of the keelboat ap-
peared the potent name "Arkansaw" in large gilt letters,
while from a flagstaff above the cabin there floated a large
banner bearing upon a scroll the magic phrase, "I 'l try,
sir!" Thus equipped, and ready, like Andrew Jackson, to
capitalize to the utmost on his newly-made military reputa-
tion, James Miller braved the wilderness.

He embarked at Pittsburgh in his keelboat in September;
but unfortunately consumed three leisurely months in de-
scending the Ohio and the Mississippi, and, as we have seen,
did not arrive at the Post till the day after Christmas. Robert
Crittenden was already on the ground and was not likely to
yield precedence to the New Hampshire Yankee who hap-
pened to be governor. Young and handsome, with a tight-
lipped mouth that bespoke contempt, and a chin that pro-
claimed determination, he had already witnessed, or heard,
back in Kentucky, much concerning the intrigues whereby
Kentucky had been almost detached from the Union to join
Spain; and much concerning the high-handed methods
whereby old settlers—such as Daniel Boone—had already
been dispossessed of their lands. He did not openly disap-
prove of such tactics, for he was determined to rise in the
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world and was not going to be overnice in the methods he
used to achieve this object. An accomplished lawyer and de-
bater, he meant to be the dominant man in Arkansas politics,
let Miller say or do what he would. Most of the new settlers,
having been bred to just such frontier conditions as he, were
already on his side or could be bribed to come over to him.
Or so he thought, as he prepared, even before Miller's advent
or consent, to hold elections for a new legislature, to be sum-
moned into session just after the new governor's arrival.

From the outset of his career in Arkansas, Miller proved
a total failure as governor. It is said that he opposed the
choice of Little Rock as the state capital and favored rather
his own country seat chosen early in 1820, Crystal Hill, some
twenty miles up the river and nearer Cadron and the geo-
graphic center of the state. Now Little Rock is a city, and
Crystal Hill is merely a name on some maps. Miller's early
actions, at all events, irritated those already in the field and
thus killed him politically. For the whole of his term he was
inactive, apparently at outs with the ruling Crittenden fac-
tion and their native support. When heretired in 1825, to be
appointed collector of customs at the Port of Salem, he had
already faded into obscurity, as far as Arkansas was con-
cerned.

The selection of such a governor, and that governor's at-
tempt to impress the natives with his importance, were sym-
bolic acts. Arkansas was not actually the most remote frontier
territory: butit was near it. Southwest lay Texas, nominally
Spanish, but in reality a no-man's land. Its northeastern
border still lacked the restraint of law. As in every frontier
state later formed west of the Mississippi, the conduct of Ar-
kansas, as Nuttall had already noted, was bold, reckless, law-
less. To fit the natives to law-abiding civilization, it was in-
deed necessary to bring civilization to the wilderness and, as
Miller'sslogan said, totry. Miller could not find support; so
histry had failed, from the outset. After all, he was aY ankee
and a stickler for too much legality.

In November, 1819, on his way eastward and southward
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down the Arkansas, Nuttall, pausing from his observations
of the autumn climate and of the dry land, sun-scorched and
withered since September, fillednow with the undulating haze
of gray smoke uprising from narrow prairies and dense un-
derwoods (burned at this season by both whites and I ndians),
recorded his disgust at the "dram-drinking, jockeying, and
gambling" crowd already collecting at Cadron in the two-
room log tavern recently set up there. As he notes, "a con-
siderable concourse of travellers, and some emigrants began
to make their appearance in this imaginary town." Farther
down river, at Edmund Hogan's cabin and ferry, at a point
southeast of "the Rock" itself, he heard talk of a plan al-
ready afoot to build another town. This western country,
despite its malaria—which had nearly killed him—was fill-
ing up fast; and in the violence of the pioneer onrush, carry-
ing numberless land speculators in its wake, there was good
reason for Miller to have tested out his stubborn motto,
"1 try."

Three-fourths of the elements that later made the Arkan-
sawyers what they were—and are—were already on the scene,
or approaching it. There was Miller, the easygoing, open,
well-bred country gentleman, fundamentally honest, but too
disposed to rest on precedent, and on acquired laurels. There
was Woodruff, hard-working, serious, reserved, with a cau-
tious eye to the main chance—since his livelihood depended
upon it. There was Crittenden, flashy, unscrupulous, bold,
determined to succeed by fair means or foul. And there were
the "dram-drinking, jockeying, gambling" speculators, the
rough-and-ready frontiersmen whom Nuttall had seen at
Cadron. A || these were types that later appeared in Arkansas
history. Behind them, somewhat shadowy, lay the Indians;
the Quapaws, already sinking in decline, and the more settled
and peaceable Cherokees, who had quitted their eastern
homes. Whoever won in the contest soon to develop, the I n-
dians were bound to lose. Nuttall, no doubt, reflected with
melancholy on these facts, as—soon after Miller's arrival at
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the Post—he prepared to quit Arkansas for good and all.
He sams to have left, concluding that the new territory
would never really befit for human settlement—a conclusion
shown to be remarkably wrong by the facts of later history.



FIVE

Pistolsfor Two and Duelsat the Caw

ARKANSAS, as we have seen, was already populated with
XX men and women much like ourselves—that is, with white
people whose parents had been born in some part of the
United States. Up to 1930 this condition still prevailed—
ninety-seven percent of the white population had both par-
ents born in America. The Indian population, of which Nut-
tall tells us so much, was destined soon to disappear; the
Negro population was to grow from a small handful of daves
to over twenty-five percent of the total. But the white men
whom Nuttall described were prototypes of those who lived
in Arkansas up to the Civil War and even later. They had
come from Kentucky, from Tennessee, from Maryland, from
the Carolinas, from Virginia—and, in a few cases, from New
England. And they brought with them, or readily adopted,
the code duello, the unwritten law of the Southern gentleman.

If a frontiersman insulted another frontiersman, the re-
sult was a fight, amix-up, abrawl. Abraham Lincoln was in
many such brawls in the New Salem of his young manhood;
and he knew how to hold his own in them, wrestling, gouging,
kicking, and pummelling. But if a Southern gentleman in-
sulted another Southern gentleman, the result was a chal-
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lengeto aduel, in which seconds were employed, duelling pis-
tols were usually used, and the parties met in some secluded
spot by arrangement, usually in the early morning. Many
men famous in American history, most notably Andrew Jack-
son himself, lived and throve by the code duello during their
early years. The distinctive mark of a gentleman, as distin-
guished from a mere commoner, was considered to be his abil-
ity to fight a duel; and those who opposed the practice were,
as an old Arkansas authority said, "regarded as pseudo-
moralists, and their sincerity and courage were alike
doubted." Arkansas was a Southern state; and the duelling
code was apart of itsunwritten law, its prevailing folkways.
AndinArkansas it stood out even morevividly than in other
Southern states, since it was set there against the grim and
dark background of frontier living.

One of the earliest duels of which we have any record was
also one of the most foolish; and it arose from a cause more
trivial than most. At a hotel in Arkansas Post, a wooden
building with open hall and wide verandahs running around
it, there lived in the winter of 1819 a man of about forty
named William O. Allen. This man owned and commonly
walked with a cane which had a small steel spear at its top.
By pressing on aspring, the spear would jump out and could
be held in position till the spring was again released. Also at
the same hotel lived ayoung lawyer, aged twenty-two, named
Robert C. Oden. This man showed a considerable interest in
Allen's spear-topped cane. One day, when the two were at
dinner together, Oden finished his meal before Allen; and as
he went out of thedining room, he picked up Allen's cane and
began practicing with it, releasing the spring and causing
the spear to jump out. This he did for some time, up and
downthehall. After awhile Allen came out, and seeing Oden
with the cane, he reached for it—but Oden retreated a few
steps. Allen then walked up and asked for it. Oden, in aplay-
ful mood, according to the best account, "presented it to-
wards him, and just as Allen was about to take it, jerked the
cane back and again retreated."
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A race commenced—Allen still advancing and reaching
for the cane, and Oden alternately presenting it and jerking
it back. It went on all around the porch and again into the
hall; but Oden, "being young and active, easily eluded his
pursuer.” Allen at last became exasperated and sat down to
write achallenge. The two men met on a sandbar on the south
bank of the Arkansas River, away from the Post, and settled
their difference with pistols, at ten paces. Allen's first ball
struck Oden "on the suspender button of his pants, at the
waist, under his right arm, and ranged around the body." As
he was falling, he contrived to fire, and his bullet struck Allen
in the forehead, cracking the skull. Allen was carried to the
home of his second, to die in great agony a week later. Oden
recovered.

A still earlier duel than this, happening before the terri-

ry was established, is noted by one authority. Frederick
Xotrebe, whom we have seen living at the Post during the
time of Nuttall's visit there, was here the challenging party,
and one Alexander Walker was the challenged. Both men
were old friends; but a quarrel arose one day, and Walker
made some remark about Notrebe which was taken as an in-
sult. The usual meeting on the sandbar opposite the Post at
sunrise the following morning was arranged. Notrebe was
the first to arrive, and he brought with him not only his sec-
ond and surgeon, but "alarge crowd of his dependents, and
nearly all of his negroes." When Walker arrived a few min-
utes later with his surgeon and second, all these supernumer-
aries were lined up on the bank in imposing array. Walker,
as he stepped from the boat onto the sandbar exclaimed,
"Well, Frederick, if | had known you were going to come
with an army at your back, | would have come over during
the night and thrown up some breastworks!"—at which sev-
eral of Notrebe's friends laughed; while his second, stepping
forward, asked if the duel need go on as arranged. Walker
withdrew the remark to which Notrebe had taken exception;
Notrebe withdrew his challenge; and promptly peace was
made.
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These two duels, one tragic, the other comic, have in them
certain elements which recur in all these old tales of duelling.
One reads over and over of the death of one of the parties; or
else, the whole affair becomes so much comic stage-play. The
fact that the duel was frequently practiced in Tennessee,
Kentucky, and the Carolinas—not to mention the famous
Hamilton-Burr duel, fought in New Jersey—suggests that
the hot-blooded Americans of that day found this the easiest
way of settling their private disputes. Duels were so common
in New Orleans that the "duelling oaks" still stand in Audu-
bon Park in that city—-but duels were common elsewhere,
too, all through the Soubh. In Arkansas they seem to have
arisen largely out of the violent political campaigns of the
twenties and thirties; and though the newspapers, as early
as 1833, published pieces directed against the practice, and
though, no doubt, the ministers of the Gospel also denounced
it, they went on, beyond the Civil War. Two political duels,
both fought in the early days, are worth mentioning here. In
one of them the meddlesome Oden reappears, though not as
a leading actor.

In 1827 the Territory of Arkansas, as it had been for some
years past, was sharply divided politically between the Na-
tional Republicans and the Democrats, the former led by
Robert Crittenden, the latter by Henry W. Conway. The
real issue between them was, whether Jackson should succeed
John Quincy Adams in the presidency; and feeling ran very
high. The candidate of the Crittenden party for delegate to
Congress was none other than Robert C. Oden, the survivor
of the duel over the famous cane. Conway, however, won the
election, thus succeeding himself for athird term; but during
the contest, the criticism which Crittenden had brought to
bear on him had been so great that as soon as the race was
ovfcr, he immediately challenged Crittenden to a duel. The
men met on October 29, 1827, on the east bank of the Mis-
sissippi, opposite the mouth of the White River. Crittenden
is said to have been the first to arrive with his second, Ben
Desha. Seeing that his adversary had not yet come, he put a
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blanket on the ground, lay down upon it, and, drawing his
overcoat over him, was fast asleep while the preliminaries
were being discussed with Conway's second, M ajor Wharton
Rector, of the United States Army. It was agreed upon by
the seconds that the two men should stand with their right
sides facing, and were not to stir from their places till the
word "fire," when they should turn half-around and blaze
away. This, it was thought later, gave Crittenden some ad-
vantage. At the first exchange, the bullet from Conway's pis-
tol passed through the lapel of Crittenden's coat, causing
the lint to fly from it. Desha, Crittenden's second, leaned for-
ward and asked, "Mr. Crittenden, are you seriously hurt?"
—to which the reply was, "No, but | fear | have killed Mr.
Conway," and in the next instant Desha saw Conway fall
to the ground, mortally wounded in the body. Crittenden
Aurvived to be, as we have seen, a powerful force in Arkansas
politics, and to be nicknamed "Cardinal Wolsey" by his
friends and opponents.

The other case was not, strictly speaking, a duel, but
rather a murderous affray. It should be given here, however,
as having marked the new-born State of Arkansas with a
memory not to be effaced, and as being symptomatic of the
temper which ruled many men at that time.

In December, 1837, during the session of the legislature
—Arkansas now having been a state for over a year—the
House of Representatives was discussing a bill which had
just come from the Senate, called the wolf bill. This was os-
tensibly aimed at the extermination of all wolves; and it
provided that when any citizen appeared before a justice of
the peace in a particular district with the scalp of a wolf,
he was to receive a certificate of the fact, which was to entitle
him to abounty. During the discussion of the bill, it had been
pointed out by its opponents that hunters, under its provi-
sions, could go into the adjoining districts of Texas or of I n-
dian Territory, hunt wolves, and bring their pelts back into
Arkansas, and thereby claim the bounty; also that the scalp
of awolf could be easily cut into small strips, could be sewed
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together with the scalp of a sheep, dyed and disguised; and
that the individual claiming the bounty could then take this
doctored scalp before a magistrate, and, holding it in his
fingers, swear that it was the scalp of a wolf killed in that
district. Criticism along these lines had gone on for hours.

Now the speaker of the House was one John Wilson, who
had been appointed president of the recently established
Real Estate Bank of Arkansas. This bank had enabled many
squatters holding worthless lands to convert their holdings
into bank stock—which could, though often at a heavy dis-
count, be sold for ready money. The United States, be it re-
membered, was at that time moving into its second great fi-
nancial crisis, the panic of 1837, which, caused in general
by a period of wild over-speculation, was precipitated by the
distribution of the surplus deposits in the United States
Bank among the various state banks, by a vast over-inflation
of paper currency in all local banks, and by the Specie Cir-
cular of 1836, applied by Jackson as a last desperate remedy,
ordering that the United States Treasury should receive no
further paper currency for its remaining public lands. The
Real Estate Bank of Arkansas (its affairs were to plague
the state up to the nineties), had been established in order
to counteract the Specie Circular and to keep paper "shin-
plaster" money in circulation. Thelaw establishing this bank
had already been severely criticized as a piece of political
jobbery, but it had passed. Now, in the person of John Wil-
son, both speaker of the House and president of the Bank,
it was to become momentarily entangled with the opposition
to the wolf hill.

In the midst of the debate, one J. J. Anthony, member
of the House from Randolph County, offered an amendment
to the effect that "the signature of the President of the Real
Estate Bank should be attached to the certificate of the wolf
scalp." At this suggestion that something in his own con-
duct had been dishonest, Wilson, as speaker of the House
and aso as president of the Bank, took offense, and asked
Anthony if he meant to be personal. Anthony replied that he
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did not; that he could explain why he had offered this amend-
ment; whereupon Wilson ordered him to sit down. Anthony
refused to yield the floor, insisting on his right to offer an ex-
planation. Wilson retorted, "Sit down, or | 'l | make you!"—
and drawing a large knife from his breast, he advanced upon
Anthony. Anthony stepped aside from his chair, retreated,
and drew his own knife. A near-by legislator immediately
caught up a chair and thrust it between the two men; but
Wilson continued his advance. Anthony, now thoroughly
panic-smitten, dropped his knife and snatched at the chair.
Wilson threw up the chair with his left hand and, with the
knifein hisright, plunged at Anthony. The knife was driven
full into Anthony's heart; he fell upon the floor and died in
the presence of the entire legislative assembly. It is said that
Wilson calmly pulled out the knife from Anthony's breast,
looked on it, wiped it with his thumb and finger, and walked
oack to the speaker's desk. At this point a motion to adjourn
was instantly made and voted unanimously.

Three days passed before any of the authorities took cog-
nizance of what had happened. A relative, however, finally
swore out a warrant against Wilson. Wilson came to the
court in a carriage, it is said, with four horses, and followed
by a number of his friends. The prosecuting attorney, by in-
voking one of the statutes, tried to prove that this was not a
bailable offense; but Wilson was, nevertheless, admitted to
bail. At the session appointed to try him, he duly appeared,
with a clever lawyer in attendance who argued that feeling
ran so high, in this particular county, that Wilson could not
get a fair trial. The trial was therefore removed to an ad-
joining county, where Wilson, by lodging at the same house
as his judge and paying for his dinners, as well as by hiring
a mob to demonstrate in his favor outside the courtroom dur-
ing the prosecuting attorney's address, managed to obtain
an acquittal. He thereupon in open court asked the sheriff
"to take the jury to a dram-shop, and he would pay for all
that was drunk by them and everybody else." The whole pro-
ceeding ended with Wilson, his friends, and the jury parad-
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ing through the streets till daylight, making a "shivaree"
on drums, trumpets, and tin pans. The verdict stood, and the
citizenry expended themselves in a wave of usdess indigna-
tion.

The special breed of lawlessness produced by Arkansas in
this period was undoubtedly of a far more intense kind and
far more savagely vindictive in its violence than anything
that had been seen in the states east of the Great River. Only
Kentucky, "the dark and bloody ground,” had anything at
all likeit: and in Kentucky formal duels—which were more
respectable and gentlemanly—were probably far more com-
mon. In Arkansas most men soon learned not to wait for a
formal challenge; most of them carried, in the bosom of their
shirts or in a sheath on the right hip, alarge knife of the sort
which James Black, a blacksmith of the little southwestern
town of Washington, had originally made for Reason (or
Rezin) Bowie, a planter living near the Texas boundary;
and which James Bowie, his younger brother, later carried
on his body to the defense of the Alamo. These bowie knives
became so common in the state that they were nicknamed
"Arkansas toothpicks,” and most fights were settled with
them. They were later replaced throughout the Southwest
with the Colt revolver, first patented in America in 1836, the
year of Texas's independence and of Arkansas's admission as
a state; these were manufactured commercially from 1838 on-
wards. By that time Arkansas had become—comparatively
—more'law-abiding and civilized, and knife brawls were less
common.

The duelling, knifing, brawling period of Arkansas his-
tory, from 1820 to 1840, went on to the accompaniment of a
series of "legal" manoeuvres also without precedent. Here in
this trans-Mississippi frontier community, with the Indian
Territory and the debatable ground of Texas as next-door
neighbors, the lawyer rapidly became the arbiter of society;
and the courts were soon choked with long-dragged-out |aw-
suits, endless legal battles over land claims. As regards rob-
bery, murder, and violence, the earliest settlers, harassed
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from the start by gangs of horse-thieves, bandits, land and
river pirates, soon learned not to depend upon the courts but
to take the law into their own hands and invoke Judge
Lynch. Friedrich Gerstaecker's novel, Die Regulatoren in
Arkansas, not unworthy of his master, Cooper, and still un-
fortunately inaccessible to those who cannot read German,
reveals clearly the conditions faced by the frontiersmen.
Land claims had still to be settled by law: in every county
seat at every session of the court it was the lawyer, with his
ruffled silk shirt, his tall beaver hat, his silver-topped cane,
who appeared to dominate the scene; and at Little Rock par-
ticularly the big lawyerslived in state. They were the richest,
the most honored men of the community. Many of them, de-
spite their fine manners and their aptness at literary quota-
tion, were undoubtedly corrupt, and arrogant in their cor-
ruption; but they gave to this frontier society the only tone
it had.

The complicated story of the founding of Little Rock and
of the establishment of the capital there is perhaps the best
illustration that can be found of the growing power of the
lawyer in this new territory. As early as 1812 the site of the
future city of Little Rock was occupied by one William
Lewis, abuffalo hunter, who built, it is said, some sort of rude
shack on the spot and who took out a claim to the land at the
nearest Federal land office (in Nashville, Tennessee), in
1814. This claim was sold in the fall of the same year, and
passed into the hands of "the widow Martha White, Peter
Franks, and others"—all of whose claims were finally
bought up by one William Russell, of Saint Louis, Mis-
souri, in 1819, the very year that Thomas Nuttall visited
Arkansas.

The name of William Russell has already appeared in this
story in connection with early land-grants under the Span-
iards. He himself has a place upon the first and most im-
portant page of Arkansas's history as a state, not only as the
greatest large-scale speculator in lands within its boundaries,
but as the chosen agent, the prime mover appointed by fate,
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to induce a change of the capital site from the old Arkansas
Post to new Little Rock. Russell wasbornin Virginia, about
1777, and he had come as a very young man to Saint Louis.
Active and long used to the saddle, he had ridden all over
the new territory. "The Little Rock" stood on lands covered
by his claim.

To the modern traveller speeding along the motor high-
way from Memphis, who can s for himself that it is pre-
cisely at this point that the Arkansas River emerges from
the highlands and that this point lies close to the geographi-
cal center of the state (as well as to the traveller of NuttalPs
time, who saw that the old southwest trail from Saint Louis
to the Red River settlements crossed the Arkansas River
near here), it may ssem strange that Little Rock was not
immediately voted to be the capital, without any of Rus-
sell's solicitation. But though the site lay far enough above
the river to protect it from all but the worst floods, and
though it had on it good springs (one of them persisted down
past the Civil War and is commemorated in the name of
present-day Spring Street)—though all this s, or was, true,
there were other opposing interests already in thefield. These
interests centered in the people who were thickly gathering
at Cadron settlement, whom Nuttall had seen in November.
Southeast of Cadron, it will be remembered, he had stopped
for the night at Edmund Hogan's place. Hogan had already
established a sort of ferry at the point where the military
trail crossed the Arkansas—a point near the east limits of
the present city of Little Rock—upon land already allotted
to the Quapaw Indians. At Hogan's place, Nuttall heard of
aplan to build another town on the yet uninhabited spot of
"the Rock itself."

By the time the legislature met in February, 1820, Russell
had taken care to buy out Hogan's claim, and thus became
sole owner of all land at Little Rock and the leading competi-
tor to the speculators already settling at Cadron. He aso
encouraged one Benjamin Murphy, another squatter, now
represented as owning some share of theoriginal Lewisclaim,
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to build another rude shack of some sort on the site; then he
rode east to the Post to work on the legislature itself. On
Monday, February 7, 1820, the legislature duly convened,
but there was a doubt raised by Governor Miller, which had
to be settled in the law courts, as to whether this legislature
was legally constituted, since Miller had not been present
when it was called into being. Russell did not let this deter
him. He was determined that the site at "the Little Rock"
should be chosen as the future capital; and he soon won some
leading legislators over to his side.

On February 22, one Joab Hardin, of Lawrence County,
brought in a bill naming Cadron Settlement as the future
capital. All that Russell could do, through his supportersin
the legislature, was to have the name "Little Rock" substi-
tuted for that of Cadron in the text of thebill; but the House
refused to consider the bill as amended. At the end of Feb-
ruary the legislature adjourned without further action while
its legality was being determined in the law courts. They de-
cided to meet again in October to settle the question of the
territorial capital. Meanwhile other events were shaping
which made Little Rock the inevitable choice.

Moses Austin, a far-seeing pioneer from New England,
was now living, at this very time, at Potosi, a lead-mining
town in southeast Missouri. He had been there ever since
1797, had reared up sons and daughters to succeed him, and
as early as 1814 had planned to colonize the remote Spanish
province of Texas. The scheme had been discussed and had
been entrusted to his son, Stephen Austin, to carry out.
Stephen was now twenty-five and eager to do something note-
worthy. The depression of 1818—1820 had already ruined
his father's fortunes as a mine-owner in Potosi as well as his
own prospects of success. In the Texas project lay now all
the future hopes of the old pioneer's family.

Obstacles there were many, the chief one being that con-
sent of the Mexican authorities in Texas had first to be ob-
tained. Meanwhile, it was also necessary that there should
be a depot, a trading-post for needed supplies, somewhere
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near the area where the main colonizing effort was to take
place. Y oung Stephen threw himself eagerly into this side of
the enterprise, and in December, 1919, at the time of Gov-
ernor Miller'sarrival, the papers of both Arkansas and Mi s-
souri advertised a sde by auction of some fifty lots in a new
town named Fulton, at Long Prairie on the Red River in
southwestern Arkansas near the Texas border. The new town
was described as being "handsomely situated on the north-
east bank of main Red River, about two miles below the
mouth of Little Red River, and near the center of the bound-
ary of Arkansas Territory, on Red River. Itisthe principal
landing, and place of deposit for the county of Hempstead,
and also the point at whichthe most direct road, leading from
Missouri Territory and many of the Eastern States, to the
extensive and fertile province of Texas, will cross the river."
What these advertisements did not state was that the land
where lay the future town—still on the present-day map of
Arkansas—belonged to James Bryan, Stephen Austin's own
brother-in-law, and also that, associated with him in this en-
terprise, was one William O'Hara, cashier of a recently
closed bank at Saint Louis, in which Moses Austin had been
heavily interested and had lost a good part of his fortune.

The date of the auction of these lots at Fulton was set for
April 29, 1820; but meanwhile events had moved very fast
in Arkansas. The legislature, as we have seen, had almost
made "the Little Rock" capital of the entire Arkansas Ter-
ritory. Thiswould hand the entire townsite into the hands of
arival of Austin, William Russell. Would it not be wise for
Stephen Austin, since the road described in his advertisement
would earlier cross the Arkansas at precisely this point of
"theLittle Rock," tolook into that matter aswell? If Fulton
was to be laid out as a road-head from which future Texas
colonization was to start, what about this other, more impor-
tant site half-way along the same route? The question was
no sooner asked than answered.

William O'Hara, cashier of the now closed bank at Saint
Louis, had still in his possession, no doubt transferred to the
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bank long ago for cash, three of the still unused New Madrid
land certificates issued to old French settlers by the United
States government after the earthquake of 1811. On the
basis of these certificates, Austin, Bryan, O'Hara, and Com-
pany acted at once. They decided to settle themselves upon
the townsite at Little Rock before Russell could do so. The
certificates would give them some kind of claim. To the group
centering around Austin possession must have appeared to
be nine points of the law. So they promptly planted a hench-
man, "Captain" Amos Wheeler, of Saint Louis, on the Little
Rock townsite; and Wheeler, through connivance of the leg-
islature, became thereby postmaster, storekeeper, and real-
estate operator—as well as unquestioned tenant along with
Murphy. "A small framed shanty, just by the Rock near the
spring” now arose as the headquarters of the Austin Asso-
ciates, as | shall henceforth call them. Streets were laid out
by the simple method of chopping down a few trees; and
Little Rock wasduly, if illegitimately, born.

Russell, knowing well that his claim to the townsite was
the earlier and the most valid one, but realizing that the leg-
islature had in it factions hostile to his claim, was willing to
bide his time. He contented himself with issuing a handbill
warning the public against accepting at its face value "any
sort or pretence to a title" which the Associates now claimed.
Meanwhile, the Associates, disregarding the warning, set
about laying out their new town. On July 3, of that year
1820, the Reverend Cephas Washburn, Congregational mis-
sionary from the Yale Divinity School to the Cherokees west-
ward, and founder of the Dwight Mission, which stood near
present-day Russellville till the Cherokees disappeared,
halted for the night with his weary, "chillin' and feverin',"
exhausted party of missionaries on the north bank of the
river opposite to the Rock. He was promptly invited to
preach a sermon on the following day by a committee com-
posed of Stephen Austin himself, and Matthew Cunning-
ham, the first physician to settle in the new town. And so, the
next day, in that "small framed shanty, near the spring," in
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the midst of a scanty stock of medicines and much whisky,
with barrels of flour, hogsheads of molasses, sacks of sugar
and gunpowder lying about, the Reverend Cephas Wash-
burn duly honored the day, in the presence of some dozen
newly-arrived settlers.

On October 2, the legislature met again at Arkansas Post;
and now there was no longer a doubt as to what would be the
outcome of the unfinished business of the capital. Disregard-
ing momentarily the Austin Associates, Russell was deter-
mined to have his way. A few days after a block of lotsin the
townsite had been quietly and unostentatiously transferred,
through a chosen intermediary, to Joseph Hardin, the
brother of Joab, speaker of the House and once a leading
supporter of the Cadron project, he saw reason to change his
mind. So did Thomas Tindall and so did Radford Ellis, the
two members from Pulaski County. They saved their faces,
if not their consciences, before their constituents at Cadron
and Governor Miller's own settlement at near-by Crystal
Hill, by promoting a bill to make Cadron only the seat of
Pulaski County and to erect a courthouse and a jail on that
spot. And then, on October 25, 1820, the day the legislature
finally adjourned, it was agreed not only that "the Little
Rock" was to be the territorial capital, but that Amos
Wheeler should erect a building there, on land provided by
the Austin Associates, to be used as a place of assembly for
the next legislature. This building, atwo-roomed affair, with
an open hall, or, as the Arkansawyers would say, a "dog-
run" or "breeze-way" between the rooms, was hurriedly run
up; and William E. Woodruff was able to announce in his
newspaper in November, to the inhabitants of the Post, that
he intended to pack up his presses once again and depart by
the following New Year, as the official printer to the terri-
tory, forLittle Rock.

Mrs. Matthew Cunningham, wife of the physician, in "a
good two horse wagon, with new double harness,” drawn by
"a pair of handsome sorrel horses,” was already on her way
down from Missouri to the same point; and the Austin Asso-
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ciates, choosingtoignore William Russell and in undisputed
possession of the future townsite, were triumphant. They
went so far as to assert that their claim to the spot had been
established as early as February, 1819, and that the mysteri-
ous shack of poles seen near the Rock by the earliest settlers,
and presumably built by either Benjamin Murphy or Wil-
liam Lewis, had in fact been put up by no less a person than
Moses Austin. They had, as Russell knew, no basis whatever
for such a claim. Russell was content, however, to wait till
the courts could decide on thevalidity of histitle; for by now,
as he realized, the Austin Associates had enlisted in their
service a shrewd Yankee lawyer, the Massachusetts-born
and bred Chester Ashley, who well deserved his later nick-
name of "Talleyrand" for hisfinessein handling their inter-
ests at this juncture.

There is much that is striking and original about Chester
Ashley. He was both cultivated and educated; a considerable
cut above most pioneers. Born at Amherst (some authorities
say Westfield), Massachusetts, in 1791, he was graduated
from Williams Collegein 1813; and then, as ayoung lawyer,
migrated west, moving first to Ilinois and later on to Potosi,
Missouri, where he came into contact with the Austin Asso-
ciates as early as 1819. A shrewd and unscrupulous lawyer
was now required, if ever William Russell was to be beaten
off; and Ashley was invincibly shrewd as regards his own
interests. He came to Little Rock sometime by the fall of
1820. A little later, probably in November, for what may
have been the first, and certainly proved to be the last time
in his career, Moses Austin also passed through Little Rock
on his way down to Texas. Ashley was already on the spot;
and through Ashley, the claim of the Austin Associates in-
creasingly acquired a higher status of legality. Ashley him-
self was destined to live on to 1848, and to be ranked as the
wealthiest man in Arkansas, the most important lawyer of
the early state. He returned, temporarily, to Missouri in the
summer of 1821 to marry Mary Elliott, and to move with
hisnew brideto Little Rock, where Mrs. Cunningham, later



Pistols for Two and Duels at the Law 73

famed as the first woman resident of the town, was already
established with her husband. In later years Ashley was to
be William Woodruff's closest friend, destined to make a
great fortune and to build himself a magnificent mansion,
the forlorn shell of which still stood, in my own boyhood. It
is said that he lived in such style there that he organized his
own Negroes into a band, with which he entertained his
guests by having it play on the lawn on moonlit nights.

The only portrait of Ashley that | have ever seen shows
a portly, well-dressed old gentleman, with magnificent fore-
head surmounted by a shock of curly white hair, but with
eyes too cunningly deep and too close-set for comfort; and
a nose of vulpine shrewdness. Altogether the "Senator,” as
he became after 1844, was, one feels, a formidable man.

Ashley, though he exhausted every legal trick that he
could muster in support of the Austin Associates claim to
the townsite, soon found that Russell was not disposed to let
the battle go by default. On November 18, within a month
after the legislature had rendered its decision, Russell issued
an open declaration of war in the shape of a public letter to
the Gazette which occupied six closely-printed columns of
that newspaper; and he followed this up promptly with a
lawsuit for the forcible ousting of the Austin Associates.
The suit, thanks to Ashley's persistence in inventing ob-
stacles, dragged along; it was not until June, 1821, that the
territorial supreme court, sitting, by supreme irony, at Cad-
ron, brought in its verdict. All the New Madrid certificates
on which the Austin Associates had chiefly based their claim
for this land were ruled invalid for any lands south of the
Arkansas River; William Russell was, in fact and by law,
sole owner of the townsite; and it must now, with all its new
improvements, be restored to him by the associated inter-
lopers.

There followed a scene which, remembered and described
picturesquely and in part inaccurately very many years
later by an eye-witness, is best given in that eye-withess's own
words. Let me introduce, then, Thomas James, author of
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Three Years Among the Indians and New Mexicans, whose
exceedingly rare book was written around 1847:

"| started from Saint Louis on the 10th day of May, A.D.
1821, and descended the Mississippi to the mouth of the
Arkansas. . . . Ascending the Arkansas, the first settle-
ment we reached was Arkansas Post. Dense and heavy
woods of valuable timber lined both sides of the river . . .
small fieldsof corn, squash, pumpkins, cultivated by the I n-
dians, appeared in view on the low banks. Since entering the
Arkansas, we had found the country quite level; after sailing
and pushing about three hundred miles from the mouth, we
now reached the first high land, near Little Rock, the capital
of the territory, as established that spring. The archives had
not yet been removed from Arkansas Post, the former capi-
tal. As we approached Little Rock we beheld a scene of true
western life and character, that no other country could pre-
sent. First, we saw alarge wood and stone building in flames,
and then about one hundred men, painted, masked, and dis-
guised in almost every conceivable manner, engaged in re-
moving the town. These men, with ropes and chains, would
march off a frame house on wheels and logs, place it about
three or four hundred yards from its former site, and then
return and move off another in the same manner. They all
seemed tolerably drunk, and . . . they were a merry com-
pany indeed. Thus they worked amid songs and shouts, until
by nightfall they had completely changed the site of the
town. Such buildings as they could not move, they burned
down without a dissentient vote. ... In one day and night,
Mr. Russell's land was disencumbered of the town of Little
Rock. Coolly and quietly, though not without much unnec-
essary noise, they took the town up and set it in a neighbor-
ing claim of the Quapaw tribe; while fire removed what was
immovable in a more convenient way. The free and enlight-
ened citizens of Little Rock made a change of landlords more
rapidly than Bonaparte took Moscow."

Moses Austin, the old pioneer dreaming to the last of his
dawning Texas enterprise, had sickened of pneumonia on
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the way home from the long ride down to San Antonio, and
died at his Potosi residence on June 10, 1821. His son Ste-
phen, having already conveyed all his claims to the Little
Rock townsite by a deed made in favor of the shrewd Chester
Ashley the previous winter, was now down in Louisiana, still
planning to execute his father's unfulfilled and long-cher-
ished Texas project; James Bryan, Moses son-in-law, his
Fulton townsite auction having proven afailure, was already
a broken, ruined man; William O'Hara was destined to die,
alone and unbefriended at the last, at Arkansas Post on
July 21 of that year. Against Russell, the persistent and
successful, stood no one but the crafty and shifty Ashley,
now proprietor as well as lawyer. And though Russell had
won his suit, he was not to obtain his town. Ashley had or-
dered the buildings moved off and set down among the In-
dians. And no doubt the townspeople painted their faces,
put on feathers, and tricked themselves out in all the dis-
guises they knew, in the spirit of a huge practical joke, to do
this thing. They were not frontiersmen for nothing, those
Arkansawyers.

A compromise had to be arranged. Russell, though the
courts had just declared in his favor, had met at last his
match. In November the two contenders, Russell and Ashley,
met—no doubt by prearrangement—at the land office in
Batesville; and Russell then and there deeded, for nothing,
as it seems, exactly one half of his share in the original Lewis
claim to Ashley. The buildings presented to the Quapaw I n-
dians were no doubt dragged back; the great quarrel was
over, only to be revived years later in an endless lawsuit be-
tween the heirs concerned. Little Rock was at last a city,
with about a hundred permanent inhabitants; and on De-
cember 29, 1821, Editor Woodruff, in the first issue of his
Gazette printed at the new capital, was able to comment:

"Until within the last few weeks, the title to the tract of
land selected as the townsite has been in dispute; but happily
for the place and the territory generally, the parties con-
cerned became sensible of the propriety of settling their con-
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flicting claims in an amicable manner. This circumstance
places the prosperity of the town beyond doubt; and we feel
satisfied from the high opinion which all who have seen the
place and are acquainted with the country, express of its
superior advantages, that in a few years we shall have one
of the most flourishing and pleasant towns west of the Mis-
sissippi."

Woodruff wasinvincibly tactful in making this statement.
A modern historian has stated that the story of the founding
of Little Rock is a story without a moral. But the fact re-
mains that, even had the Austin Associates and Ashley not
employed every device of legal trickery to possess themselves
of the townsite, obtained already by the not-too-scrupulous
Russell, Little Rock would still have become the chief city
of Arkansas. The site was inevitable. From the time of the
foundingof LittleRock, theold Post rapidly declined. Little
Rock was central to its territory; and the establishment of
the capital there was no accident.



SI X
Zhefadian Vanishes Song the

Xrail of tears

AMONG the twelve million, eight hundred and sixty-six thou-
X JL sand people inhabiting the United States by the year
1830, the little more than thirty thousand persons who lived
inthe Territory of Arkansas stood out. Except for the even
hardier souls who had followed Stephen Austin down into
Texas (now attached to the troubled Republic of Mexico),
and the two or three hundred "mountain men"—buffalo
hunters, beaver trappers, and plainsmen extraordinary who
had already got into the Rocky Mountains north of New
Mexico to lead there ariotous existence—the Arkansawyers
were America's foremost frontiersmen. With the Indian ter-
ritory to the west of them already filling up with tribe after
tribe driven west of the Mississippi, Arkansas had become an
outpost, where every really good man had in him something
of the frontiersman and knew how to use his knife and his
gun.

Once across the Appalachians, and penetrating more
deeply every year into the magnificent river valleys that ran
down to the monotonous grandeur of the Mississippi, the
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Anglo-Saxons had produced a breed that Washington him-
self could not have foreseen. The men of this stamp wore the
blanket cape, the buckskin leggings, the deerleather mocca-
sins, the knife in a sheath at the belt that made them look
like Indians. They often had long hair falling to their shoul-
dersandinvariably carried rifles. Their women, clad in home-
spun butternut-stained linsey-woolsey or the even coarser
osnaburg, were a match for the men. The smoking of corn-
cob pipes—as well as prowess with the rifle—was not uncom-
mon among them. Tobacco-chewing and spitting, as Mrs.
Trollope soon saw, were very frequent. So was dram-drink-
ing among both sexes, and strange outbursts of hysterical
religious fervor. The women were much concerned over their
"purity,"” or their reputation for such; the men were usually
gamecocks in their youth, little scrupulous—since after all,
they had descended from the eighteenth century—concern-
ing their transient amours, but later on, as they became more
established, were disposed to settle down. Both sexes ate om-
nivorously and coarsely. Manners, table or otherwise, were
at a discount. Although the river steamboat, with its gam-
blers and shady characters, had already become the chief
mode of transportation, these people were not industrial.
They lived lives that might have been taken from the Middle
Ages, and the popularity among them of romances by Scott,
which Mark Twain later deplored, was, after all, natural. In
many of their dozen heroes—half legendary, vast, and in-
vincibly picturesque—men like Daniel Boone, Davy Crock-
ett, Mike Fink, the King of Keelboatmen, or Kit Carson, we
glimpse the true descendants of Robin Hood and Richard
the Lion-Hearted: even of the Knights of the Round Table.

Andrew Jackson, who so much sums up their best charac-
teristics as well as their worst, had dispossessed the last of
the elder statesmen, John Quincy Adams, from the White
House; and Adams had not waited to greet his rival, but had
retired to become member of the House of Representatives
and to fight unavailingly against one feature of Southwest-
ern life that he knew and hated: the feature of Negro slavery.
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Neither he, nor any of the later Northern abolitionists, had
ever really understood the attitude of the men south of the
Missouri or Virginiaborder concerning slavery. Slavery to
them was of the natural order of things. The Negroes had
never been anything dse but daves, and the institution, al-
ways working well when the daveowner behaved as every
decent man should behave, needed no defenders, and found
none till the abolitionists drew attention to its supposed in-
justices. What these Southerners really hated, and fought
against, was not the Negroes but the Indians. From Ten-
nesee to the last southwestern outpost in Texas, they had
learned the lesson, in the twenty years following the Revo-
lution, that the Indians had to be exterminated. That five
important tribes, at least, were still settled on good Southern
land—guaranteed them by foolish treaties—was an outrage.
From Jackson down to the half-savage frontiersmen, the
feeling ruled that they must go.

In Arkansas the inhabitants lived as they had from the be-
ginning—backed up against Indian territory; and they
shared the frontier dislike and contempt for the Indian to
the full. Few travellers of the sort able to write books visited
them between Nuttall's time and the year of statehood, 1836.
Thejourney toLittle Rock still entailed weeks of discomfort
on board a steamboat, or an even more hazardous drive along
a primitive wilderness road. The most important of these
roads, the "military road," which, as we have seen, ran from
Saint Louis down through the lead-mining district of south-
east Missouri to Little Rock and so on to the Red River, at
last had attained the point where, as a traveller who made
thetrip onitin 1835-1836 states, "the trees were razed close
to the ground"—a statement that does not imply by any
means that all stumps were uprooted. It crossed many un-
bridged streams and was aso short on ferry conveniences.
Along the Missouri border particularly, it was infested with
gangs of desperadoes, living in abandoned cabins off the
main route or moving about the country in order to lure any
travellers who carried money, towards a woodland ambush
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in some secluded spot. Taverns there were none; and the
traveller, if he did not wish to camp out at night—a pro-
cedure which was always under risks as to the weather and
was sometimes perilous besides because of wild animals, par-
ticularly panthers—had to endure an unvarying diet of
fried pork, corn dodgers, and bad coffee (sometimes made of
parched corn or acorns) sweetened with molasses, or "long
sweeteninV He had also to endure a table service so scanty
that knives and forks were given nicknames; and usually he
had to sleep in asingle room with several other tenants, often-
times in the same bed with another guest.

South of Little Rock, still a mere village of some ten
streets north and south and the same number east and west,
with houses widely scattered between, it was usually even
worse. The lawyers who rode circuit through this remote
Ouachita territory frequently had appalling conditions to
endure, and they had to be hardy men. The usual bed in this
region was a pallet of rags lying heaped up on the floor; the
usual shelter for the night, a doorless and windowless cabin
with aroof that leaked incessantly in the rains. We read of
one such place, a cabin kept by an old bear-hunter named
Shannon, whom the lawyers, since this was the only place
they could find to sleep throughout a considerable district
of wild forests, had nicknamed "Governor" Shannon. Except
for one old Negro woman and a great number of dogs, this
Shannon lived alone and spent his nights sleeping in a hol-
lo wed-out log. The judges and the lawyers slept as best they
might, on the mud floor; and the dogs slept, too, as close to
the travellers as they could manage for comfort, rushing out
and running over the recumbent guests and passing through
the doorless opening, whenever aroused by any unusual
sound in the woods. Shannon was protected from all this dis-
turbance by sleeping in his hollow log; but the travellers had
no such protection. One night ajudge, who had never ridden
this circuit before, stopped at Shannon's cabin and, in the
words of the narrator of the story, "becoming at length out-
rageously annoyed with the stench and the filth of the dogs,
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one of which had acted very irreverently to his Honor,"
called out that if Shannon did not instantly take this dog
away, he would shoot it. Whereupon Shannon remarked,
"1'I'l be gol-danged if the blasted judges and lawyers of Ar-
kansas hain't slept with my dogs for saven years; and if any
man touches one on em, | "I | send him to deep with the paint-
ers, in less than no time." Whereupon the judge held his
peace.

Travel by steamboat was not quite so uncomfortable, but
it was equally uncertain because of the difficulties of naviga-
tion on the Arkansas River. At the most, two or three steam-
boats a month managed to reach the capital city, after strug-
gling with sandbars and snags in a channel frequently de-
scribed as "four feet deep, and falling." Stagecoaches were
practically unheard of except for aline which ran from Ar-
kansas Post to Little Rock, at first every two weeks and then
weekly, beginning in 1826; the first widespread stagecoach
travel came with the year of statehood, in 1836. Y et Texas,
despite all these drawbacks, interested and attracted many
hundreds of settlers, particularly from the thirties onward.
They got through the dreary forests of the lowlands and the
Ouachitas somehow, despite the obvious hardships, and
emerged on the prairies after having been pursued by le-
gions of wildcats, bears, and panthers.

And as the white settlers steadily moved in, the Indians
slowly moved out. In 1824 the dwindling remnant of the
Quapaws at last yielded their lands for a price of six thou-
sand dollars and an annuity of athousand dollars a year for
eleven years. Thus a good deal of what is now the finest cot-
ton land in the state changed hands at a figure which has
been estimated as totalling one dollar per thousand acres.
Insult was added to injury by an order directing the tribe
to remove to the Caddo territory on the Texas border and
to link their future fortunes with the Caddo tribe. The Cad-
doans promptly refused to receive them. The only lands they
were given proved to be so close to the famous "Great Raft,"
formed by drifting timbersin the Red River, as to be always
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subject to floods; and in three years the Quapaws were re-
duced to utter starvation. Governor |zard, the second Gov-
ernor of Arkansas Territory, who succeeded General Miller
in 1825, made a visit to them in 1827 and reported that the
rumors of their starvation were all too true. There was no
possibility that the Quapaws could continue to live on their
new lands; and in small bands they began to straggle back
into Arkansas, under the leadership of Saracen, a very old
and exceedingly friendly Indian, who had succeeded to the
leadership after Hekkatton's death from starvation in the
Red River country. By this time, there was no land available
on which they could settle, though Saracen himself, who had
prudently foreseen this contingency, had cannily reserved to
himself eighty acres near Pine Bluff, by the treaty of 1824.
No one could dispossess Saracen, now become a convert to
the Catholic faith and friendly to the French Catholic mis-
sionaries.

Governor Pope, a native of Kentucky who was governor
in 1829 and who was famous for his plain frontier honesty,
as well as for the fact that, like La Salle's lieutenant, Tonti,
he had but one hand, wrote thus to John Henry Eaton, the
notorious secretary of war in Jackson's first cabinet:

"Saracen called on me and made, | believe, a very sincere
and certainly a feeling representation of his sufferings and
misfortunes in the Caddean country and the desire of his
tribe to remain here in peace with us on some inferior lands;
and appealed in a very impressive manner to the justice and
humanity of his Great Father the President, and the White
People whose blood his nation had never shed. They are a
kind and inoffensive people and aid the Whites in picking
out their cotton and furnishing them with game. | have heard
but one sentiment expressed in this territory with regard to
this tribe, that of kindness and a desire that they should be
permitted tolive among us; | would be particularly gratified
to be authorized to assign them a township on this river, in
the vicinity of their permanent residence. The residue of this
tribe are now on their return from the Caddean to join their
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friends here—they will all be united shortly on thisriver and
they would prefer death to be driven from the land of their
fathers."

Yet, though Saracen, thanks to his land grant and his
known friendliness to the whites, remained—he died near
Pine Bluff at the age of ninety-seven in 1832—the remaining
Quapaws were again forced to go. They disappeared into
what is now northeast Oklahoma, the year after Saracen's
death. A remnant still survives there, long mingled with
other broken tribes.

All that remained of the Quapaws in their native territory
was the kindly recollection by some whites, particularly the
Catholic missionaries at Pine Bluff, of old Saracen. His par-
tiality to white children was well known and long-established.
It had been marked in his earlier years by a bold exploit. A
French trapper's family living near Pine Bluff had two chil-
dren kidnapped by a roving band of Chickasaws. The news
was brought to Saracen. Going to the mother, he said, "When
the sun is 0 high, Saracen will bring your children. | f Sara-
cen do not find them, you will sse Saracen no more." Alone,
he stalked the marauders to the Arkansas River near the
Post, and rushed in among them with his tomahawk, rescuing
the children. A memorial window to this event, set up in the
Catholic Church at Pine Bluff in 1888, has by now com-
pletely disappeared, along with Saracen and the Quapaws.

If the vanishing of the Quapaws was a minor tragedy,
what are we to say of the greater tragedy of the Five Great
Tribes, the Cherokees, Chickasaws, Choctaws, Creeks, Semi-
noles, driven en mase from their lands in Tennessee, Ala-
bama, Georgia, Upper and Central Mississippi, and Florida,
totheIndian Territory by the operation of the Removal Act
of 18307 "About November 1, 1832," the vanguard of this
army of fugitives appeared in Little Rock in the shape of
"six or seven thousand Choctaw and Chickasaw Indians from
North Mississippi and West Tennessee," mounted on ponies,
driving their cattle, the maes attired in the usual breech-
cloth, leggings, and beaded moccasins, the women with their
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papooses slung at their backs. A nephew of Governor
Pope, who saw them passing through the village, recalled
sixty years later how they were "several days in crossing the
river, although hurried out of town as soon as possible. They
had a great desire to loiter and spy around, and had to be
driven almost like sheep." He also remarked that "two days
before this migrating party reached Little Rock, an officer
arrived in town and warned the citizens of the thieving pro-
pensities of the lower class of the Indians, and advised them
to close their stores and dwellings while they were passing
through. With all the vigilance that could be displayed,
many articles of the utmost uselessness to the Indians dis-
appeared from the yards of private residences." Consider-
ing that these Indians once had titles to very much more than
"articles of the utmost uselessness," guaranteed them by the
United States—titles now completely broken—the only won-
der is that they did not "steal" the entire town.

In the spring of 1833, with cholera raging up and down
the Mississippi Valley, more Indians appeared. They had
been stricken with cholera when they arrived at Memphis
and were not allowed to approach Little Rock. Instead, ac-
cording to Governor Pope's nephew, they "were compelled
to cross several miles below town and go out by way of
Fourche, where they struck the military road. As soon as
they reached the pine-hills southwest of town, the disease
began to abate." Since Fourche Bayou was, up to the time of
my own boyhood, nothing but a formidable and wildly ma-
larial cypress swamp, one can only imagine what the Indians
endured.

But these horrors were as nothing compared to the dread-
ful epic of the migration of the Eastern Cherokees—an epic
involving Arkansas in its tragedy. These Indians, occupying
a large district in southeast Tennessee, northern Alabama,
western North Carolina, and northwest Georgia, and num-
bering over sixteen thousand five hundred souls by official
count in 1835, many of them living as prosperous farmers,
in houses often two-storied, and in the happy possession not
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only of devoted missionaries but of awritten language, with<
books and journals printed in it since 1828, had never rec-
ognized the right of the three thousand Cherokees who had
gone west in 1818 to Arkansas, to be counted as full mem-
bers of their tribe. They had foreseen, and rightly, that this
early removal was but part of a deep-laid government plan
to force all Indians from the country. Now, their worst fears
were realized, and in the worst way.

In 1828 a Negro slave picked up a gold nugget at Dah-
lonega, in Georgia. As this spot was only fifty miles away
from the final Cherokee capital of New Echota, the people
remaining in the Cherokee country had really no chance.
The State of Georgia, under Governor Gilmer, now declared
—despite the solemn treaty that the United States had en-
tered into with the Indians in 1818"—that it had a perfect
right to seize all the Cherokee lands. Since no Cherokee was
accepted as a witness in the courts, this was the beginning
of the end. Some of the Indians had already been bribed to
sell their lands; others were simply forced out by the violent
onrush of the white squatters. Vainly the tribe attempted to
revive old laws invoking the death penalty for any Indian
who partedwith hislands. Then, in 1830, finding the Indians
still recalcitrant and unwilling to give up, the Georgia gov-
ernor issued a proclamation forbidding any Indian to mine
gold, since all the land belonged to the State of Georgia by
right. This was followed up by another, early in 1831, in-
sisting that every Indian as well as all whites (this meant
the Congregational missionaries) must take an oath to be
loyal only to the Georgia laws. The missionaries, chief of
them Samuel Worcester, of Massachusetts, a very strong
and courageous spirit, refused to take the oath. They were
promptly sentenced to hard labor in prison for four years.

Prayers, petitions to Congress, meetings of missionary
boards, propaganda in the Cherokee Phoenix—the news-
paper now printed by the missionaries at New Echota—all
alike were in vain. Whatever the United States may have de-
clared to be its treaty obligations, to President Jackson "the
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only good Indian was a dead Indian." By forcing the Chero-
kees to get out, Georgia had only asserted its statutory right
over its own territory. And though the Supreme Court re-
versed the Georgia decision and ordered the missionaries to
be set free, Jackson very promptly remarked, "John Mar-
shall has now made his decision. L et him enforceit."

A great rift had already appeared in the ranks of the
Cherokees. Driven from their homes by the force of armed
mobs, a party arose which was, at last, in favor of selling
their Georgia lands to the state and removing to the Indian
Territory, whither the Arkansas Cherokees had preceded
them by 1828. Early in 1833, the missionaries, after every
attempt that Georgia could make to evade the Supreme
Court decision, were at last released and brought home amid
wild demonstrations of joy. But by now the whole Cherokee
country was under martial law, instituted by the Georgia
State Guard, which had been called up. And a party led by
John Ridge, the best orator of the tribe—soon joined by
Elias Boudinot, the most learned and intelligent man among
them, who had given invaluable aid to the missionaries in
their enterprise of translating the entire Bible into Cherokee
—was actively in favor of coming to terms with Georgia and
the United States government, despite the iron resistance
of the head chief, John Ross, who lived where stands the
present-day city of Chattanooga, and who remarked merely
that their lands, for which the United States were ready to
pay fivemillion dollars, were worth at least twenty million.
All thiswasin keeping with Ross's character—he was only a
quarter Indian, the child of a Scotch trader and a half-breed
woman.

But Jackson was determined to satisfy the demands of the
Georgians. Through an emissary who was not at all averse
to bribery, about five hundred of the tribe were induced to
assemble, and on December 29, 1835, they signed a treaty
whereby, for the sum originally set, all their lands were sold
and they agreed to go westward. By this time the missionaries,
denounced in the Georgia press as Northern abolitionists,
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had thrown up the charge and retreated to the Indian Ter-
ritory, where Worcester finally died. The press and printing
plant had already been seized by the Georgia State Guard.
Ross, whose own home was seized by force, vainly protested
by getting up a petition to Congress, signed by over twelve
thousand, designed to show that the overwhelming majority
had never been in favor of removal; but for all that, Congress
ratified the treaty, the Senatefinally voting it after Jackson
had gone out of office, in 1837. Although John Ridge him-
self, repentant of his part in the treaty, had protested that
the five million dollars was never likely to be paid them but
would be claimed in large part by Georgia for rent on lands
which Georgia had never owned, the Cherokees had to go.

It was impossible, however, to persuade the Cherokees to
removevoluntarily. Only afew parties, undertaking thelong
steamboat journey up the Tennessee River to the Ohio, down
the Ohio to the Mississippi, and down the Mississippi to the
Arkansas, were induced to depart. The United States Army
was called in, and in the winter of 1837—1838 rounded all up
but a few hundred who retreated into the inaccessible fast-
nesses of the Great Smokies, and threw them into what would
today be called concentration camps along the Tennessee
River. By now, even John Ross realized that nothing further
could be done and agreed to depart, if it could be done under
their own officers, without further interference by the Ameri-
can Army. But it was not till the close of the summer of 1838
—a summer of great heat and dryness—that the armies of
the Indians, now about fifteen thousand strong, took to the
road, in wagons, ahorse or afoot, over a circuitous route
which lay through Nashville northward into Kentucky,
crossed the Ohio into Illinois and the Mississippi at Cape
Girardeau, Missouri, to strike through northwest Arkansas
into the Indian Country. This was the celebrated " Trail of
Tears" witnessed by a few white travellers, who marvelled
at the Indians' stoicism and discipline, remembered as late
as 1932 by one old Cherokee woman who made it when about
four years old. It cost the Cherokees about four thousand
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livesin all; and was not completed till March, 1839. Among
the dead were famous old chiefs, buried at the roadside; in-
numerable infants; and Ross's own Cherokee wife, Quatie,
who sickened aboard the steamboat that brought her husband,
and was buried at Little Rock among strangers.

A year and more before this—as far as | can gather from
his narrative, it was on February 9, 1838—the Hamburg-
born German hunter and traveller Friedrich Gerstaecker,
who was temperamentally fitted to understand and sympa-
thize with the Indians, approached Little Rock afoot, walk-
ing southward across country. What followed is best told in
his own words:

"Long after sunset on the 9th | arrived on the Arkansas
River;thelightsof Little Rock shone from the opposite bank,
but a strange fantastic scene presented itself on this side, at
which | stared with astonishment. An Indian tribe had
pitched its tents close to the river. A number of large crack-
lingfires, formed of whole trunks of fallen trees, which lay
about in abundance, offered good shelter against the wind,;
over the fires were kettles with large pieces of venison, bear,
squirrels, and whatever else the chase had given them. Here
young men were occupied securing the horses to some of the
fallen trees, and supplying them with fodder; there lay
others, overcome with firewater, singing their national songs
with a mournful and heavy tongue. | stood for along time
watching the animated scene.

"A tall powerful Indian, decked out with glass beads and
silver ornaments, came staggering towards me, with an empty
bottle in his left hand and a handsome rifle in his right, and
holding them both towards me, gave me to understand that
he would give me the rifleif I would fill his bottle. The poor
Indians have fallen so low and become so degraded by the base
speculations of the palefaces, that they will give all they
most value, to procure the body and soul-destroying spirits.
Though | had but little money left, only twelve cents, | de-
clined the exchange; he turned sorrowfully away, probably
to offer the advantageous bargain to someone else, in which
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case | thought it best to indulge the poor savage, and save
him his handsome rifle; | took the bottle out of his hand,
filled it, and gave it back to him. On my refusing to accept
his rifle, he laid hold of me, and dragged me almost forcibly
to his fire, obliged me to drink with him, to smoke out of his
pipe, and eat a large slice of venison, while his wife and three
children sat in the tent and looked at the stranger. He then
stood up, and in his harmonious language related a long
history to me and to some sons of the forest who had as-
sembled round us, of which I did not understand one word.
At last, as the noise became annoying, | stole away quietly to
seek a berth for the night."”

The indifference of the Arkansawyers to such scenes, their
general attitude of not caring how many Indians lived or
died like flieson the way, may be palliated, if not excused,
by saying that here, too, facing the Indian camp of which
Gerstaecker spoke, were pioneers making a hazardous living.
Already the great currency depression of 1837 was abroad
in the land; already the Real Estate Bank of Arkansas was
suspending its unfortunate operations, to leave the state
burdened with a debt that went on for two generations.
Cholera epidemics, since 1833, had taken their toll; smallpox
was so common that, by Gerstaecker's own statement, he was
offered a room in Little Rock containing a corpse recently
dead of the disease. We who are both civilized and aware of
the failure of civilization to provide any solution for human
want, misery, and injustice, can afford to sympathize with
thefivecivilized tribes who, in their great crisis, bore them-
selves nobly and shamed the lust of the land-greedy white
men. The Arkansawyers of that day thought differently:
they wasted but little sympathy.



SEVEN
By brawling, Arkansas Achieves Satehood

HERE is in existence a letter, written by an Arkansawyer

who had become one of the pioneer gold-seekers in Cali-
forniain 1849, in which he compares the conditions that pre-
vailed in the mining camps of that lawless region to those
that existed in the Territory of Arkansas throughout the
early thirties. This statement is no exaggeration, as anyone
looking through the Arkansas newspapers of the early thir-
ties can testify. Brawls and duels were never more common;
they culminated in the furious election campaign of 1833,
remembered twenty years after, along with unprecedented
floods, aviolent epidemic of cholera, and the famous meteor-
shower of November 13, as having made that year full of
portents and of terrors.

In 1829, Miller's successor, the refined and accomplished
Izard, descendant of an aristocratic Huguenot family of
Charleston, South Carolina, suddenly died. This gave Presi-
dent Andrew Jackson hisfirst opportunity to sway the course
of Arkansas politics, and he took it to the full. He appointed
as governor John Pope of Kentucky, a tough and blunt
frontiersman, who, as we have seen, had but one hand. But
the real ruler of the Territory since the summer of 1819, the
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power behind both Miller and Izard, was the thirty-three-
year-old Robert Crittenden, of Kentucky, already known
to his intimates by the expressive nickname of "Cardinal
Wolsey" to symbolize both his power and his ambition. In
1829 he suddenly found himself thrust by Jackson's adminis-
tration out of office. And his soul thirsted for revenge.

Crittenden, it will be remembered, had, in 1827, got rid of
one opponent, Henry W. Conway, of Tennessee, by shooting
him; but a whole host of other Conways—sons of that re-
markable pioneer woman, Ann Conway, were ready to take
his place. A rising young lawyer, just twenty-seven years of
age, Ambrose H. Sevier, of Tennessee, had succeeded in
being elected delegate to Congress to replace Conway in
1828. When he came up for reelection in 1831, Crittenden
had promptly decided to oppose him. He had chosen as his
henchman Ben Desha, his second in the famous duel; and
Desha was instructed to raise against Sevier the issue of
possible statehood for the territory.

But in spite of this opposition, Sevier—known as "Don
Ambrosia" to his friends, and a tactful, diplomatic sort of
man—won out against Desha and Crittenden. And other
more deadly opponents of Crittenden's rule were coming into
the field. They consisted of the Conway faction, to be known
later as the Conway dynasty, who were ready to transform
the issue of the famous duel into a family feud. Behind them
stood, in close alliance, the crafty Ashley, nicknamed "Talley-
rand" by his Arkansas friends, who were good at giving nick-
names. Ashley had struck up an alliance with Woodruff, the
proprietor of the only newspaper in the territory. The op-
position to Crittenden was only waiting for an opportunity
to show its strength; and the appointment of Pope gave
the opportunity.

Crittenden had, for the moment, chosen to ignore the
threat to his power. He had built, in the winter of 1827-
1828, the first—and for a long time, the best—nbrick resi-
dence in Little Rock, a handsome one-story affair in the style
of the Greek revival, standing on a whole block of land at
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Cumberland and Chestnut streets, with slave-quarters,
kitchen, well-house, smoke-house and storehouse adjoining,
where he lived in fine style, dispensing wine, cigars, and
patronage to his numerous henchmen. But when he was
driven from office by Jackson, he found it impossible to go
on living at such a rate, and waited for a chance to get even
with his opponents. John Pope, in the meantime, lived in no
such style; he occupied a simple cabin at the edge of the
town, where an English traveller found him still living in
the winter of 1835-1836. This traveller did not see the Gov-
ernor—he was informed by Mrs. Pope that her husband
"was out in the woods looking for a sow and pigs belonging
to her that were missing.” A |l of which says much concerning
the Arkansas of that day, as well as of Pope and Crittenden.

The opportunity that Crittenden had sought soon came;
in 1831 Congress set aside ten sections of the best Arkansas
land to be sold by the territory, the proceeds to be devoted to
the erection of a suitable building for the territorial capitol.
Pope had already delivered his inaugural in the leaky shack
run up by the Austin Associates and was determined to
build something more appropriate and permanent. But
Crittenden saw in this move a chance to enrich himself, as
well as to reassert his power; he promptly induced the terri-
torial legislatureto bring in and vote a bill to exchange the
ten sections of land for his own brick house, which was de-
clared entirely suitable for a capitol. Pope vetoed the bill,
which Crittenden now recklessly boasted had been obtained
by offering to members of the legislature more than thirty
fine hams from his own smoke-house. Faced with Pope's stub-
born opposition, he went even further. He induced the legis-
lature to vote a petition to Congress, asking for Pope's re-
moval. Thiswas the signal for Ashley and his ally Woodruff
and his protege James Sevier Conway, brother of the Henry
Conway who had lost his life in the famous duel, to start
action. The Arkansas Gazette began to sound loud in-
nuendoes against "Cardinal Wolsey" and his "canvassed
hams."
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Meantime, Ambrose Sevier's conduct—he was connected
with the Conways by the fact that Ann Conway, mother of
them all, had been a Sevier before her marriage—was elabo-
rately investigated on the floor of Congress, and he was
forced to defend himself in a two-hour speech against a
charge of having stood by while one desperate character
shot another desperate character in the back, on the very
steps of a courthouse; and against another charge of having
visited a resort on the banks of the Arkansas where faro was
openly played. Pope, however, with frontier tenacity, stood
his ground. Jackson had refused to oust him, despite the
legislature's action. By January, 1833, enough money had
been obtained from the sale of the ten sections of land set
aside by Congress, to start construction on the new capitol.
Pope obtained a set of plans from Gideon Shyrock, of Ken-
tucky, and decided to start building at once. Ashley had for
sometimebeenunobtrusivelyatworkonhisoldrival ,William
Russell, of Saint Louis; and both now offered a site for the
new building at the foot of Center Street. Crittenden tried
to head this off by spreading rumors to the effect that this
spot had been the location of an old Indian burial ground,
and had been used later, in 1809, by some mysterious French
or Spanish gold-seeking expeditions—said to have been
headed by Jean Lafitte, the famous Louisiana pirate—for
the purpose of burying several of their own deceased mem-
bers in coffins hollowed out of logs. Pope remained unper-
turbed. It is said he replied simply, "We will build, then, a
monument to their memory."

In the summer of 1833, with the Arkansas River rising to
such heights as no white man had ever before seen, Crittenden
came out openly against Sevier; he asked the people of the
territory to elect him as their delegate to Congress, as a
vindication both of himself and of their legislature. The
sneers of Woodruff's Gazette and the references to the can-
vassed hams were now redoubled. But Crittenden had taken
care to have more than oral support. He had induced his
brother-in-law, Charles P. Bertrand, who had been born in
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New York in 1806, and who was known on account of his
citified ways and fine clothes, as "Beau Charley," to come to
Little Rock and start a rival newspaper, to be called the
Advocate. With him was soon associated Charles Fenton
Mercer Noland, a bold young gamecock from Kentucky
who had an itch for writing and who deserves mention here
as being, under the name of "Pete Whetstone," Arkansas's
pioneer humorist in the backwoods style later to be im-
mortalized by Mark Twain.

These newspapers, the Arkansas Gazette and the Advocate,
in the spring of 1833 began a series of violent attacks on
each other. A number of highly scurrilous letters, signed
"Devereux," detailing Pope's incompetence in office and his
partiality for the members of his own family, began to ap-
pear in the Advocate. To these Woodruff retorted, as he
best might, in the Gazette by referring continually to Crit-
tenden as the "canvassed ham" candidate. Tempers began to
run high, and it is said that the adherents of the two factions
refused, though members of the same congregation, to take
the sacrament together with their opponents. Knifings and
stabbings began to be common. Crittenden called on the
National Republicans and Sevier on the Democrats for their
support. So intense was the contest that Woodruff paid little
attention in his pages to the agitation that year in South
Carolina over Calhoun's attempt to nullify Jackson's tariff.
Woodruff thought that South Carolina's defiance was unde-
sirable from the standpoint of the interests of the newly-
developed western country where he lived, but that was all.

Crittenden's thoughtless boast that his hams had been suc-
cessful in getting the members of the legislature to vote for
his side was now working against him; the Gazette began to
brag that "Beau Charley," "Devereux," "Cardinal Wolsey"
and all their host were about to meet their Waterloo on elec-
tion day.

At this juncture, a new recruit, and one of surprising
energy and audacity, suddenly emerged from the back-
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woods and sprang recklessly to Crittenden's side. This was
an obscure young schoolteacher named Albert Pike, just
over twenty-three years of age. He had been living in a one-
room log schoolhouse on Little Piney Creek, in the wilds of
Pope County, teaching tow-headed mountaineer children
their A.B.C.'s, and being paid—if at all—in hogs. Mean-
while he had, as he later said, been writing heaps of poetry,
which he hoped would bring him fame later on. In this sum-
mer of 1833, his pen being idle and the school languishing,
he impulsively sent off a packet of manuscript to the Advo-
cate, Crittenden's newspaper. The packet consisted of a
series of quite imaginary "Intercepted Letters" purported
to be written by Sevier to Woodruff and to Ashley, and re-
vealing the misdeeds, real and imaginary, of the Democratic
party. These letters were signed "Casca," and immediately
became so famous that Crittenden himself mounted a horse
and sought out, by the obscure bridlepaths of the Ozarks,
their schoolmaster author. When he saw Pike he was so im-
pressed by the man's personality that, then and there, he
invited him to Little Rock to take a place on the editorial
staff of the Advocate.

In November the election took place to the accompani-
ment of the usual duels and challenges to duels. Pike himself
said, many years later, that it was after this contest that
duelling finally began to go out of fashion in Arkansas. But
there are records to show that quite frequently duels were
still fought up through the days of the Civil War, and oc-
casionally even later. No doubt Pike was right in believing
that duels were far more common during this election period
than at any later time.

For instance: About the time of the election, Pope's young
nephew inserted a card in the Gazette demanding to know
who had written the famous and scurrilous "Devereux" Let-
ters. His uncle had advised him to ignore these epistles,
which reflected on his own conduct; he had refused to do so.
To ignore such a public card would have been considered,
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in those days, the act of a coward; accordingly, Charles
Fen ton Mercer Noland, co-editor of the Advocate, promptly
replied, admitting his authorship.

A duel was then arranged with young Pope—though his
uncle still tried vainly to restrain him—as the challenger.
The spot chosen—since duels in the territory were supposed
to be still illegal—was a narrow strip of land at the head of
Long Prairie, on Red River, which was generally supposed
tolie outside the territory of Arkansasin the Mexican prov-
ince of Texas. The journey to the duelling grounds, under-
taken in the depth of the midwinter that followed the elec-
tion, wastediousand difficult. Bothpartiestravelledtogether,
on horseback, through one of the wildest regions of the
territory. At one halting place, Noland, along with the rest
of the party, was already in bed when the mail rider, ayouth
in dripping, mudstained clothes, entered and, throwing off
his wet garments, started to get into the bed, naked as he
was, with Noland. Not liking the idea of sharing his bed with
a naked, wet, and doubtless mud-grimed stranger, Noland
remarked, "L ook here, my friend, | have theitch,” to which
the boy promptly retorted, "That's nothing; I've got the
seven-year itch," and proceeded to enter the bed. As he got
into one side, Noland rolled out at the other and sat up all
the rest of the night in a chair.*

Farther along the road, at Washington, avillage of some
four hundred inhabitants in Hempstead County, Pope's sec-
ond became so ill with an inflamed sore throat that another
man had to be found to act as substitute. The duellers finally
reached the ground selected, on the fourth of February,
1834. The usual ten paces having been marked off, they
took up positions with the pistols in their hands. One of the
seconds then gave the words agreed upon: "Gentlemen, are
you ready? Fire, one, two, three, four." At the word "two,"
both pistols were discharged, the ball from Noland's pistol
going into Pope's left leg between the knee and the hip. Pope

* Noland himself did not fail to make use of this incident, somewhat
elaborated and embellished, in one of his "Pete Whetstone" 8£{%apers My
version is taken from W. F. Pope, Early Days in Arkansas, 1
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fell to the ground. Pope's substituted second thereupon
asked Noland, "Are you satisfied ?" to which the answer was,
"I am in the hands of my friends." Noland's second then
asked Pope's substituted second: "Ask your principal if he
is satisfied, since heisthe challenging party." But Pope, still
lying on the ground, answered, "No; | must have another
shot." He was then lifted to his feet and set in position; but
before he could fire a second time, he again fell to the ground.
The spectators now interposed and stopped the contest; but
Pope, with che ball still in hisleg, taken on atedious carriage
journey back to Little Rock over rough ground and in bad
weather, died slowly from the result, early in June of 1834*.

Another duel, happening in October, 1833, soon after the
great contest was over, at the corner of Main and Markham
streets in Little Rock itself, was for months afterward, we
are told, the talk of the town. The parties were Robertson
Childers, a Tennessee man prominent in law and in politics,
and, as we shall see later, host to Davy Crockett, and one
Stewart, a professional gambler. The duel arose out of a
quarrel at cards—not uncommon in those days, when a faro-
bank, by admission of Sevier himself on the floor of Congress
in Washington, was openly running without interference
close to the legislative seat of the territory. (As late as 1880,
| have been told, the mayor and aldermen of Little Rock, at
their sittings, sent out a messenger to ask the "bank next
door" to close down its operations while their meeting was
in progress.)

Childers and Stewart decided to dispense with all seconds,
surgeons, friends, or other paraphernalia, and agreed to
meet at opposite sides of the street on a certain hour, armed
with double-barreled shotguns loaded with buckshot, pistols,
and bowie knives. The shotguns were to be fired first and
then the pistols; if neither of these took effect, the two men
were to advance to the middle of the street and attack each
other with the knives.

A slightfleshwound in theleg for Childers, from the buck-
shot, was the only result from the gun and pistol shooting;
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and both men were already moving upon each other with
their bowie knives drawn, when a judge of the territorial
supreme court, Benjamin S. Johnson, highly respected by
all, happened to walk by and stopped the contest by summon-
ing gaping spectators to arrest the two men at once.

Truly, these people, thanks to the advent of the frontier-
born Jacksonian democracy on the American scene, were
growing up into the breed later made famous as "half-horse,
half-alligator" by no less an authority than Davy Crockett
himself. That fine frontiersman, who declared, "1 can whip
my weight in wildcats; | comb myself with the lightning; and
| drink up the Mississippi River when I'm dry," character-
ized them all. Crittenden, though he had so many people of
talent working in his favor throughout this campaign, lost
it finally by a margin of one thousand nine hundred and
thirty-six votes—a blow from which he never recovered, for
he died a br6ken man only a year later. And on December 13
of the same year, Ambrose H. Sevier, victorious candidate
for Congress, boldly introduced a bill in that body providing
for a census of the Arkansas population preparatory to their
admission as a state.

The next year, 1834, was notable chiefly for mass meet-
ings. County after county held demonstrations on behalf of
Arkansas's becoming a state. At Little Rock, the Fourth of
July was celebrated in the true old-fashioned American style,
with a banquet and floods of oratory. A program of this
celebration has come down to us. The day was opened with
a salute of artillery, fired by a local militia company; later
on the people assembled in the Presbyterian Church, the
only church building then standing. The exercises were
opened by prayer, followed by the reading of the Declaration
of Independence and an oration by the young Albert Pike.
After the benediction, the audience dispersed. In the evening,
the banquet took place—and the following toasts were set
down on the program: "The Day We Celebrate," "The Presi-
dent of the United States," "The Memory of Washington,
Adams, Jefferson, Monroe and Madison," "The Army and
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Nayy," "The Heroes of 1776," "Lafayette, The Hero of
the*Revolution,” "The West," "The Y outh of Our Country,"
“Ireland, the Country of Emmet, Curran, and Grattan,"
"Our Honorary Members," "Our Fair Countrywomen." To
this proud array were now added, "His Excellency, Honor-
able John Pope, Governor of Arkansas," "The Little Rock
Debating Society, the Nursery of the Future Statesmen and
Patriots of Arkansas,” "Honorable William S. Fulton,
Secretary of Arkansas," "The Rights of the States and of
the Union of States, may the heart of every true American
be devoted to the preservation of both,” "The American
People, may they enjoy the same freedom in 1894, as they
do at this day." To which a wag added this: "May we be
free, but not too free," a toast doubtless demanded by the
exalted condition of the audience at this time.

The community in which all this took place was a strange
one, uniting the characteristics of a virgin wilderness and
an untamed frontier. According to the invaluable letters
which young Hiram Whittington, who had come down to
assst Woodruff in his printing office, wrote to his brother
back in Boston from the fall of 1827 onwards, there were
about sixty buildings in Little Rock, six of them made of
brick, eight of frame, and the rest log cabins. There was a
school, called the Little Rock Academy, in one log hut, and
the territorial capitol building (which Whittington calls,
mistakenly, the State House) in another. Governor Pope de-
livering an address in this building once, during a rainstorm,
found the roof so leaky that he was obliged, during his
speech, to keep shifting his papers from side to side. Most of
the buildings stood near the Rock itself, between Markham
and Second, around the foot of Cumberland and Rock streets;
there were a straggling few, including Pope's own residence,
westward, near the foot of Center and Spring streets, where
was a good supply of water, and where the new territorial
capitol was now building. Women were notably scarce—
perhaps eight or ten married women, and some five or six
young girls, for a mae population of well over a hundred.
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Though young female partners were hard to come by, dances
were frequently held, and much drinking was indulged in.
In the summer there were frequent religious revivals held by
evangelists who penetrated this remote region by horseback
or on one of the rare steamboats. Whittington himself refers
to one such revival, which seems to have touched him; he
stayed on in Arkansas, although unable to find any young
woman to be his wife; and in 1835 he migrated as pioneer
settler to Hot Springs, still writing half humorously and
frequently to his brother about his difficulties as a bachelor.
At one time he seems to have canvassed the possibility of
taking a squaw from the Cherokee Settlements above Dar-
denelle; but he finally went back to Boston, obtained a wife,
and settled down in Arkansas for good. His letters cast a
strong, if perhaps sometimes humorously exaggerated light
on the characteristics of the period.

WhileaH thiswasgoingoninArkansas, themuch-agitated
question of Texas independence rose into prominence. Ste-
phen F. Austin, after his father's death in 1820, had become
the chief American colonizer in these lands beyond the
United States boundary. He had handled, since 1824, the
various revolutionary governments of the M exican Republic
with supreme skill, and, ten yearslater, had under his control
eighteen thousand colonists, over whose lives and destinies he
ruled as supreme autocrat. The Mexican population, center-
ing around San Antonio, was already outnumbered four to
one. Since Austin had discouraged lawlessness from the start,
and had shown great diplomatic skill in obtaining concessions
from the M exican Government, his colony had already begun
to attract settlers from abroad, notably Germans who now
began to make their appearance on the southwestern border
in considerable numbers. Vast tracts of fertile black bottom
lands were left untenanted in southern Arkansas by settlers
eager to take advantage of the favorable terms which Austin
offered to all comers. B ut since the new advent of Santa Anna
to power in 1831, further immigration of Protestants had
suddenly been strictly forbidden by the government of M ex-
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ico; and the Austin colonists had become more and more
discontented with the Mexican administration. Plots were
now openly hatching to throw off all Mexican control and to
proclaim Texan independence, and at the centre of those
plots stood a strange man who lived for atime in Arkansas.

This was Sam Houston, ex-Governor of Tennessee, a man
six feet six inches tall, engaging and handsome, who had
ended a reckless early career as Jacksonian partisan in 1829
by fleeing from his newly-wedded wife and office, and by
taking refuge among the Cherokees in the Indian Territory.
Here he had acquired a squaw, Talahina, who died a year
later, and had lived as an Indian, being known among his
tribesmen by two significant Indian names, which were, we
are told, "The Raven,” and "Big Drunk." On his flight
across Arkansas Territory, an episode had taken place which
casts much light not only on Houston but on the character
of the backwoodsmen then inhabiting the territory.

At Lewisburg, afrontier settlement some twenty-five miles
up the Arkansas River from Little Rock, close to the present-
day town of Conway, there lived a frontier lawyer by the
name of John Linton, apparently an old acquaintance of
Houston's, who, like al | the old frontier lawyers of that time,
was largely self-taught, full of mispronounced L atin quota-
tions, and—in his case, at least—had put a checkered past
behind him. He was a fugitive from a jail sentence back in
Virginia. To him now came Sam Houston, another fugitive;
and Linton was easily persuaded, over tall glasses of corn
whisky, to accompany Houston to Fort Smith, a hundred
and twenty miles away. So he mounted on his horse Buce-
phalus (a name which he pronounced "Buck-a-full-os") and
escorted Houston to the frontier of the Indian Territory.
The rest can be told only in the words of John Hallum,
Arkansas historian of 1887, whose magnificent frontier elo-
quence is inimitable in its own way:

"Here in the face of opportunity, they could no longer
restrain themselves; the ardent was plentiful, and they cele-
brated the orgies of Bacchus in roaring style; tip after tip
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and cup after cup soon attested their unrivaled accomplish-
ments in that line, at that shrine. They soon became generous
rivals for championship at the hilarious shrine of the wine-
god. Houston suggested that an offering, meet and appro-
priate, be made, indicative of the highest regard for Ancient
Bacchus; andLintonsaid: "I fitisanythingwithintherange
of human possibilities, | am ready to sacrifice and atone to
the God.'

"This sacrifice consisted in pulling off and consigning all
their wearing apparel to theflames. Linton heroically fol-
lowed Houston's lead until his shirt, the last garment, struck
the flames; he snatched that out, but Houston chided him
for reneging, and he returned it to the flames. There each
stood in alog cabin with dirt floor, face to face, in a state of
nature. Linton was a stranger, away from home, without
friends or money; and was forced to wrap up in a blanket
and retire to a straw bed. Houston's servant had another
suit for him, and soon repaired the loss and, before his master
had recovered from the spree, had him in the saddle on the
way to Fort Gibson. When Linton recovered consciousness,
Houston was forty miles away. ... It was several days be-
fore succor came. Linton always dreaded mention of this
episode, but Madam Linton never 'let up on him' while he
lived. She often begged him to be careful and avoid the com-
pany of 'big folks," lest he should become inspired again to
sacrifice to heathen gods, and to burn his shirt."

All duringthisflight from civilization, Houston seems to
have preferred nudity to clothing. It has also been stated
of him, that he stopped at Little Rock for atime, at atavern,
before reaching Lewisburg, and that the members of the
territorial supreme court decided to call upon him. On reach-
ing the tavern, they were asked to go upstairs to ex-Governor
Houston's room, which they did, only to find the future hero
of the Battle of San Jacinto lying on the bed, without a
stitch of clothing on his massive body.

By 1832, thefit of drunken despair which had sent Houston
off into the territory of the Cherokees, seems to have burnt
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itself out; and he was rational enough to visit Washington
—itis said in full Indian regalia—where he again found
his old hero, Andrew Jackson. Jackson befriended him and
insisted on buying him a white man's suit. Houston there-
upon returned to white men's ways after long walking the
Indian's road. In the fall of 1833, this mysterious man, now
aged forty, reentered Arkansas, apparently possessed of
much money and, according to one who then saw him, "riding
a splendid bay horse. His saddle and bridle were of the most
exquisite M exican workmanship, and were elaborately orna-
mented with solid silver plates and buckles. He was enveloped
inaM exican poncho, whichwas richly ornamented.” Such an
attire betokened nothing less than a gambler, in those days;
and the word got around that Houston was, in fact, a dev-
otee of cards, spending his waking hours in the study of faro
and seven-up.

Houston was indeed a gambler, but for higher stakes than
anyone supposed. The object of his gamble was the whole of
Texas. Secret meetings were held, in the dead of night, at
Washington, the capital seat of Hempstead County, where
a persistent legend has it that Houston first met Stephen
Austin. Rifles began to appear in southwest Arkansas in
even larger numbers than common; and by 1834 a consider-
able band of individuals, gathering from the states east of
the Mississippi, were settled around Washington for the
alleged purpose of buying up the government lands; and
very soon thereafter public meetings were held in various
eastern cities by the "friends of Texan independence" to
obtain funds for the furtherance of Houston's new project.

President Jackson, though it is quite likely he had origi-
nally started Houston off by Iending him money, promptly
disavowed the movement. It would not do to provoke an
open war with Mexico. But Houston kept on, and in Oc-
tober, 1835, the American settlers, with the aid of hisrifles,
drove the Mexican forces out of the country in the short
space of two and a half months. At the end of that year,
Antonio Lopez de Santa Anna, ruler of Mexico and ablest
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general of the Republic, recrossed the Rio Grande going
northward at the head of over five thousand men, bent on
reconquering the refractory Anglo-Saxons who had flouted
his authority by declaring themselves independent of his
rule.

What fired the Arkansawyers more than anything else
and caused them finally to make the cause of Texan inde-
pendence their own was the sudden appearance of the re-
doubtable David Crockett in Little Rock, with six or eight
companions from Tennessee, on November 12, 1835, on his
way south to render aid to the uprisen Texans in their fight
for independence from Mexico. By this time Crockett, now
nearly fifty, had already become a legendary figure every-
where on the western frontier. He was known to thousands
in the mountains of Tennessee, Kentucky, the Carolinas,
Missouri, and Arkansas, as the backwoodsman par excellence,
heir to* the great tradition of Daniel Boone. Innumerable
tales were told of his prowess in hunting, of the deadliness
of his rifle "Betsy," of his amazing exploits which far out-
rivalled those of other folk-heroes, such as the "King of
Keel boatmen," Mike Fink, or that later lumberjack, Paul
Bunyan. It was said that he had been cradled in a snapping-
turtle's shell, with awildcat's skin for apillow. A pair of elk
horns hung over the cradle, with an alligator-skin atop. It
was said that he owned a pet bear, named "Death Hug," and
that, mounted on this bear's back, he had often forded rivers
and ridden off to hunt buffalo. It was said that he had once
wrung the tail off a comet, and that he could stand in front
of a tree and, by merely grinning, bring down a raccoon—
or even a panther—from it. Now he was here, actually on
Arkansas soil, and on his way to Texas, having been de-
cisively defeated for Congress in Tennessee only the year
before by the Jacksonian party, whom he had dared to op-
pose, and by their candidate, the wooden-legged old pioneer,
Adam Huntsman, whom he always sardonically referred to
as "Adam Timbertoes."

Whether the story be true or not that the delegation of
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Little Rock citizens, headed by Robertson Childers, who
went to call on Davy at his hotel, found him out in the back-
yard skinning a deer he had just shot a few miles out of
town; whether Crockett promptly greeted this delegation
with the remark that he had made this animal "turn ends at
two hundred yards," is not material. The fact remains that
Crockett had to act in character—and this sort of exploit
was j ust what the frontiersmen of Arkansas expected of him.
Only the most expert of shots could make a running deer go
head over hedls in a somersault at two hundred yards. After
being assured that "there were no United States marshals
about,” Davy, it is said, consented to take part in an im-
promptu banquet to be held that night in his honor; and he
delivered himself of atypical Crockett speech, talking freely
of his career in politics, his refusal to wear a collar inscribed,
"This dog belongs to Andy Jackson." The audience were
entranced; even the rigidly Jacksonian Gazette unbent the
next day to recognize his presence among the Arkansawyers.
Then Davy, buckskin hunting-shirt, coonskin cap, rifle and
all, rode off to Texas, to meet a heroic death within the
walls of the Alamo, along with James Bowie, Barrett Travis,
and a hundred and eighty other heroic souls, while Santa
Anna's army of fivethousand outside the walls blew the call
for no quarter on their bugles, late in February, 1836.

By April, whilethe Arkansawyers watched anxiously and
many a frontiersman, oiling his rifle, slipped across the
frontier to join in the fight, Sam Houston at the head of
less than a thousand untrained men, retreating across the
Texas plains, suddenly turned on his adversary at the
Prairie of San Jacinto, close to Buffalo Bayou—and in
twenty minutes had Santa Anna's entire army and Santa
Annahimself at his mercy. By amiracle, Texas was now free.
In the next ten years, it could boast of thirty thousand in-
habitants—so great was the rush for the fertile lands of the
Lone Star Republic.

Meantime, the fight to make Arkansas a state had gone on.
Sevier, during his term in Congress from 1833 to 1835 had
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not failed to press the matter, but Congress took no action.
Sevier stood again for Congress in 1835, unopposed, on the
sole platform of making Arkansas a state and of calling a
convention to frame a constitution without waiting for Con-
gress to decide upon statehood. Despite the last-minute op-
position of Governor Fulton, successor to Pope, his cause
won the day.

On June 15, 183G, after an all-night sitting of the House
to consider the new constitution, which had been hurriedly
transmitted to Sevier, the bill to admit Arkansas as a state
was voted and signed by Andrew Jackson. On the following
Fourth of July, Sevier returned in triumph from Washing-
ton to find the citizens of the small village of Little Rock
hanging out their flags and preparing to illuminate the half-
constructed streets, in honor of the news they had just re-
ceived. Arkansas was now a state, with all the proud privileges
of statehood. The frontier stage of its history was nearly
over and done with; and in another fifteen years tales of big
bears, of bowie knives, of enraged buffalo chasing hunters
around a lone tree, of frontier brawls, and of travellers on
lonely roads looking for some sort of shelter for the night,
ceased to be common folklore and became art products. They
were replaced by other stories: of California goklfields, of
perilous trips over the Santa Fe Trail or across country
from Fort Smith, of wild exploits in the Mexican War. But
the fury over elections which began with Crittenden's last
contest in 1833 went on; it persisted even up to fairly recent
years. | have talked with several Arkansawyers, still hale
and hearty, who remember clearly seeing the great torch-
light procession, held to celebrate Cleveland's victory, which
marched through the Little Rock streets on a November
night in 1884. That was a rip-roaring occasion. The entire
populationturned outto seeit, hailingasit did the return of
the Democratic party to power after twenty-four years in
the wilderness. Blaine—Blaine—"that animated liar from
the State of Maine," no doubt was given a good Arkansas
roasting from a crowd lit up in more ways than one. There
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was aso some excitement |ater, especially in 1896, as | recall,
over Bryan. But when Woodrow Wilson came to be the next
Democratic president elected in 1912, torchlight processions,
as a means of registering popular joy, were already fading
out, along with the horse and buggy, dear to the older gen-
eration; and popular enthusiasm since then, in Arkansas as
elsewhere, has been manifested most frequently at college
football games.



EIGHT
The Fine Arkansas Gentlemen and

Zheir 'Day

N 1835 the population of Arkansas, destined the next year
I to be a state, was 51,809. By 1840 it was nearly double,
the national census of that year showing 97,574. Little Rock,
chartered as a city since 1835, had, so far, only 1,500 in-
habitants; but it was a city nevertheless. The six brick houses
which Whittington had seen in it had been supplemented by
at least four others, all two-storied affairs with high ceilings
and columns in front, lying for the most part—except for
Ashley's magnificent mansion which faced the steamboat
wharf and the river—out on the southern edge of town,
where plenty of acreage was accessble and buildings were
not st close together. Thiswas in keeping with the Southern
aristocratic tradition of Natchez and elsewhere; and for the
twenty-five years from statehood to the Civil War, "the fine
Arkansas gentlemen" who had Southern leanings and lived
in such houses, largely ruled the state.

In addition to thesefineresidences, Little Rock had, from
1839 onwards, a theatre (though the original building
erected for that purpose blew down in a windstorm after
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only ayear's service), two or three churches, avisiting circus,
a Federal arsenal, horse-racing, and occasional fireworks
displays. Well might the editor of the Gazette declare, "We
have now in about the twentieth year of the existence of
Little Rock, all the amusements and recreations of an old
and settled community.” Stagecoaches ran, more or less
regularly, to Arkansas Post and to Hot Springs; and in 1841
the whole edifice of civilization was crowned by the building
of the Anthony House, a fine two-story structure of brick
with "a dining room sixty feet long, two parlors, twenty-
eight bedrooms, a bar, baggage and store-rooms, kitchen,
laundry, meat house, ice house, servants' quarters, a stable
and carriage house,” which became—as we shall see—the
most famous hotel in Arkansas, till it burned down in 1875.

Notable figures, apart from the Conways, the Seviers, and
the Johnsons—all interconnected by marriage—who ruled
the state politically, began duly to make their appearance
at other places than in Little Rock. Captain Bonneville,
garly explorer of the remote West, settled down near Fort
Smith, to be interviewed and immortalized by Washington
Irving. The house he built there is still standing. At Hot
Springs, from sufficiently humble beginnings, Hiram Whit-
tington grew into a man of prominence and fortune. At Van
Buren, in the summer of 1839, Josiah Gregg, notable his-
torian of the Santa Fe Trail, made a temporary but im-
portant appearance, to lead a party of eighteen men and
forty wagons straight across the dreaded Comanche country
to Santa Fe, and from thence on to Chihuahua. The oldest
house now in Helena, still owned by its original family, was
put up by 1850. But these were as nothing in comparison
with the group of residences of lawyer-politicians living
around Little Rock.

The State Capitol building was now finished; and already
gone were the days when half-a-dozen prominent citizens
could, for a wager, attempt to ride their horses up its in-
terior spiral staircase. Even more remote were the days
when a native could say to one of the territorial governors:
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"Oh everybody here does about as he pleases, anyway; and
we get along just as well when the governor is away as we
do when he is here." There was now printed a digest of
Arkansas laws and statutes; and politics, as a career to
follow, appealed to the most wealthy and the best connected,
as in other parts of the South.

Although the scandalous affairs of the Real Estate Bank
had culminated in 1839 in the suspension of all specie pay-
ments, the whole financial standing of the community had
been decently concealed by the directors of that institution,
who formed themselves into a committee of trustees to
liquidateit, and who successfully staved off all investigations
till the later forties. Otherwise the state was prospering.
Except for the cotton-gin and the steamboat, it operated
still on a handicraft economy. Railroads there were none;
the firstfthrough track between Little Rock and Memphis
was not begun till 1854 and not completed till after the Civil
War, in 1871—after seventeen years of suspense, as the
papers then said. Telegraphs were unknown until the first
line came in 1860. The sewing machine appeared as a novelty,
in the fifties.

Luxuries, such as fine beaver hats, silk dresses, wines,
books, were confined to Little Rock and to a few other places
accessible to steamboat and stagecoach travel; they did not
penetrate far into the backwoods. In the eastern half of the
state, in the rich river bottoms, the one-crop cotton economy
of the old Southern planter was gradually built up, staffed
by a slave population rising to a hundred and ten thousand
by 1860; but in the Ozark section, the population was and
has remained white, consisting altogether of independent
dirt farmers. Squatters in remote spots were still fairly com-
mon; the famous story of the "Arkansas Traveller,” first
told by Sandford C. Faulkner, who was good at both fiddling
and telling a story, sprang from these days. It is said that
thefinest hotel in New Orleans kept a room which was always
reserved for "Colonel" Faulkner whenever he made a visit;
and on its door was a silver plate bearing the title "The Ar-
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kansas Traveller,"” so famed was this story. Other rooms in
the same hotel were similarly reserved for other notable Ar -
kansawyers; to visit New Orleans, famous for eating, luxury,
and culture, was still the goal of almost every native's dream.

Seen in retrospect from the lean and haggard days that
followed after the Civil War, this was the golden age in
Arkansas, though few of those who survived the War and
Reconstruction would, probably, have really cared to live in
it. Now was the time when Memphis grew from a keel-boat
landingwith afew "doggeries" close by, to aflourishing city;
when Napoleon, at the mouth of the Arkansas, was equally
flourishing, boasting of a large United States Marine hos-
pital before being swept without a trace into the river in a
few gigantic nights of flood; when two hunters, in less than
an hour, killed nine hundred passenger pigeons on Fourche
Bar, a few miles below Little Rock; when passengers who
wished to make the trip to the capital city in most comfort
and safety took the steamboat from Montgomery's Point up
the White River for one hundred and forty miles to Rock
Roe (now Clarendon) near the sluggish and swampy Cache
River, and then transferred to the easy, thrice-weekly stage-
coach that crossed the Grand Prairie, sixty-three miles to
Little Rock. The journey was then made in only thirty-six
hours. This was, above all, the flood-tide of western expan-
sion: when thefieldsaround Van Buren were white with tents
of companies organizing to go to California, and when—in
the fall of 1850—the keeper of the toll-gate bridge across
Bayou Meto, twelve miles northeast of Little Rock, counted
no less than fifteen hundred and twenty-nine "waggons, car-
riages, vehicles, and ox-carts" passing westward between
September and January.

The episodes of the Mexican War and of the California
gold rush were just exciting enough to stir up the Aikan-
sawyers. These and the continual talk that went on about the
Mormons—who had attempted to colonize Missouri as early
as 1833 and of whom no one approved—kept the minds of
the natives keenly interested in the development of the West.
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From 1850 onward, the Southern States took the lead in
projecting atranscontinental railroad to run to the Pacific.
Although nothing practical was done, numerous public
meetings were held on the subject and resolutions voted. Mass
meetings and railroad conventions were held during the
same period in Arkansas; from 1850 onward the tide of
western emigration was so great that the hotels at all princi-
pal places were crowded to overflowing, and not a single
house was unoccupied in Little Rock. The wharves at Little
Rock, Pine Bluff, Fort Smith were packed with steamers;
as many as twelve boats arrived and departed in a single
week; but near the Little Rock landing, Ashley's celebrated
band of Negroes no longer played, the "Senator" having
died in Washington in 1848. Gone, too, was Ambrose H.
Sevier, who died after having well served the United States
in the negotiations with Mexico which led to the Treaty of
Guadalupe Hidalgo. But the Conways and the Johnsons,
who had come into power with Crittenden's early downfall,
still ruled the state as the leading Democratic political dy-
nasty, though much disliked by the Whigs. Their final tri-
umph was in 1852, when Elias W. Conway was elected over
his "independent” opponent to serve until 1860.

Foremost among the Arkansawyers of the period, for his
intellectual attainments no less than for his political and
military exploits, must be set the commanding figure of
Albert Pike. We have already seen him, as an obscure back-
woods schoolteacher, coming to Little Rock to help edit the
Advocate, at Crittenden's instigation, during the famous
campaign of 1833. But before that date Pike already had
behind him a career of adventure and excitement. Born at
Newburyport, Massachusetts, in the year 1809, Pike had
for atime, it appears, attended Harvard, but had been forced
to give up a college career because of poverty and had taught
ina primary school. He had left Boston for the West in the
spring of 1831, to arrive in Saint Louis that summer and to
join atrading expedition under the leadership of the famous
Charles Bent, which with ten ox-wagons set out over the
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Santa Fetrail in August. In November, the expedition ar-
rived at Taos, where Pike met Bill Williams, one of the most
celebrated of the early "mountain men,” trader, trapper,
Indian scout, and plainsman extraordinary. Pike then went
back to Santa Fe, where he remained for ten months, accord-
ing to the best account, and then left again, from Taos prob-
ably, in the company of a considerable number of mounted
trappers who proposed to cross the plains directly in the
late summer or early fall of the following year, 1832.

About the adventures of this party, Pike himself was dis-
posed to romance in later years; he appears (though un-
doubtedly he had already felt theitch to write), to have kept
no record at the time, and to have relied on an uncertain
memory later in writing about what had happened. But there
is little reason to doubt that he went, as he says, with some
part of the party—others had already turned back or taken
a different route—down the Pecos to the Bosque Redondo,
about forty miles north of the site of the present city of
Roswell, New Mexico, which was reached in sixteen days;
and from there struck directly across the Staked Plains to
the upper Red River, in aland that to this day is cut deeply
by winding canyons and is well equipped with thorny thickets.
At that time it was the very heart of the dreaded Comanche
country; but Pike's party rode directly across the dangerous
territory and, though nearly "rubbed out" by the Indians,
reached Fort Smith by December, 1832.

"Falstaff's ragged regiment was nothing to us,” Pike
wrote later. "1 had on a pair of leather pantaloons, scorched
and wrinkled by fire, and full of grease; an old grimy jacket
and vest; a pair of huge moccasins, in the mending of which
| had expended all my skill during the space of two months,
and in so doing had disposed upon them a whole shot-pouch;
a shirt made of what is commonly called counterpane which
had not been washed since | left Santa Fe, and to crown it
all, my beard and mustacios had never been trimmed through-
out the entire trip." But, doubtless, there were compensa
tions. The packs of valuable beaver "plews" that the party
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carried st them up for a while, at least; though, as we have
already seen, Pike soon enough reverted to the condition of a
rural schoolteacher in Pope County, by the summer of the
next year. Apparently the hardships and perils of the trip
had cured him of too much taste for travel under the hard
conditionsthen prevailing.

In 1834 there was published in Boston the first of his
literary works, the now exceedingly rare Prose Sketches and
Poems written in the Western Country, the preface to which
is dated "Arkansas Teritory, May 1, 1833." The book, un-
doubtedly the very first ever written by a man of consider-
able talent who realized to the full the local color of New
Mexican life and scenery, was later supplemented by severa
articles published in Boston periodicals around 1835 and
1836. Prose Sketches is obviously the work of a young man
of talent, eager to discover new material and capable of
making *a good deal out of it when discovered. The prose
pieces are, undoubtedly, more interesting than the poems,
which betray only too clearly the malign influenceof Byron
and Shelley. One of them, and that the longest, "Ariel," said
to have been written on the prairie itself, is a complete
pastiche from several of Shelley's poems, notably "The
Witch of Atlas." So deep is the gloomy Byronism of several
others, such as "Lines Written on the Rocky Mountains,"
"Moon in Santa Fe," "Taos," that one is amost led to sup-
pose Pike to have fled from New England as the result of
an early love affair which had turned out unfavorably.

It is probable that from the time of his arrival at Fort
Smith Pike cultivated the long flaming locks and the uncut
beard that distinguished him in later years. A great many of
the worthies of the old West (down to the days of Buffalo
Bill Cody) had the same habit of wearing their hair long and
their beards uncut, since neither could be easily shorn or
shaven, while living among the Indians; and some of them
$=m to have done so deliberately, the better to impress the
redskins. Whether Pike actually acquired his flowing locks
and his Jove-like beard earlier than the Civil War, | do not
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know: but there is no doubt that he was aman of commanding
physical appearance and that he dominated from the start
the frontier community in which his life was henceforth cast.

By 1836 he was already weary of his editorship of the
Advocate and of partaking in the violent political squabbles
of Little Rock; and during that year he retired from this
task and obtained a license to practice law. He had already
married, in 1834, Mary AnnHamilton, avivacious brunette,
daughter of an early settler at Arkansas Post and, as it
afterwards developed, a woman of violent and ungovernable
temper. But his friends back in Boston kept urging him,
apparently against his own inclinations, to make further
attempts at literary fame; and accordingly, in August, 1838,
he sent off to John Wilson, editor of Blackwood's Magazine
in Edinburgh, Scotland, a man famous then and later as a
critic under his pen-name of "Christopher North," no less
than nine long poems, some six hundred lines in all, entitled
"Hymns to the Gods," which he had written between 1829
and 1830 and revised later. These, along with a covering
letter, completely disarming in its tone, made their arrival
at Edinburgh before the close of the year; and Wilson
promptly published in full the strange contributions that
had reached him "as a testimonial of respect offered by a
resident in southwestern forests,” and added to them this
brief note: "These fine hymns which entitle their author to
take his place in the highest order of his country's poets,
reached me only a week or two ago."

This, in itself, should have been enough to encourage Pike
to persist; but the fact remains that he did not do so. To the
last of hislife, he remained only occasionally and sporadically
apoet; and the world has not endorsed "Christopher North's"
verdict, rendered, it may be, hastily and summarily by avery
busy man who was probably quite unaware of what was
going on in America, who was, in fact, engaged at the time
in weeding out from Tennyson's earliest poems the self-same
influences of Byron and Shelley that betrayed themselves
only too clearly in Pike's efforts. The "Hymns to the Gods"
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reveal that Pike had read very extensively in the romantic
poets | have mentioned; and that, like the earliest Keats, he
depended far too heavily on Lempriere's Classical Dictionary.
America—country to which Pike, after all, belonged—
simply appears nowhere in these poems. They are skillful
exercises in rhetoric rather than transcripts from actual ex-
perience.

Asayounglawyer Pikerapidly prospered; and in 1840 we
find him, in company with Chester Ashley, Absalom Fowler,
and William Woodruff, putting up one of the finest resi-
dences in early Little Rock. By 1851 his restless and dis-
satisfied temperament drove him to announce that he was
meditating on settling in New Orleans, which he no doubt
thought a better field for his talents; by the winter of 1852—
1853 he was already visiting Washington. But even before
that date he had done two things which were essentia for
any Southern gentleman of the old school. He had shown
an interest in military affairs and had volunteered for awar;
and he had taken part in a famous duel.

Military affairs were familiar to the Arkansawyers from
the start, for shortly after the territory became a state in
1836, Andrew Jackson had withdrawn all troops from the
Indian Territory in order to fight his long-drawn-out war
with the Seminoles, who, under their chief Osceola, were
being driven by the United States to extermination in the
Everglades. As soon as the troops were withdrawn from
the Indian Territory, the Comanches, Pawnees, and Kiowas
westward attacked the Choctaw, Cherokee, and Chickasaw
settlements. Arkansas was requested by Jackson to raise a
regiment of mounted volunteers; and this regiment remained
in service at Fort TowsQn, on the Red River, till 1837.

In the fall of that year of statehood, Albert Pike—not to
be outdone by his competitor Fowler, who had raised the
first company for this service in the Indian Territory—had
himself organized another company of Arkansas Artillery.
Equipped with two six-pounder field guns, this company,
which seams never to have left Little Rock, was in great de-
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mand for parades and displays, and became expert at drilling,
either ahorse or afoot. To the citizens it was always known
as "Pike's Artillery." The uniform worn in winter, we are
told, consisted of a full suit of black broadcloth, the coats
being of the swallow-tailed variety, faced with red. A wide
gold band of braid ran down the seams of the trousers; and
the headgear were shakos of black beaver, with red pompons.
In the summer the company wore gray blouses with red
trimmings, white duck trousers, and gray fatigue caps.
Guns, sabres, and muskets were all furnished by the state;
but the uniforms, as well as the horses, no doubt, are said to
have been provided by the members themselves.

At the head of such a company, Albert Pike, with hislong
hair and beard, must have looked and behaved like a god;
and everyone was, quite properly, in ecstasies over him. He
was, by this time, in much demand as an orator on important
social occasions; he was known as a poet; he was one of the
most prominent lawyers in the state; and except for the fact
that he seems to have completely eschewed politics after
1833, he was the most eminent man in Arkansas, with a fine
house containing a large and extensive library, much bor-
rowed by his neighbors and friends. In 1843, he advertised
in the Gazette that no less than eighteen of its books were
missing—mostly novels. In the same year, the old burying-
ground of Mount Holly, at his request, was officially given
toLittle Rock as its first cemetery.

I do not know whether—though known as a Whig—Pike
took any part in the riotous election campaign of 1840, the
famous "log-cabin and hard-cider campaign,” when a big
canoe, brought down from Batesville in sections, was sol-
emnly paraded through the streets of Little Rock, with a
log cabin at the prow, upon the roof of which was perched a
liveraccoon—all followed by ahuge crowd chanting "Tippe-
canoe and Tyler, too,” and "Van, Van is a used-up man."
Despite this campaign, the first in which such publicity
methods were used, the Arkansawyers remained obstinately
Democratic; and Pike apparently did not commit himself
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too far in support of the Whigs. By 1843, when Woodruff
founded the first circulating library in Arkansas, Pike's
neighbors may have been finally persuaded to stop rifling his
library: so all about him was peace and content.

Three years later, early in 1846, Pike proudly named, in
a poem that has come down to us, five oaks that stood on the
lawn of his home at Chestnut (later Seventh) and Rock
streets, after his five children. The tallest one was named
for Hamilton, "our little manly boy,” who survived his
father; the second, for Walter, a merry, affectionate imp of
mischief, who was killed in the Civil War; the third, "for
our silent little girl, the quiet Isadore, who sits demurely
working at her doll's new pinafore.” Isadore died, by her
own hand, after she had accompanied her father to Memphis
on his last flight from the state, in 1869. The fourth was for
"blue-eyed Lilian, the merriest of all," who aso survived her
fatherf and the smallest was for the newly-born baby, named
Albert. Thislast, on May 16, 1858, was drowned, at the age
of twelve, while swimming in the Arkansas River and is now
buried with two later-born infants in Mount Holly Ceme
tery at Little Rock.

When my father first took me, a child of three, to the
"old Pike place,” in the late summer of 1889, there were
considerably more than five immense oaks on the lawn there,
including stumps; and my youthful ingenuity was much
taxed to find out which of these magnificent trees, far older
than the house itself, were the ones that Pike had named
after his five children. The old brick pigeon house, from
which the "hundred snowy doves' had emerged "to settle on
the grass" in the same poem, was still in existence, though
disused; it has long since followed most of the oaks and all of
the Pike children into oblivion. Also gone now, though out-
lasting my own childhood, was the name "lsadore Pike,"
scratched carefully with a diamond upon the pane of an
upstairs window; but the legends of that place are still
poignant in my memory. It was said that one of the Pike
children had either jumped or fallen into a heap of burning



The Fine Arhansas Gentlemen 119

leaves on the lawn and been burned to death; it wes said
that silver, buried since the Civil War, might still be found
somewhere by digging; it was said that Mrs. Pike, in her
last years, had once become so angry with a Negro servant
who was brushing out her hair, as to drive the girl to leap
out of the central window upstairs and break her leg on the
downstairs verandah floor; it was said that the old lady's
ghost had been frequently seen in the library downstairs,
rocking herself in acertain rocking chair. All this, no doubt,
served to color my youthful imagination.

This, however, is anticipating my story. In May, 1846,
soon after Pike had written this poem, the United States
finally went to war with Mexico over the disputed question
of the Rio Grande boundary—Texas had been formally an-
nexed in March of the year before—and this event, which
stirred Arkansas as it did the nation, directly led to the first
of awhole series of events which produced, in the end, Pike's
famous duel.

News that the United States was actually at war with the
neighbor Republic reached Little Rock early in May. On
the twenty-seventh of that month, the governor, Thomas S.
Drew, an honest backwoods farmer who had come down from
Vermont to Batcsville, and who lived there in a log cabin
before being pitchforked into politics by the reigning
Conway-Johnson dynasty, issued a proclamation calling for
the formation of a regiment of cavalry to serve in Mexico
and for five companies of infantry to take the place of the
troops on the Indian border, now all ordered south by old
"Rough and Ready," Zachary Taylor. By June 19, eight
companies of this mounted regiment had already been
formed at Little Rock and supplied with arms from the ar-
send built there five years before, by the United States gov-
ernment.

Albert Pike, you may be sure, commanded one of these
companies, called "TheLittle Rock Guards"; Solon Borland
—as violent a Democrat as Pike was a Whig—commanded
another, also drawn from Pulaski County; and among other
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companies, the name of John S. Roane, Captain of "The
Van Buren Avengers," stood out. Flags—bearing in the
case of Pike's company the appropriate motto of "Up
Guards and At 'Em"—had already been embroidered by
patriotic ladies and presented. And no less a person than
Archibald Y ell of Fayetteville, the leading Democratic con-
gressman for the state, had resigned his seat in Congress
and come south to enlist as a private in Solon Borland's
company.

By June 28, four companies took the military road south-
west to Washington, which was the point where all were to
assemble: by July 10, all ten companies were there, and pro-
ceeded to the election of officers. It is noteworthy that, in this
election, Pike was passed over. Archibald Yell was chosen
colonel, John S. Roane lieutenant colonel, and Solon Bor-
land major. Pike, despite his flowing locks and Jove-like
presence, remained a simple captain. The regiment moved
on to San Antonio, where it arrived at the end of August.
Pike was presumably annoyed at the way his name had been
passed over. In any case, after arrival at San Antonio, his
company, along with another, was detached from the regi-
ment and put under an independent command.

On October 10 the Arkansas regiment, with other troops,
crossed the Rio Grande. Meanwhile the Polk administration
in Washington had been having its own troubles. The war
was already proving so unpopular over large sections of the
country that its tenure of office was threatened. The Whigs,
sensing their advantage, were already plotting to nominate
no less a person than General Zachary Taylor, who had al-
ready taken Monterrey. And Taylor, blunt and tactless as he
was, had openly criticized the way the war had been handled
and had let it be known that he would not decline the nomi-
nation. Moreover, Santa Anna, the most shifty master of
intrigue as well as the best general that Mexico had, whom
the war had found in exile at Havana, had been allowed to
slip back to his country, where he had promptly forgotten
all his promises to Polk's agents and was now engaged in
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raising a really good army. It was decided to detach troops
from Taylor and put them under the command of Winfield
Scott for an expedition aimed directly at Vera Cruz and
Mexico City. Taylor had reluctantly agreed to reduce his
army, so that this purpose could be effected.

Santa Anna, knowing that the Scott expedition could not
be ready for some months, decided to move his new army—
hurriedly drilled and equipped as it was—north against
Taylor, who had fallen back to guard Saltillo. Taylor's
troops, outnumbered by Santa Anna about three to one, had
achieved only a partial concentration, thanks to the casual-
ness of their commanders, when on February 22,1847, Santa
Anna's better disciplined and equipped host fell on them at
the hacienda of Buena Vista, four miles south of Saltillo.
The first day's fighting was indecisive, as Santa Anna had
not yet brought up all his troops; the second day's battle
nearly destroyed Taylor's entire army. Only the vigor and
resolution of Arkansas, Kentucky, and Mississippi riflemen
managed to hold, in part, the barren mile-high plateau up
which the Mexican cavalrymen and artillery charged and
thundered. Archibald Y ell was killed; even Pike, held in re-
serve, came up for one wild charge at the close of that des
perate day. On the morning of the twenty-fourth, the
Americans, exhausted and battered, expected final annihila-
tion ; but when they heard that Santa Annahad inexplicably
retreated southward in the night, it is said that Taylor and
Wool, his subordinate, fell into each other's arms, and
hugged each other in delight.

Pike's company had played but a small part in this battle,
though six days later he wrote a stirring poem about it; for
the most part, he had been kept in reserve, guarding the
supplies of the army throughout the decisive day. But Pike
was not the sort of man to be cheated out of his share of the
glory, asthe sequel will show.

The Arkansas Regiment was mustered out in June, and
it returned to its native regions. Before that date, as early
as March 8y Pike, stung probably by the way he had been
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overlooked in the choice for officers, stated in a public letter,
that "it is a sad thing that brave men, for they were brave,
should be so destroyed for want of discipline. In the first
place, the companies of our regiment engaged there (at
Buena Vista), had been hardly drilled at all, except what
the company officers had done. The Colonel and Lieutenant-
Colonel had never drilled them since they left San Antonio."
This letter stung Roane, who was lieutenant colonel, to the
quick; and he promptly retorted that neither Pike nor his
company had been part of the regiment after San Antonio,
and that Pike had taken no very important part in the battle
and was generally disliked by all, as a braggart and aliar.
Whereupon Pike promptly challenged Roane to a duel.

The two men met on July 28,1847, on the agreed duelling
grounds: a sandbar in the Arkansas River, opposite Fort
Smithjgin what was then Indian Territory. News of the duel
had got about, and there were a number of people present to
witness it, including several Cherokee Indians. Pike stood
up stream and Roane down; and while the seconds were load-
ing the pistols, Pike waited coolly, smoking a cigar before
the crowd to display his calmness. At the first fire, neither
man was hit; Roane, as the party challenged, declared him-
self unsatisfied, and a second pair of pistols were loaded. At
the second fire, Pike's ball grazed slightly Roane's ear, and
Pike's beard was just touched by Roane's ball. Pike now
demanded, according to the code, a third shot, saying, "I
want one more shot at him and will hit him in avital part;
| believe he has tried to kill me; | have not tried to hit him."
This was agreed to by Roane, and by one of his seconds,
Robert W. Johnson: but the other second, Henry Massie
Rector, strongly dissented. A heated argument now arose
among Roane's seconds; and Pike, along with his seconds
and surgeon, withdrew and sat down on a Cottonwood log
near by. Finally they saw Roane's surgeon approaching,
"with slow and dignified step”; he beckoned to Pike's sur-
geon, and when that worthy doctor got up remarked:
"Dibrell, it's a damned shame that these men should stand
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here and shoot at each other, till one or the other is killed
or wounded. They have shown themselves to be brave men,
and would fire all day unless prevented. The seconds cannot
interfere, because that would be considered a derogation of
their own party's honor. So let us surgeons assume the
responsibility, and say they shan't fire again; unless they
make this quarrel up, we will just go away and leave them
to hurt each other as much as they want, and not be on hand
to help them. What do you say?"

This novel appeal led to a reconciliation. The two men
promptly agreed to bury the past, to forget the quarrel, and
never to refer to it again; they shook hands, and became,
apparently, good friends. Pike, however, was not altogether
a good hand at burying the past, as his quite unjustified
attack on Roane at the outset had already shown; and in
later years, his habit of sulking and of feeling injured be-
cause something or the other had gone wrong with his pet
schemes, kept continually getting the better of him. An op-
portunity for revenge came to Roane later on; and it was
taken to the full, as we shall see

The Roane party travelling to this duel had stopped for
twoo days—during which Roane, it is said, carefully prac-
ticed his shooting—at the home of Henry Massie Rector's
cousin, Major Elias Rector, one of the most prominent and
certainly the most colorful inhabitant of early Fort Smith.
As he was immortalized by Pike in a poem which does not
deserve to be forgotten, as being "The Fine Arkansas Gen-
tleman” par excellence, more must be said of him, by way of
ending this chapter.

Elias Rector was a descendant of John Rector, said to
have been born in 1717 in Germany, an early Saxon settler
inVirginia, at Germantown, in Fauquier County. The name
may have originally been Richter, later anglicised into
Rector. His grandfather, Frederick Rector, born in 1750
in Fauquier County, married Elizabeth Wharton, and from
this union came thirteen children, nine sons and four daugh-
ters—many of them later famous in the Southwest. One of
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the sons of Frederick Rector moved to Saint Louis sometime
around 1800 and was the father of our Elias Rector, who
came to Arkansas about 1825 as a young man, soon settled
in Fort Smith, and became, under Jackson, first United
States marshal for the Indian Territory, and later general
Indian Agent for all the tribes settled west of the Mississippi
—a position he held for sixteen years. He was so well known
as a prosperous planter, famed throughout the Southwest
for his lavish hospitality, that a famous hotel in New Or-
leans permanently bore his name on a silver plate before a
door of one its rooms, which he always retained for his
annual visits. Sometimes he chartered an entire steamboat
to take his cotton crop down the river. Unschooled, but pos-
sessed of a ready wit and courtly manners, he dominated
the society of the small frontier garrison-town of Fort Smith.
One peculiarity he had which we also find in Pike himself;
he wore his hair long, like that of a woman; and tucked it
up under his hat with a comb.

This circumstance led indirectly to a lucky escape which
was so characteristic that it must here be told. Once at a
ball in New Orleans—presumably in the Mardi Gras season
—the ballroom was invaded by a drunken mob of rowdies.
The lights were rapidly put out and the crowd began to
push, shouting and shrieking, toward the doors. Rector, who
was present, suddenly bethought him of a way to get out.
He carefully let down his long hair; and the crowd, pushing
and shoving, supposed that he was a woman and let him pass
through. His period of magnificence, of fabulous parties
held at his home, of equally fabulous trips made down river
to New Orleans, came to an end completely at the time of
the Civil War. Not wishing to take up arms against the
South, yet being at heart opposed to secession, he fled to
Texas and remained there in hiding for four years. He re-
turned to find his fortune gone and his house occupied by
the Federal troops. He died finally, a broken man, in 1878.

It was of this worthy that Pike, in the winter of 1852—
1853, at Washington, his wits fired by the liquor of a gay
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party held to celebrate Rector's recovery from an illness,
improvised on the spot these lines, said to be a parody of an
old English drinking-song, known as "The Fine Old Scot-
tish Gentleman":

"Now all good fellows listen, and a story | will fell

Of a mighty clever gentleman who lives extremely well

In the Western part of Arkansas, close to the Indian lineg;

Where he gets drunlc once a week on whiskey and immedi-
ately sobers himself up completely on the very best of
wine,

A fine Arkansas gentleman

Close to the Choctaw linel

"This fine Arkansas gentleman has a mighty fine estate,

Of five or six thousand acres or more of land, that will be
worth a great deal some day or other, if he don't kill him
self too soon, and will only consent to wait;

And four or five dozen negroes that would rather work than
not;

And such quantities of horses, and cattle, and pigs, and
poultry, that he never pretends to know how many he
has got;

This fine Arkansas gentleman

Close to the Choctaw line!"

In the later verses, Rector goes down to New Orleans, on
hisannual pilgrimage:

"This fine Arkansas gentleman makes several hundred bales,

Unless from drought or worm, or a bad stand, or some other
damned contingency, his crop is short and fails;

And when it's picked and ginned and baled, he puts it on
a boat,

And gets aboard himself likewise, and charters the bar, and
has a devil of a spree, while down to New Orleans he and
his cotton float.
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This fine Arkansas gentleman
Close to the Choctaw line!

"The last time he was down there, when he thought of going
back,

After staying about fifteen days more or less, he discovered
that by lending and by spending, and by being a prey in
general to gamblers, hackmen, loafers, brokers, hosiers,
tailors, servants and many other individuals, white and
black,

He had distributed his assets and got rid of all his means;

And had nothing left to show for them, barring two or three
headaches, an invincible thirst, and an extremely general
and promiscuous acquaintance in the aforesaid New
Orleans;

This fine Arkansas gentleman,

Close to the Choctaw liner’

After this New Orleans escapade, Rector comes up to
Washington, is robbed again, and fallsill:

"So when his moneys were all gone, he took unto his bed,

And Dr. Reyburn physicked him, and the chamber-maid,
who had a great affection for him, zvith her arm held up
his head,

And all his friends came weeping 'round, and bidding him
adieu,

And two or three dozen preachers whom he didn't know
at all, and didn't care a damn if he didn't, came praying
for him too;

This fine Arkansas gentleman,

Close to the Choctaw line!

"They closed his eyes, and laid him out all ready for the
tomb,

And merely to console themselves they opened the biggest
kind of a game of faro right there in his room;



The Fine Arkansas Gentlemen 127

But when he heard the checks, he flung the linen off his face,

And sang out just precisely as he used to do when he was
alive, 'Prindle, don't turn! Hold on! | go twenty on the
king and copper on the acel"

That fine Arkansas gentleman,

Close to the Choctaw line!"

Pike stated in his later years that this song was first sung
at a party at which Rector himself was present. No doubt
Rector was extremely proud of it, and—though he may
sometimes have pretended not to be—Pike was, too. They
had good reason to be, for in these careless-seeming lines,
the typical old Arkansas plantation magnate—Southern
and yet Southwestern—lives again, vividly, once and for all.
Ten years later, and all was lost for the "fine Arkansas gen-
tlemen" and their kind—all but a desperate and hopeless
retreat before the forces that slowly strangled them and
brought them down to annihilation.

It is not to be supposed, however, that all prominent
Arkansawyers in that day were of Pike's and Rector's kind;
nor that these, dominant as they were, were entirely repre-
sentative of the entire population. Woodruff, for example,
was markedly abstemious throughout his life; lie never
drank, and only occasionally smoked a cigar. Absalom
Fowler, Pike's great rival at the law, was—though he too,
lived in a superfine house—stern to the point of forbidding-
ness. The Conways and the Johnsons were all eminently re-
spectable; they had nothing to do with sprees or faro tables.
But a quality of open-handed generosity and hospitality
prevailed among all; no one really admired a mean man.
And all were frank at expressing their opinions. To these
qualities, men like Pike and Rector merely added a touch
of Western devil-may-care recklessness.

Meanwhile, over a good half of the state, throughout the
Ozarks, the population remained independent dirt farmers,
knowing little of either cotton or slavery. They had learned,
by hard effort, to be self-sustaining; and though they had
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little control over politics, they preserved their own ways.

Here nearly all the farmers raised sheep, and their wives
and daughters carded, spun, and wove the wool into most of
their clothing. Corn, garden-truck, sorghum, cattle and pigs
provided all the provision necessary for man's needs; and
small patches of tobacco were regularly grown—they still
are, in the hills—to help in man's comfort. In the woods were
venison, wild turkey, wild ducks, opossum and bear meat to
be had for the hunting; there were also wild pecans, per-
simmons, and a curious array of herbs thought to be useful
for most human ills. Candles and bullets and moccasins were
made at home, and also whiskey; all that men and women
required to buy, except for horseshoes and agricultural im-
plements, were hats, shoes for party days, rifles, sugar and
coffee, quinine and other articles of the common pharma-
copoeia, gunpowder (difficult to manufacture, though often
tried)*, and luxury things such as a fine dress, or ribbons.
Men kept themselves in skill as agriculturalists by holding
informal plowing contests, cotton-pickings, corn-huskings;
cabins were made of logs—it took two men a whole day to
square and trim about three twenty-foot logs—and a "log-
raising" was a feast to which all must come and be fed. Hunt-
ing skills were kept up by prize matches, in which men 'shot
for a beef; eight men being usually selected with eleven shots
granted to each, and the best six shots out of each eleven
counted for the five prizes, which were the four quarters of
an ox, and the animal's hide, hoofs, and tallow. Sometimes
an extra prize was added in the shape of the bullets used and
retrieved from the target. The targets for each man were
small square pieces of paper fastened to blackened boards,
set up at about forty yards' distance; and it is said that the
whole eleven shots of a single marksman could be covered
with half-a-dollar. A really good shot could hammer in a nail
with his rifle.

Al that these independent hill farmers of the Ozark re-
gion needed and could not provide for themselves amounted
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to so little by comparison with what they could, that it is
small wonder that a good many of them felt altogether too
independent to take much interest in either the causes or the
possible consequences of the oncoming war. When it came,
many bent their chief energies to standing aloof, unless
caught and forced to enlist by Confederate recruiting of-
ficers. It was not until the Missouri border was ravaged by
jayhawkers and bushwhackers, operating from both sdes
after the spring of 1862, that most of them felt like fighting
anything; it was not until the notorious Reconstruction
militia in 1868-1869 ravaged the state, that they suddenly
realized they were Southerners after all. Not that they
lacked courage. They had courage enough for anything.
But they were simply aloof and indifferent. They preferred
to let the city folks come their way, rather than to go to
theirs.

They were not, like the plantation owners of the eastern
half of the state, shackled hand and foot to a one-crop econ-
omy. Slavery was, indeed, already breeding the thing that
would have eventually destroyed it, had there been no war:
the broadcloth-wearing plantation owner, far more than the
homespun-clad mountaineer, was frequently drawn by his
debts down to the very verge of ruin. Fortunately for him,
after the depression of 1837 had died away in the early
forties, there were, for a time, no more depressions; and he
and his kind sided with Davis and the entire Confederacy
in agreeing that cotton was king. But even the plantation
owners, so far as Arkansas was concerned, lived in less great
state than many of the highly-paid lawyers. At Little Rock,
Pine Bluff, Helena, Batesville, Fort Smith, Searcy, Cam-
den, Washington—and around the rising watering place of
Hot Springs, there were now colorable imitations of afairly
well-settled urban society. Here were hotels, with wines,
des, cigars; here were fine lofty-columned brick or frame
houses, here from 1834 onwards were theatricals, amateur
or professional; here were churches—not the rude camp-



130 ARKANSAS

meeting grounds of the remote wilderness. Steamboats and
stagecoaches visited these places. And the fine Arkansas gen-
tlemen who moved on their streets walked in pomp, attired
in broadcloth, rather than linsey-woolsey; while their women
had sometimes ribboned bonnets and carriages and silk
dresses and fine fans to flaunt before the beholder.



NINE
The War Cloud Cowers

I N ARKANSAS in the fifties, the young bride, just married,

put on her best clothes, known then as the "infare dress,”
and the day after the wedding, with the newly-made groom,
rode off on horseback or drove by wagon to the "infare feast"
at the home of the husband's oldest relative. Steamboats
tooted for a crossing through the slence of tender-leaved
forests;, rural camp-meetings were held in early summer,
after the cotton had been chopped and laid by, at "brush
arbors" by the roadside, with much singing and shouting,
much praying and repentance, and with the solemn ducking
of adozen or so white-clad figuresin the near-by creek; rural
doctors mounted their nags, carrying in their saddlebags
huge doses of calomel, quinine, and tartar emetic, and rode
here and there on their missions of healing; wagons laden
deep with cotton, driven by brawny Negroes and drawn by
stout mules, rolled up to the gins in October; and hunters
tramping the woodlands in late fall followed the tracks of
does, sighted wild turkeys in the underbrush, saw squirrels
swarming into cornfields like an army, watched the sky
blacken with wild pigeons, noted the gaps in the green cane-
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brakes where the big brown bears had crept through to find
a spot for the winter.

Many of these phenomena of Arkansas life in 1860 have
survived, in one way or another, down to the threshold of
today: but the Arkansas that followed after 1865 was pro-
foundly different from the Arkansas that went out of the
Union in 1861. After Appomattox the people of the state,
though they succeeded in getting the better of Reconstruc-
tion, lived by amyth—the myth of the perfect South, which
had never really existed. That myth dissipated slowly after
1900. But the lingering traces of its passing may still be
found for the seeking, even today.

For ten years after 1849 the state had been prosperous,
with a prosperity never before known. There were, it is true,
some fine financial snags still set in the path of its progress.
As we"Kave seen, in 1839, both the State Bank and the Real
Estate Bank had suspended all specie payments and closed
their doors; in 1843, the affairs of the State Bank—over a
million and a half dollars in debt—were liquidated; but the
Real Estate Bank—in which the Conways were involved—
had still opposed every plan of liquidation.

By 1855, after Congress had already reached its last com-
promise on the subject of slavery, and while Lincoln was
carryingonhisrunningpolitical fight with Douglas over the
question of slavery in the territories, Governor Elias N.
Conway, who held office for a longer time than any other
incumbent (1852—1860) had finally attempted a thorough
investigation of the Real Estate Bank's affairs. Since 1842
that institution, in order to forestall any such investigation,
had been in the hands of fifteen trustees as receivers. The
state was forced in the end to bring suit against the trustees
to recover its own property. Conway's investigation revealed
a dreadful state of affairs. Among other things, $500,000 in
state bonds, issued to support a branch bank in Van Buren,
had been taken out of the state by the cashier of that bank,
around 1840, and sold for $121,366 cash to a trust company
in New York—which promptly had resold them for $325,-
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000 to James Holford and Company, of London, England,
a private banking house. The $121,000 obtained had been
spent by the trustees long before Elias Conway began wind-
ing up the bank's affairs—but the Holfords in person had
started a suit against the state for principal and interest
on their bonds, which had never been met. Their debt had
been upheld by the state supreme court; yet it remained un-
collected through Civil War and Reconstruction, and was
not finally repudiated until 1884. Except for this debt—a
legacy from the Jacksonian days of finance—the state was
largely prosperous; and the chief topics under discussion
during the fifties were the building of new schools and the
construction of railroads.

Not a penny of taxes had ever been raised for schools;
such free schools as existed were supported by the sde of
public lands; but in the fifties a number of paid schools were
chartered, including no less than four colleges, not one of
which exists today—not to mention St. John's College,
planned by the Masons as early as 1850 and finally built next
door to the arsenal in Little Rock. It opened its gates on the
eve of the Civil War, to represent, with its castellated main
building and uniformed cadets, a dream which never came
to full fruition. Among the other four colleges, Cane Hill, a
once-famous denominational institution, was at first situ-
ated, in 1850, at remote Booneville; but it soon moved to
Cane Hill itself, west of Fayetteville, then a famous town,
from which in 1849 two or three hundred people had volun-
teered to go to California Cane Hill had eighty-eight
students enrolled in 1859, among them some Cherokees; and
it was controlled by the Cumberland Presbyterians. At Fay-
etteville, in aprosperous apple-growing district colonized by
Missourians from across the Ozarks, was Arkansas College,
from 1852 onward, controlled by Methodists of a somewhat
Northern cast; it became famous for being the first Arkansas
institution to grant a master's degree, in 1859; and in its
first year it had an enrollment of seven juniors, six seniors,
eleven freshmen, twenty-one preparatory students, twenty-
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four in the English department, and sixty-three primary
students—one hundred and thirty-two in all. The other col-
leges were insignificant. But Female Seminaries abounded
at Little Rock, at Cane Hill, and at Fayetteville; and the
interest in education was growing.

About one third of the area of the state was still owned
by the LTnited States government, and although large public
subscriptions had been raised and two million acres of land
allotted, the only railroads anywhere near the state were
the Cairo and Fulton, which, pushing down from Saint Louis
southward, had not yet reached the Arkansas border; and
ome forty miles of construction on the Memphis, Little
Rock and Fort Smith Railroad, which ran only from Mem-
phis to the Saint Francis River. The next section of this
road, from Little Rock to De Vall's Bluff on the White
River*was not finished till 1862, in the dark days of the
war. The record-breaking journey between Little Rock and
New Y ork in the fifties took eleven days.

Despite its lack of railroads, the state now had flourishing
coal mines up river at Spadra; salt works near Arkadelphia
on the Ouachita, a small clothing factory at Murfreesboro
in the southwest, and a number of other infant industries.
In the months between November 1, 1858, and June 30,
1859, there had arrived at the Little Rock landing no less
than three hundred and seventeen steamboats—well over one
aday. Little Rock had now risen in population to 3,720 in-
habitants, but it was not until the spring of 1860 that it was
lighted by gas, the lamps being kindled every evening by two
lamplighters, known as Dick and Ben, who carried a lantern
and a ladder and were frequently accompanied on their
rounds by a crowd of curious small boys. Lest this fact be
assumed to display some special primitiveness, let me hasten
to assure the reader that | have myself seen the time when
many of the outer suburbs of London, England, were lit in
much the same way.

Primitive in another sense Little Rock undoubtedly was,
for it had few sanitary and drinking conveniences. People
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still drank from wells and from near-by springs; and modern
sewerage was nonexistent. The famous "town branch," a
muddy creek apt to be much swollen after rains, ran through
the heart of town, coming down West Orange Street (now
West Capitol Avenue) to Main, and running down one side
of Main Street nearly to the river. It is said that its waters
served to turn the wheel of the largest flour mill west of the
Mississippi River, at the corner of Orange and Center; but
this is scarcely believable, for in dry weather this town
branch became a mere gully. At all events, a flour mill did
stand there, and next door to it was a market house, a large
frame building with latticed doors back and front, where
farmers coming into town hitched their teams to posts in
adjacent wagon yards and sold their produce. This market
house stood till it became a nuisance, many years after the
war. The business district proper was five blocks farther
down, close to the steamboat landing and the intersection
of Main and Markham streets. In 1857 there were thirty
firms here in business, including a well-established bookseller
and a bookbinder. The town branch threaded its way
through this district, spanned by several wooden bridges;
and it is said that on warm evenings householders who lived
on its borders took their chairs out and sat on the bridges—
though one of them, who tilted his chair back too far, fell
in. Pigs were not uncommonly seen about the chief streets,
and were considered quite useful as destroyers of garbage;
and much the same conditions prevailed also in the national
capital, up to the days of the Civil War.

As late as 1875, when the Anthony House burned down,
the lack of fire-fighting equipment at Little Rock was pain-
fully apparent. A bucket brigade of volunteers was then
formed, which poured bucketfuls of water passed from hand
to hand to the fire from a well a block away. Pine Bluff, the
second city in the state, had about two thousand inhabitants;
Fort Smith, thethird, had onlyfifteenhundred. Over ninety
per cent of the population in 1860 were still farmers.

How little the people surmised that the greatest conflict
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to be fought on the North American Continent was about
to come upon them is shown by the state and the national
elections of 1860. In April, 1860, the Democratic State
Convention met; and since it was completely dominated by
the Conway-Johnson dynasty, nominated Richard H. John-
son for the governorship and nearly adopted a platform
endorsing Douglas for the presidency. Douglas was now gen-
erally disliked in the South as an adroit politician apt to
blow both hot and cold on the subject of slavery; and the
people were also generally tired of the Conway-Johnson
faction, which had dominated them ever since statehood. The
nomination of Johnson brought a leading newspaper, The
Old Line Democrat, out in opposition; and at the close of
April, another convention held at Helena, a prosperous
river-boat town, boldly came out for Bell and Everett, the
nominees of the Constitutional Union Party, who were for
peace By conciliation, and vigorously denounced the Conway-
Johnson party. It urged, particularly, that the Real Estate
Bank bonds should be repudiated, as having been imposed
on the state by the Conway faction, which was now trying
to redeem them; and early in May, as aresult of this action,
Henry Massie Rector, second to Roane in the famous Pike
duel, resigned his post as associate justice of the state su-
preme court and announced himself as an independent
Democratic candidate on a platform favoring actual repudi-
ation.

The state election, hotly contested, was held in August,
after the Democratic National Convention, splitting into
two factions, had by June nominated Breckinridge and
Douglas as opposing candidates of its Southern and North-
ern wings, and after the youthful Republican party, about
which no one in Arkansas knew or cared anything, had put
up Lincoln at Chicago in May. Rector and Johnson then met
in public debate; and Rector impressed everyone with his
frank forthrightness, his boldness, the clear quality of his
mind. He carried the election by a margin of two thousand;
but the Conways and the Johnsons, biding their time, were
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waiting to undermine him; and later, during the war, they
did.

The national election in November showed how conserva-
tive—as befitted a state still emerging from the wilderness
—the Arkansawyers could still be. Breckinridge, the nomi-
nee of the slaveholders, had 28,730 votes; Bell and Everett
got alittle over 20,000; Douglas had only 5,227 followers,
and Lincoln none. My father, then a young man of twenty-
nine, told me, in my boyhood, that he himself had voted for
John Bell, of Tennessee, and Edward Everett, of Massachu-
setts—in the hope, no doubt, that the "irrepressible conflict"
following upon the Democratic split could still somehow be
stayed. That hope, not uncommon in the upper South, was
in vain.

On November 15, with the election of Lincoln an accom-
plished fact, Rector delivered his inaugural address in the
guise of a message to the legislature. It was a first-rate effort.
As to the state of the nation, he pointed out that no less than
eleven Northern States had already prohibited their officials
and citizens from aiding in the execution of the Fugitive
Slave Law, though this had been upheld by a Supreme Court
decision; that the issue was therefore, "one made up by the
North and which we of the South will not be permitted to
decline: either the Union without slavery, or slavery without
the Union." This being the case, no further justification for
secession was, in his view, really necessary; but it was re-
motely possible that Southern and Northern States might
meet in a convention and agree to some sort of compromise;
therefore he counseled no "hasty or precipitate action.”
Still, if "any one of the Southern States, prompted by just
resentment towards the North, should deem it necessary to
declare her independence and assert a separate nationality,
Arkansas, having like grievances and a common purpose to
subserve, ought not to withhold her own sympathetic and
active support.”

In another part of his address, Rector discussed in detail
another question upon which he also held advanced views,
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that of education. He lamented that the state was "without
colleges, male or female, suitable for imparting a knowledge
of the higher branches." In consequence of this, he declared,
many of the youth of the state were now being educated else-
where, "which might tend to loosen the ties that bind them
to the institutions of their native land." This process, too,
he said, took thousands of dollars out of the state; and he
recommended the establishment of two subsidized colleges.
Since Arkansas at this time had 727 institutions listed as
"public schools" (there was, however, only alittle more than
one teacher per school, and only twenty-five of them were
entirely free), not to mention 109 private schools, with 168
teachers, and nearly 4,500 pupils, it may be thought that
Rector was exaggerating the need for more institutions of
learning. However, the five colleges then in the state had
betweefl them somewhat less than a thousand students. And
there were still 23,640 illiteratesin all Arkansas.

Apart from Rector's warnings, few—if any—were dis-
posed to treat the situation of the state seriously in that year
of 1860. No doubt, from November onward, there was much
loose talk going on about one Southerner's being able to lick
ten damn-yankees. The entire state was booming. The white
population had more than doubled since 1850, and now stood
at 325,000. The whites had come for the most part from the
Southeastern States, and among them were but few foreign-
ers, the Irish (1,312) and the Germans (1,143) furnishing
the most, with less than athousand for all others. The Negro
population, too, had tremendously increased, from 47,100
in 1850 to over 111,000 in 1860. The value of taxable prop-
erty had advanced four and a half times. The cotton king-
dom, moving steadily westward out of the already exhausted
lands of the Carolinas and Georgia, had definitely crossed
the Mississippi. Labor was scarce; and good workable slaves,
capable of being used or farmed out, were selling for prices
well above a thousand dollars apiece. It was known already,
thanks to the labors of David Dale Owen, the first state
geologist, that Arkansas was rich in minerals; it was believed
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that silver and gold in considerable quantities lay in the
Ozarks.

The region around Fayetteville was much divided in its
sentiment on the subject of secession; around Batesville, on
the upper White River, was another considerable group of
Northern Unionists; but as 1861 dawned signs began to
multiply that Arkansas might follow Rector's advice, after
all, and get out of the Union. In December South Carolina
had seceded; she was rapidly followed by Mississippi,
Florida, Alabama, Georgia, Louisiana, and Texas, which,
despite Sam Houston's refusal to sign the act, went out on
February 1, 1861. On February 22, Jefferson Davis, newly
elected provisional president of the Confederacy, took the
oath of his office between the beautiful Corinthian columns of
the old state-house in Montgomery, Alabama; a new flag,
made for the occasion, was lifted to the breezes by a grand-
daughter of President Tyler; and thus the Confederacy,
legally or not, was born even before Lincoln, closely guarded,
took the oath in Washington on March 4. In Arkansas, too,
things had moved with rapidity. Rector signed on January
15 a bill just passed by the legislature calling for a conven-
tion of representatives of the people, by February 18, to
decide whether or not the state should go out of the Union.

It may seem that Arkansas, and all the South, now acted
precipitately, but the motives that prompted such action had
been operating steadily for years. The South had become
more determined than ever, since the discovery of gold in
California and the admission of that territory as a free state,
to defend—and if possible, to expand—its "peculiar institu-
tion." Hence the agitation over "squatter sovereignty" in
Kansas and in Nebraska, which set Lincoln against Douglas.
Hence the Dred Scott case of 1857, in which the Supreme
Court declared not only that a Negro dave was aways a
dave, no matter where carried, but that the Missouri Com-
promise had never been constitutional at all. It was in vain
for some of the more conservative Southerners, Whigs as
they had been in principle, to try to distract attention from
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this overwhelming issue of slavery or no slavery by allying
themselves with the "Know-Nothing" movement, which ran
its brief course around 1856 and attempted to turn the cru-
sade against slavery into a crusade against the Pope and
against "foreign-born" Catholicism. Pike himself, now a
great Freemason, had led that movement; but it got no-
where at all. From 1858, when amass meeting in Little Rock
was held urging the removal of all free Negroes throughout
the state (it was believed that free Negroes were being used
by Northern abolition agents to incite a slave revolt), the
Arkansawyers, like all the rest of the South, were wavering
on the crater's edge of actual civil war. The Northern
States, through local "liberty laws," refused to obey the ver-
dict of the Supreme Court handed down in the Dred Scott
decision. The underground railway, which enabled fugitive
davesio escape to Canada, was more active now than ever
in all the regions north of the Ohio River. One half of the
Southerners talked about the abstract right of secession (no
one had ever seriously questioned that abstract right) ; the
other half were Unionists at heart, but watched anxiously
for signs of a slave uprising. After John Brown's famous
raid on Harper's Ferry in 1859, tension greatly increased.

In August, 1860, a destructive fire, causing losses of
$400,000, broke out in Dallas, Texas, and about the same
time similar firesbroke out in eight other places. Soon after,
a newspaper in Van Buren, Arkansas, carried the following
scare headlines:

"Fearful Abolition Raid—Insurrection of Negroes. Osso-
watamee Brown Among Us. Northern Texas to be Laid
Waste. The Work Already Commenced."

Although John Brown's body was already "mouldering
inits grave," this news may have had some basis in fact. To
the Texans, now in a state of extreme excitement, living as
they did on the far southwestern frontier with their borders
unprotected from Comanche invasion, a sudden and destruc-
tivefirein Dallas might easily have seemed the warning of an
imminent slave uprising. And on September 22, 1860, by
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coincidence perhaps, came the most destructive fire in the
history of Fort Smith, which wiped out property valued at
$112,000. Possibly all these fires were really the work of
pyromaniacs. Whatever their cause, it was clear that a dan-
gerous spirit was