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ments to cross as soon as the Hills-Briggs
train was over. By dark the crossing had
not yet been completed. with part of the
group on each side of the river. During
the night a violent thunder storm raised

returned to its banks. Then a scouting
party went down the east bank, hoping to
find some remnants of the ferry, but it
seemed to have vanished completely. How.
ever, they did find a grove of Cotton
Wood trees some two miles down the river.

THE CORNELIUS HILLS STORY (continued), by Hallie Hills Huntington

Ed. note: The balance of this article published by popular demand - each episode is a
pioneer story in itself.

In early April the Briggs family had
sold their farm and were ready. Two of
Cornelius's brothers, Elijah and Putnam
and several other families with their out-
fits were ready to start.-1851.

On the Loup River, some 200 miles
from Missouri, while the train was being
ferried across the river another small train
of 12 or 14 wagons and some 40 head of
loose stock arrived and made arrange-

the river to roaring flood stage. Despite
the best efforts of the men the ferry was
swamped. Heroic efforts did not even save
the planking. The river raged higher and
higher until the tree to which the ferry
had been anchored was washed away into
the roaring current.

Nothing could be done until the river

These were felled, trimmed and hauled
with oxen to the ferry landing. Several of
the largest trunks were lashed together
with ropes and secured with wooden
pegs. This made an awkward and highly
unseasworthy craft. With it they did man-
age to float the remaining wagons across,
while the loose livestock was made to
swim. The HilIs-Briggs train had waited
to help and while the loose stock was
being gathered together after their swim,
a great herd of buffalo was reported mov-
ing not far away. Excitement was great,
for a herd of buffalo, if stampeded, would
take all of the loose stock with them as
well as endanger the wagons. Fortunately,
the herd changed its direction and the
members of the two trains started to

breathe easier. Some of the bravest hunters
on the fastest horses pursued them. There
was no buffalo meat in the cooking pots
that night.

Buffalo herds numbered into the count-
less thousands and on several occasions it
was necessary to corral the loose stock in-
side the circled wagons. Herds might take
several hours in passing. Unless they were
disturbed they traveled at a steady gait
and seemed never to deviate from their
chosen direction. Care was taken not to
startle them, for once they started running
they ran over anything that might be in
their path. The pressure of the thousands
behind forced the leaders on, even against
their will.

Buffalo gnats flew in thick clouds and
were a great trial to both man and beast.
Their bite was likened to the sting of a
bee. The women complained bitterly that
they could not keep them out of the cook-
ing pots over the camp fires.

Terrific thunder storms raked the plains
states and with them often came the
equivalent of small cloud bursts. It was
difficult to control the animals as they al-
ways tried to turn tail to the biting wind
and rain. The buffalo, protected on his
front end by a generous blanket of wool,
stood defiantly, facing the weather. By
closing their eyes they were able to with-
stand the most severe of nature's offerings
and suffer no apparent distress.

Near Fort Laramie several hundred
Indians took a firm stand on their ponies,
with arrows and spears raised, while some
brandished war clubs and refused to let
the white men pass. Small Pox had deci-
mated the ranks of several of their tribes
and the Indians rightly guessed that the
disease had been brought to them by the
white men. Being able to speak the
Chinook language, which was a combina-
tion lingo of many of the tribes, plus a
sprinkling of French and English (each
tribe had its own dialect)the Captain



Indians muckie). After a tense pow wow
of considerable length the train was al-
lowed to pass and proceed on its way, but
hard looks and threatening gestures fol-
lowed them as they hurried Out of range.

been too long without water and when
they smelled the water of Green River
they started up out of control. Men on
horses quickly started them in a circle and
one driver knocked his near ox down
with the handle of his bull whip. Finally,
they were circled to a stop and quickly
outspanned. Otherwise they would have
plunged over a high bank into deep
water. Loaded, as the wagons were with
women and children, this could have been

earnest look at the sheep as they were
being driven and seemed not the least
alarmed by the new inhabitants of her
chosen range. Thinking to have some
bear steak for supper and at the same
time to provide a little sport to relieve the
monotony of travel, some of the men on
saddle horses rode warily up to the clump
of brush where the bear had taken refuge.

ing the excitement, she calmly gathered
her family and retreated without a scratch.
Dolly, the excellent saddle mare ridden
by Cornelius, was frightened almost to
death and for several hours her heart

mineral pools. The water varied from
quite hot to cool and though it had a
sulphuric, flat soda taste, everyone had to
have a drink. Several pools shot a jet of
water many feet into the air periodically.

One of the most dangerous and spec-

neatly in two sections to make a channel
for the rushing Sweet Water River. Here
the road was barely wide enough for the
wagons to inch through and much deep
sand made the work of the laboring oxen
mtich more trying.

Pacific Springs was always good for a
celebration and every member of the
group made a ritual of drinking from the
first water to go to the Pacific Ocean.

rangement whereby he could swing a pro-
testing ox off its feet by a swing hoist.
Thus, the smithy was not bothered by the
uncertain temper of his usually unwilling
victim to hammer and nails. Often the

budge sometimes for an hour at a time.
These trading posts usually thrived by
trading sound footed, rested work stock
to the emigrants for those that were unfit
to travel, due to exhaustion and sore feet.
Desperate travelers were easily sold on

was able to make the determined Indians
understand that the travelers in his train
did not have the dread disease (to make

Several times stampedes of teams caused
near disasters. On one occasion as they
neared the Green River the cattle had

a real tragedy. The cattle, frantic with
thirst, were herded to a shallow spot on
the river where it was safe for them to
drink. When they had their fill, they
meekly went back to their wagons and
yokes to give no further trouble.

Grizzly Bear
On another occasion a grizzly bear was

spotted as it grazed and grubbed along in
the grass and rocks. The big, sow grizzly,
with her two cubs, took a long and

The riders circled around and around,
guns at the ready, hoping to draw a
charge. Vicious growls and the tearing of
brush could be heard but the bear re-
mained discreetly out of sight. Cornelius'
mare was terrified, all the time snorting
wildly. Just as she whirled, the bear
stood on her hind feet. It was a fearsome
sight. Her fangs dripped foam and her
front claws ripped the air. Her roars of
rage could be heard at the wagon train
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which was a quarter of a mile away. All
of the horses either bolted or stood on
their hind feet, when the bear appeared.
One rider's saddle slipped over the horse's
rump and he was left clinging precari-
ously to a mane hold. All saved them-
selves from the ferocious bear and dur-

could be heard beating by anyone stand-
ing several yards away.

Of special interest was Soda Springs
with its nest-like formations around the

tacular looking spots for the train to pass
through was the Devil's Gate. Here the
trail passed through a narrow gorge of
solid rock. A convolution of nature
seemed to have cleaved the mountain

Trading Posts After 1852
Starting with 1852 several small trad-

ing posts sprang up along this area. Here
was an ox-shoer who had an ingenius ar-

"critter" would lie down and refuse to



continue to straggle in, as though by acci-
dent, until at a given sign. they would
drop their pretense of friendship and
overpower the members of the wagon
train. Few of the Indians of that day had
hrc arms and they would brave any
danger to acquire these treasures. Even

the idea of a nice amount of boot" in
such a trade. Perhaps they would be of-
fered a small amount for an ox, unfit at
the moment to work. Two weeks later, if
the grass was good, with complete rest
the same animal would sell for several
times what the trader had been able to
make the deal for in the first place. Either
white men or Mexicans with Indian
wives, manned the trading posts and did
a flourishing business. In their urgency
to keep moving west and to beat the
winter weather, the emigrants were will-
ing to sacrifice money to gain time. The
limited food supply they were able to
carry was planned for from five to six
months on the trail and the rapid ap-
proach of winter was a constant threat.
Thus, these rest and trading stations be-
came important in the great westward
migration. With thousands of head of
cattle on the trek, as could be expected,
natural feed became dangerously short
and much suffering of livestock resulted.
Where the prairies and meadows had
once been verdant, grass was eaten into
the ground and clouds of dust rose to
plague the travelers. The early trains had
been fortunate in this respect.

Much has been written of the Big and
Little Sandys, two tributaries to the
Colorado River. These rapid and beauti-
fully clear streams were headed for a
wedding with the Pacific Ocean in the
Gulf of California.

Bell on Leader Did Trick

One of the interesting tricks in the
many perilous crossings of the rivers was
to keep a loud bell on one of the most
tractible and best swimmers among the
cattle. This lead animal was always crossed
over first and the violent ringing of the
bell was a signal for the rest to follow.
Strangely enough, the psychology worked
and the rest of the cattle seemed to be-
come venturesome after the leader had
crossed safely. The sheep were notori-
ously poor swimmers, with their tiny feet
and legs and their ability to panic under
the most simple circumstances. One band
of 8,000 arrived with less than one-third
of the original number.
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Some 18 miles from Big Sandy was the
junction of Fort Hall and the Salt Lake
roads. Here the group headed for the
Lassen Cut-Off Trail. No Mormons were
seen and their settlement was thought to
be from 50 to 100 miles on and nearer to
Salt Lake. In some cases the Mormons
were as troublesome as the Indians.

Indian Tricks
After a relatively free time the Indians

again became troublesome. One of their
favorite tricks was to ride up, a few at a
time, in the most friendly fashion and
with hand raised, call out the greeting
"HowHow!"

If they were allowed to approach the
train camp, soon others appeared giving
the same friendly sign. In case the mem-
ers of the train were not wary, or they
were not well protected, Indians would

though a gun might be broken beyond re-
pair the Indian who possessed it was
envied by all of the members of the tribe.
After overpowering the members of a
train they immediately turned savage;
they looted, carrying away anything of
value; and were not above scalping, kill-
ing and often carrying away women and
children. Cornelius would not allow
Indians to come into their camp and if a
pow wow could not be avoided, he went
alone to the Indians with his faithful
musket, which he called Betsy, pricked,
primed, and ready for action. He had an
inflexible rule that white men were never
to fire first at an Indian. His saddle mare
Dolly, was used as a scout in Indian
country. She had a keen nose and an in-
tense dislike for Indians. She always was
staked near the camp, with her chain
halter, where she could be watthed. Sev-
eral times when she made a disturbance
at night and caused an alarm, marks
would be found on the halter, where the
Indians had tried to cut it off. One day,
when Cornelius was in a hurry to get the



train on its way in the early morning
light, he left the halter where he had
saddled up. The wagons had been on their
way most of the day when he missed the
precious halter. Knowing that he could
never get his mare to Oregon without its
protection, he gave the next in command
careful instructions about the country

past his head. Seven Indians were in the
attacking group and they ducked in and
out of the rocks as they unloosed their
arrows. He sighted his muzzle-loader first
at one and then another. Each Indian
danced out in turn to try to draw his fire.
They knew if they could get him to fire
one shot they could rush him before he
could possibly reload. After they had
danced out for sometime and each time he

As they drew back to a safer distance,
Cornelius turned, jumped into the saddle
and was away like the wind, in the op-
posite direction from that the wagon
train had taken. The Indians set up a
great victory cry, for the white man, from
all appearances had been defeated and
was heading back to St. Jo. They started,
on foot, in hot pursuit. Dolly was fast
and they flew over the ground until the
Indians were Out of sight. Remembering
a narrow, steep canyon that parallelled
the wagon trail, going in the same gen.
eral direction, Cornelius cautiously turned

Thus, he saved her strength, for what
might he a life and death dash, if they
were discovered. As darkness gathered he
returned to the wagon tracks and until
the night was black, moved along as rap-
idly as possible. Through the night he
walked and with his moccasin-dad feet

manner, even during the darkest hours.
Just as day was breaking he found the
camp, some ten miles from where he had
turned back the day before to retrieve the
halter. It had been a hair-raising day and
night. There was great jubilation when he
arrived, for they had long since given up
any hope for his safe return and were
convinced that another scalp had been
lifted. In later years he often told the
story and attributed his safe return to the
fact that he knew how to take care of his

ahead and where to find feed and water
near the end of the day. He returned as
rapidly as possible and found the halter
where it had been dropped, but as he tied
it to his saddle he heard an arrow zing

took careful aim, without firing, the In-
dians became nervous. Each one, natur-
ally, wanted the rifle fire to be directed at
someone other than himself.

Escapes Indians

in and only then headed west. Traveling
with the utmost caution and often stop-
ping to keep a sharp lookout for Indians,
the lone man with his horse crept silently
forward. The situation he was in was per-
fect for an Indian ambush, if it were dis-
covered that he had turned back and was
following in the direction of the wagon
trail. Dolly led well and every time they
came to a down hill the man would jump
off and lead her, running all the time.
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felt for the wagon tracks. It was possible,
with care, to follow the wagons in this

horse and save her strength. Indian ad-
ventures seemed to come in bunches.
About this time an Indian snaked through
the grass and cut out several milk cows.
With a wild yell he headed them for the
brush. By the time the startled men had
collected their wits and their fire arms
the cows were well out of sight. Cornelius
decided after some preliminary scouting,
to follow on foot, as he could track more
easily and made less of a target for ar-
rows. Stuffing some cold frying pan bread
into his pocket, after checking his pow-
der and bullets, he started. His young
wife wept bitterly and begged to go
along, even though the mission was a
dangerous one. With a hurried kiss on
the cheek she was sent back to the wagon
to wait for she knew not what.

Milka la Boot!
Late the following day Cornelius found

the cows, after having spent an uneasy
night, with his back against a tree, his
gun across his knees and his knife in his
hand. The last of the bread was long since
gone and he was desperately hungry. The
cows udders were heavy with milk and at
first he tried milking in his mouth. This
was much too slow and the cows were
still nervous, so that they moved about
and destroyed his aim. So, he took off
his boot, rinsed it out with warm milk



would often go on ahead to scout Out a
camping place with feed and water for
the night's stop. On one occasion, when
the camp had been bad and the feed
poor, he went on ahead and stopped at a

and then filled it full to the top. With-
out hesitation he dived into the foam and
proceeded to drink as long as Ic could
hold a drop. Never in his life, he said,
had anything tasted as good as that milk
a la Boot!

The cows were safely returned and the
women of the train had time to do a bit
of laundry as well as some 'stop-over"
cooking. Again the bride was convinced
that she would never see her husband
again, only to have him turn up hale and
hearty.

Knowing Indians so well caused the
Captain to take every precaution for the
train, but to take extreme chances for his
own safety. With his faster team he

small stream, where the grass was lush
to graze his horses. The train lumbered
slowly by and was well out of sight when
shots rang out and Sephronia came into
view at the dead run, lashing her horse at
every jump. "Indians, INDIANS" she
screamed as her horse slid to a stop and
she was bounced to the ground. Luckily
she was not hurt. Wagons were brought
to a halt and every man rushed back to
rescue the train captain. They found him
crouched back against his wagon but un-
harmed by any of the many shots that
had been exchanged. Luckily the Indians
were not too familiar with the mysteries
of firearms and even at close range were
highly inaccurate. No one was injured
and the Indians slunk away as soon as
reinforcements from the wagon train ar-
rived. The captain was highly chagrined,
for in rushing to rescue him, the women
and children of the wagon train had
been left completely unprotected. Several
bullet holes decorated the wagon bed. A
council was called that night and Cor
nelius gave a solemn pledge that he
would never again expose himself to such
danger. Decisions on what to do in
emergencies involving the train and its
members were thoroughly talked over.

Absolute Coopercztion and Discipline
In any group there are always those

who refuse to conform. A routine of
travel had been established, where a dif-
ferent wagon was to lead each day. Dust
was thick and troublesome, especially,
with the slow moving oxen. One John
Welsh had complained bitterly about the
miserable dust. When the captain ex-
plained to him the need for close order
through the Indian country and rebuked
him for his great impatience, he replied
heatedly that he would rather take a
chance with the 'danged Indians" than
have to plow through and breathe all of
that horrible dust. In high dudgeon, he
hurried off with his two wagons, one
drawn by horses and the other by oxen.
While they were still in sight of the
train Indians fired at them from close
range. Mr. Welsh's arm was badly shat-
tered above the elbow. One of the wheel
oxen was shot and the Indians looted the
wagons, carrying off everything that was
not fastened down. In the excitement they
made a clean get-away, even though the
men from the train searched the willows
and surrounding country. Indians were
said to have the same qualities as smoke,
when it came to disappearing in an area
where there was nothing for them to hide
behind. How they vanished without a
trace was a much discussed mystery.

Not one member of the train was
skilled in even the roughest surgery train-
ing and the problem of what to do in this
emergency was finally solved by having a
young girl by the name of Artinecia Rid-
dle extract the loose pieces of bone. She
had small hands and very slender fingers.
With careful probing she was able to re-
move all of the bone slivers. For a teen-
ager she exhibited a great deal of courage.
Mr. Welsh's arm was splinted, as best
they could, but even so he suffered great-
ly. Due to the constant Indian threat to
the train they were not able to lay over
even for a day. Never again did the
crippled man complain about the dust.

Black Rock DesertWorst on Lassen
Cut-off section of "Southern" route
to Oregon (See page 68)



desert and burning sand lay ahead. They
stopped at the last good water and cattle
feed and let the stock rest for a couple of
days to recruit all the strength possible
for the ordeal. The perils of this crossing
had been discussed often and always with

counts of great hardship and suffering as
they headed into this arid region. Cap-
tain Hills, having crossed twice before,
knew of a swampy spot, some ten miles
out where rushes grew. Taking his horse

drove into the desert and dug out the
faltering seepy spring; then they made a
pool for it to drain into. With their live-
stock rested and every available receptacle
filled with water (most wagons carried

wagons much of the precious water
slopped over the sides before they had
gone far. By the time they reached the
rush pool enough water had seeped into
the pool to afford some relief for the
oxen, who always seemed to require more

prairie wolves, or even birds of prey.
Strange too, was the fact that cattle hides
stayed precisely in place, even after sev-
eral years and it appeared that the animal
might have laid down just the day before.
The train progressed very well during the
cool of the night, but not long after day-
light a bright, brassy sun beat down to
aggravate the discomfort of the already

meet the struggling teams. Actually, com-
pared to the need, it was only a drop, but
everyone had a drink and again the
tongues of the oxen could be sponged. It
was poor water with a strong trace of
mineral content, but no one complained
as they gratefully drank the somewhat
strange tasting liquid. Tempers flared, for
both men and beast had almost reached

The greatest single hardship of the
entire crossing was to be the Black Rock
Desert not long after they left the Hum-
boldt River, where 50 miles of waterless

real dread. The sign posts of the trail,
bleached cattle skulls, held written ac-

team and some men with shovels they

extra barrels for this one purpose) they
headed prayerfully out into the desert in
the early evening, as soon as the sun was
well down. Due to the jouncing of the

water than the horses or other animals. In
the dim light of a new moon they were
soon passing the remains of earlier trains
that had gone that way. Dried carcasses
of cattle, household furniture, stoves,
wheels, and bits and pieces of wagons
formed an endless chain of the evidence
of heartbreak and disaster. It was a
frightening sight that grew worse as they
progressed further into the waterless
wastes of the desert countly. This strug.
gle of past trains and their own chances
of failure were very real to these travel
toughened veterans, who had long since
learned to be stoic in facing the daily
grind of the trail.

Grim Signs of Previous Crossings
Strangely enough, cattle carcasses dried

up in the heat and took on a brown color
to look alike, regardless of their former
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color. None had been molested by coyotes,

weary travelers. Soon the train was strung
out for several miles, with the strongest
teams making the best progress. The
work oxen suffered cruelly and soon their
tongues were hanging from their mouths.
As long as water lasted the drivers took
turns in sponging their teams tongues
with water to afford meager relief and to
give them encouragement; when all they
wanted to do was lie down and not even
make an effort to keep the wagons rolling.
By noon all the water had been exhausted.
Captain Cornelius took his light team and
all the water barrels his wagon would
hold and forged on ahead to where he
was able to find water. There he filled the
barrels and returned into the desert to

the end of their endurance. Late in the
afternoon of that desperate day, Black
Rock finally loomed in the distance. This
meant water and the end of the shifting
sand that dragged at the wagon wheels.
The people took heart, exhausted oxen
were able, it seemed, to sense that their
goal was in sight and by late that night
the last wagon was safely across. Not one
head of livestock was lost. This was the
only train to attempt the crossing in 1851.
Most of the tragic evidence of disaster
seemed to have come from a large train
that tried to cross the desert in 1846
six years previous. The state of preserva-
tion of the piles of material left along
the trail seemed incredible. Whole wagon
loads had been abandoned. One wagon



crater-like hot pools and was highly min-
eralized. Near the huge rock the water
was very hot and the temperature dropped
in the pools that were a distance from
the rock. Even with the strong smell of

Stock had to be kept well guarded
from the strong alkali pools, but for-
tunately other water was available. Grass
was sparse and of poor quality, so as
soon as the oxen were able to travel the

was with some difficulty that the wagons
were pushed through. Several grassy
meadows opened up along the stream to
make it an ideal camping spot, since it
was easy to control the stock at both ends
of the gorge and for once no Indians were
on hand as a reception committee.

From their camping spot the men went
to inspect some abandoned wagons that
seemed to be of an unusual type. At first
it appeared they had been pulled across
graves that the Indians had dug into. This
was their habit and therefore expected.

found. He was a strict prohibitionist and
felt sure that no good could come from
tampering with such a find. Despite his
protests, slyly water barrels and other re-
ceptacles. even including a stone churn
were filled. The one man in the group

people on each side of the controversy.
In those days the prohibtionists looked
on any kind of liquor with a jaundiced
eye and anyone who was suspected of im-
hihing was treated with the utmost scorn.

seemed to be filled with a law library. All
of the books were beautifully bound and
in perfect condition. Some had been
strewn about the luckless wagon but a
great many others were still carefully
boxed. Cast iron cooking stoves seemed
to be the favorite flotsam, along with
chairs, tables, plows, and many articles of
clothing. The people who had struggled
so mightily to get these articles of com-
fort and civilization, only to have to
abandon them, must have been desperate,
indeed.

First Warm Baths
But for the fact that the train captain

had made two crossings of this inhospit-
able land, the crossing of 1851 might,
too, have had a tragic ending. Water
around Black Rock was contained in

suspected sulphur, baths were in order;
the first warm baths since the start in
early April. Soap of any kind could not
be used, as it formed a thick, tough scum
on the water that was almost impossible
to wash off the skin. With a wagon pulled
up as a temporary shower curtain, the
bather had a taste of real luxury.

train continued on at an easy pace. Each
day they seemed to be able to cover less
ground and the strain was beginning to
really show on the work stock.

One of the spots of special interest was
High Rock Canyon. Here the trail fol-

lowed the creek bed for several miles and
it was so narrow and overhung that it
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Several days were spent here while the
teams gained strength for the rest of the
Journey.

Cache of Liquor Found

Closer inspection proved that either In-
dians or white men had chopped into two
barrels of whiskey. Further search turned
up two more barrels that were intact, one
of whiskey and the other brandy. The
fact that the heavy wagons appeared to
be of a government design made it seem
that the cache had been made by Govern-
ment troops while they were chasing
Indians or on "manouvers" in the Indian
country. Certainly, none of the emigrants
would have attempted to haul such a car-
go. The only dissension of the trip broke
out in the train, Captain Hills insisted
that the cache be left as it had been

who was a "near" preacher, carried away
every ounce he could manage. His excuse:
"It could be sold in Oregon for enough
money for him to start his first church
Fortunately, the oxen were too weak to
be able to haul the heavy barrels and few
bottles were available. The situation be-
came rather tense, with about half of the

Surprise Valley was a pleasant spot
where the feed was good and they were
sorely tempted to linger, but they hurried
on through the Plum Creek Mountains
to reach Fandango Creek. This name was
said to have been given when a bunch of
emigrants were fired upon by Indians,
as they danced to the tune of a fiddle.



was an extremely bad sign, for bucks
alone, done out in paint and feathers,
were almost invariably on the war path.
When the tribe was of a peaceful nature
the squaws and papooses were always
taken with them. This group did not own

and arrows and he had a broken gun with
part of the mechanism missing. He was
the most menacing of the lot and seemed
to feel that having a gun in his possession
made his status highly superior. The stern
bluff of the white men worked and while
the Indians gathered around the gun
bearer to pow wow, the wagons slipped
away as rapidly as possible with the
women driving. No shots were exchanged,
or the ending of the story might have

The trail through Goose and Rhett
Lakes was extremely rocky and rough,
with the wheels grating over the round
boulders. Marks on these rocks, left by
earlier trains blazed their trail, which led
around the east end of Goose Lake. From
there the trail was relatively level on to
Tule Lake but the heavy cover of sage
brush made travel difficult.

More Indians at Tule Lake
Since leaving the Humboldt River not

one Indian had been seen until the train
approached Tule Lake. From the lava
rocks they appeared and started to make
menacing gestures. The train was stopped
and all guns carefully inspected. Those
that has been carried loaded for some-
time were discharged and reloaded with
fresh powder. In all only 16 men and
boys made up tEe "fighting force" to pro-
tect the train and not all of them were
very adequately armed. Shot guns were
more plentiful than rifles.

The Indians were a fearsome sight,
since they were all bucks and done out in
feathers and war paint, which plainly
spoke of their evil intentions. All this

horses.
The wagons were quiddy circled and

all members drew dose together for mu-
tual protection. The bride, Sephronia, was
given charge of the horses, to free the
men, all of whom stood with their
muskets raised. The Indians were Modocs
and there appeared to be at least 100 of
them. All but one were armed with bows
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been very different. The fact that the
train Capain could speak their language
and knew the names of some of the lead-
ers seemed to startle the Indians and
cause them just enough uncertainty to
prevent a wholesale attack, which seemed
ready to break at any instant. With the
men making up a rear guard they fol-
lowed the trail along the marshy lake at
the foot of a rocky bluf which extended
to the west for some distance. This was a
perfect set-up for an attack, but finally
the scared emigrants gained open ground.

Squaws in Sit-Down Strike
Across Trail

As the wagons cleared the last of the
rocks, a group of squaws sat across the
trail stolidly and refused to move, even
though the wagons appeared to be about
to roll onto them. The situation was still
much too tense for any chances to be
taken, for the bucks were following at a
safe distance. They seemed not to be
quite able to convince the warrior with
the gun that the train should be allowed
to pass without molestation. Finally, one
of the regular men drivers came up to
the first wagon, which stood within feet
of the "sit-down striking" Indians and
started to crack his bull whip in front of
their faces. No doubt the crack of the
whip was mistaken by them for gun fire,
for they reluctantly melted into the tall
tules and thick rushes which lined the
lake. This made excellent cover for
skulking Indians.

Several weakly guarded trains met dis-
aster at this same point both before and
after the 1851 crossing. The spot was
named Bloody Point. It became such a
point of attack it became necessary to dis-
patch a company of soldiers from Jack-
sonville, to patrol the area. One train was
rescued by them just as the Indians had
them surrounded and were ready to start
their bloody work in earnest. It was not
until the arrival of the soldiers that the
Indians ceased to menace every train that
came through the area. The train they
rescued was in a critical state with several
of its men wounded or dead and the rest
using the very last of their ammunition.



While this was not the most trying, it
was without a doubt, the most dangerous
situation which they faced during their
long journey across the plains. The fact
that guns were ready and the captain
,ou1d talk to the Indians in the Chinook

That night they camped on Lost River
near the present site of Kiamath Falls.
The guard was doubled and every pre-
caution taken to ward off a night attack.
The mare. Dolly, filled the night with
fearsome snorts, as she had been placed
in the direction from which an attack

to tersely whisper "Watch the mare!" It
was a wild night and no one slept. A shot
fired over the back of Dolly was enough
to send an Indian into full flight and
this happened several times during the
darkest part of the night. Since the Mo-
does had no horses, and to have them

The Modocs have a chapter in the
"History of Indian Wars' in Oregon and
were of a sullen and often desperate
character, They lived on the shores of
Klamath Lake, using the lava and rocks,
which were not a long distance from
their poor excuse as living quarters for
hiding. They gathered large amounts of
seeds from the lake's lush growth and
seemed to use them as a sort of flour. As

to see a group of .20 to 25 Indians, well
mounted on horses, approaching at a dead
run. Amtd great excitement, the wagons
were quickly circled and the loose stock
driven into the protection of the corral,
When thc Endians became aware of the

off their head dresses of feathered gear;
made the sign of PEACE and rode into
the uneasy camp. After surviving such a
night the travelers were very skeptical,
but still the Captain's order of no rifle fire
held. The Indians proved to be from
Warm Springs and spoke some English
along with their Chinook language. They
were very friendly and even gave venison
'jerky" to the children, who enjoyed it
mightily. They promised there would be
no more difficulty with the troublesome
Modocs. It was the custom of the tribes to

apparent that the Warm Springs men had
in mind the capture of youths from the
Modoc tribe. When questioned as to why
they were in another tribe's territory,
they were very secretive and had nothing
to say. The life of a slave in an Indian
camp certainly was not one of pleasure
and it was thought that the Modocs might
have developed their erce dispositions
due to unfriendly tribes making constant
raids to carry off their young people.

River at a deep and dangerous crossing,
where it was necessary to block up the
wagon boxes to keep them from being
filled with water. The current was very
swift, but somehow the difficult crossing
was made safely and all landed on the

language, that somewhat universal col-
lection of French, English of a pidgion
variety, together with words of various
tribes which made a strange but under-
standable version which most of the
tribes on the West Coast both spoke and
understood may have saved them.

It was, indeed, fortunate that the In-
dians were unaware of the puny fire-
power of the men guarding the train,
which they could easily have overcome
with their sheer numbers, had the first
shot ever been fired.

Modocs Desperate for Horses

was expected. Her violent dislike for
Indians caused the harassed white men

meant added status with the other tribes
of red men they lost no opportunity to
try to acquire, by any means, even one
animal.

soon as possible after daylight the train
moved out, still thoroughly frightened,
but they were not pursued.
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Warm Springs Indians, Friendly
Before noon the emigrants were startled

preparation for an attack, they stopped
their horses and two of the Indians took

go on raids and capture boys and girls to
be held as slaves. These forays were often
held in the spring and the fall and it was

Leaving Lost River near the Stone
Bridge they skirted the lower end of
Klamath Lake and forded the Klamath

western shore. The horses and cattle had
become quite expert at crossing bad rivers
and now leaned into the rapid current
and forged ahead over the often extremely
rough and rocky fords.

Their descent of Green Mountain was
a nightmare, since the sidling hill was so



very steep. Wagons were not eciuipped
with brakes, so it was necessary to chain
the wheels, so they could not roll and
then to tic trees so they would be dragged
against the limbs. In this way it was bare-
ly possible for the teams to hold the
wagons back, so they would not run over
the horses or cattle andas often hap-

The valley at Ashland looked inviting,
even though there was no settlement
there. The Oregon-California trail was
being heavily used by those going to and
from California. especially packers who
carried supplies to the mines in Northern
California. Small, well trained mules were
essential to this type of work. They were
sturdy enough to carry a 250 pound pack
from daylight to dark; sure footed and
tough, they made ideal pack animals.
These perfectly trained mules were said
to remember where their packs had been
taken off and to line up in proper order
the next morning to be repacked and con-
tinue their journey. Usually a "bell mare"
preferably white, went at the head of the
train with the packer and the mules fol-
lowed stepping carefully in the tracks of
those aheadagreeable and willing. They
were experts at keeping their loads ex-
actly level and is perfect balance(so
their fond packer said).

The Rogue River Valley held great
charm for the weary travelers, but at that
time it was Indian country and for some
reason they all seemed to have had their
fill of Indian experiences. No settlement
was attempted until later that fall, when
gold was discovered at Jacksonville. Short
work was made of the rights of the In-
dians and the valley started to settle up.
Fording the swift Rogue River, follow-
ing a rain, was another hair-raising ex-
perience, but again they were in luck and
not a single wagon got into serious
trouble. Several methods were used on

to pull the heavily ladened wagons across.
Always the men were "wet from one
river to the next" and even though each
crossing was successful a great deal of
worry went into the river ahead and the
problems it would present. Having crossed
twice before the Captain was always able
to give valuable information on where
the fords were "apt to be the best" and
how to manage the loose cattle and other
animals. With fall approaching they
moved along as rapidly as possible and
their next serious obstade was what was

wagons over the steepest parts of the
trail. Long months of heavy work, with
often strictly limited feed, had weakened
the oxen. The spring fat that they had
started with had long since melted away
and the work stock was lean and tired.
The emigrants were in the same condi-
tion and many times they were hungry
too. Occasionally they feasted on the
small, western black-tailed deer and then
for a few days the world looked brighter.
Through the Wolf Creek Pass their prog-
ress was good until they entered the steep
and narrow Cow Creek Canyon. Here it
was necessary to let the wagons down
with ropes, whith they "snubbed" around
trees and brush. This was slow and ex-
tremely heavy work. Some days they made
only a few painful miles from daylight
until dark, as they crossed and recrosscd

the boulder-strewn stream. The rocks
ranged from the size of footballs to huge
glacial boulders. Wagons tipped and
pitched as the straining oxen leaned their
bony shoulders into their yokes. Dozens
of crossings were made and often the
trail was best right down the bed of the
rushing, little stream. Looking at the
narrow canyon, in later years, one would
have wagered that a wagon could not
have survived a trip down its rough and
steep banks. Finally, the worst was ovcr
and they reached a fine, fertile valley,
later to be known as Orchard Valley.
Here the Briggs family decided they had
reached the end of their long search. For

penedtip over.
Tunction with Oreg.-Ccxlif. Trail

Gold Discovered, Tacksonville

various crossings; sometimes it was nec-
essary to unyoke the slower oxen and
hitch teams, other times a stout rope was
attached to the wagon tongue and two

teams on the bank of the river were used

later called Sexton Mountain. The emi
grants called it Mount Baldy.

That climb was a real chore and they
often had to double teams to get the



made the trip to Oregon City for sup-
plies. This was not a trip to the corner
grocery. Two whole weeks were required
and woe to the housewife who carelessly
failed to have on her list salt, soda, or

months. Camping equipment had to be
depended upon, for few houses lined the
road. Some days, whel) the roads were
partkularly good nearly 25 miles could
be covered without a loaded wagon. This
was their chance to catch up with what
was happening in the fast growing coun-
try and to learn the gossip of others who
had made the trip west by any one of the
several trails that were then in use. Work

Accompanied by Felix Sparks they
hustled their ladened pack horses as fast
as they could go up the Mid&e Fork of
the Willatncttc River, on approximately
the same trails that later would be the

the last time they outspanned their oxen
and prepared to settle down and make
their permanent home. The land was
beautiful and the grass almost as high as
the cattle's backs. The stream, lately so
hateful and boulder-strewn rushed by
with a hearty chuckle and promised all
the water they would need for household
use as well as for irrigation.

The home site which they chose was
near to where the small town of Canyon-
yule is now located. Some of the other
families were happy to stay but others
hurried on before all of the land in the
fabulous \Villamette Valley might be
taken up by home seekers, like themselves.

The young bride, Sephronia, took a
tearful leave from her family, knowing
that the great distance they chose to settle,
from her own primitive home might
make years go by before she would see
them again. As it turned out only two
years elapsed, but in the meantime much
had happened.

It must have taken real courage for
her, a girl of less than 20 years to brave
the unknown and make a home in the
raw and often unfriendly wilderness,
with not even a neighbor living within
miles. Then too, she knew that another
small member would be added to their
household in the late spring. Her husband
knew nothing of the mysteries of de-
livering babies, but, they agreed, some-
how they would manage.

Cornelius Finally Arrives Back
With Bride at His DLC, Jasper

The Bristows of Pleasant Hill were
their nearest neighbors and upon their
arrival at their homestead they were
startled to find that other settlers were on
the place, thinking that Cornelius might
not make it back from his perilous round
trip journey. Indians camped near the
cabin often. They were friendly, but al-
ways expected to be fed; extremely curi-
ous about the ways of the young white
woman, they seemed constantly under foot.

Their first child, Mary, who later mar-
ried Will Smith of Natron, was born
without the aid of anything that ap-
proached medical help on April 3rd,
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1852. A friendly squaw was the nearest
approach to a mid-wife but the baby was
healthy and strong.

Life settled down to a cheerful ex-
istence and twice each year the large
freight wagon and a team of four horses

even a package of needles, for another
trip would not be made for another six

progressed steadily on the homestead and
soon more comfortable living quarters
were their reward.

Helps in Rescue of Lost Wagon Train
of 1853

In the late fall of 1853 came the report
of the Lost Wagon Train that was mak-
ing a desperate effort to cross the Cas-
cades on the South side of Diamond's
Peak. Cornelius was alerted and immedi-
ately set to work assembling supplies.
Staple food: bacon, flour, sour dough
starter, along with rice and dried fruit.

Old Military Road. Above Rigdon Ranch
near Emigrant Creek they found the first
members of the starving train, all of
whom had endured unbelievable hard-
ships in an effort to reach the Willamette
Valley by a short-cut.

They started at once to prepare flap
jacks and he often told the story of one
lad who sat holding this frying pan bread,
while the tears ran down his sunken
cheeks. Asked why he didn't eat, he



of the straggling group and it was to his
already started camp and cooking fire that
Cornelius unloaded his welcome pack
load of food. Many of the emigrants had
been so long without a meal that they
were almost afraid to eat. Some became
quite ill, but some were able to eat with
gusto and were not affected. Only one
man over-ate to the point of death and
he could not be stopped. When they tried
to restrain him, he said: 'Its no use!

When everything possible had been
done to relieve the suffering of the
stranded people, Cornelius, with a sick
baby at home, hurried back to the valley.
On passing a small, swampy lake just
above Simpson Creek he noted that the
Indian hunting camp that he had passed
on his way up the mountain seemed to
have moved, but the trail was a little dis-

It would seem quite impossible that a lone
person, on foot, could have the courage
and strength to attempt suth a fearsome
journey, when the woods were full of
cougars and wolves, as they were at that
time. When she arrived, in a starving con-
dition, to tell her story of mistreatment
and virtual slavery at the hands of the
Molallas, her people were infuriated. At
once they started to plan reprisals. Hav-
ing no courts their plans were immediate
and direct but they were not carried out
until in the fall, at the same time the

yells, he knew at once what was happen-
ing and started for the valley at top speed
without going to where he could see the
Indian camp. Thus, a misunderstanding
caused one of the worst Indian scares the
people of the upper valley ever had. Most
of the settlers gathered at Lowell (then
called Butte Disappointment)threw up
a rough block house and prepared, as
best they could, for a fall scale attack.
The entire Indian hunting party was
wiped out in furious slaughter, after
which the Klamaths looted the camp and
returned across the mountains. They were

sobbed, he was afraid to eat the food for
fear he would never get any more. This
boy's name was Veralius Preston and he
was the nephew of N. P. Briggs. Edwin
Powers was the first man to reach the first

I've starved so long that the only thing
that makes any difference to me is a full
stomach, just once." They buried him
near Emigrant Creek, but he did die with
a full stomach.

!ndian Scare

tance away and he did not stop to inves-
tigate. As he approached the first white
settlement at the Old Joe Blakely place
above Lowell he was asked if the Indians
were all dead. Without knowing that an
Indian runner had left the word of a
massacre, he replied: "Sure thing, isn't
that supposed to be the best kind of In-
dians ?" As he was in a rush to get back
to his cabin and family, he did not stop
to visit, but hurried his saddle and pack
horse down the trail. For pioneers this
was rather unusual. The result of his
haste caused a stampede to the valley of
all of the white settlers along the river,
who were sure the Indians had started an
uprising against the whites.

What had actually happened was en-
tirely confined to the MOLALLA and
Klamath Indian tribes. A few years be-
fore a Molalla buck had married a KIam-
ath squaw. His treatment of her was so
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brutal that she finally left the Molalla
Indian camp in the dead of winter and
walked alone, all the way across the Cas-
cade Mountains to her home tribe at
Kiamath Falls to rejoin her own family
This was a trek of more than 200 miles
through the snow of the high mountains.
At that time the weather was bitterly cold.

Lost Train was struggling down the
mountains. The Molallas were on their
usual fall hunting trip, as was always
their custom and were camped near Simp-
son Creek. The Kiamaths with their spirit
of revenge became more inflamed as the
days went by, stealthily crossed the Cas-
cades and crept up to the Molalla camp.
All but one hunter was in camp when the
raid started. 'When he heard the savage

never apprehended.
In the meantime Cornelius returned

home and was astonished to learn of the re-
sults of his hasty remark and the fact that
he had not taken time to stop and visit.

Pioneer Living Varied
While he was away on his mercy trip

to the Lost Wagon Train of 1853, Se-



with approximately 16 inches of air space
under the puncheon floor. This, to act as
a baffle for dampness and to offset the
possibility of the wild little stream get-
tirig into the house when it flooded, as it

when the young mother banked her fire-
place fire, donned her outing flannel night
gown, with its long sleeves and prepared
to settle down for the night. Not too
much later a wild quacking was heard
under the house. Sephronia debated what
to do, feeling sure a skunk was after her
cherished hens. Would it he better to sac-

the house permeated with wild mountain
perfume for days to come? While she
weighed the matter, trying to decide what
to do, she felt a sharp bump on the under
side of the split puncheon floor. In a few
minutes came another husky thump!
Strictly too much noise and confusion for

available. She got softly out of her bed
and crept to the fireplace, where she
stirred up the fire to chase out the creep-
ing shadows cast by a candle. Then she
took down the heavy musket that hung
over the fireplace and went back to be
near her sleeping daughter. The night
was filled with the quacks of the terrified
chickens and the intermittent floor thump-
ings, which seemed to sound louder every
time they were repeated. The floor was of
smoothed off half logs with the round

phronia, left alone with her small daugh-
ter, had a real hair-raising experience.
Chickens, especially laying hens, were
"hard to come by" but she had managed
to get a dozen hens from the Bristows.
Two had succumbed to hawks or skunks.
To keep the ten that were left safe from
predators she had convinced them it
would be a good plan to roost under the
floor of the house. This would have been
quite ideal, for the house had been built

often did in the fall and winter. Young
Mary was cross from teething and had a
touth of 'Summer Complaint' common
to babies of that time. It was rather late

riflce a hen, which by then had already
ceased to scream out in terror, or should
she try to shoot the marauder and have

any small animal. Then, came the wild
lament of another hen. It was a black
night and not even a tallow lantern was

side toward the ground. It was a sturdy

floor but much too thick for a gun charge
to penetrate and still have enough power
left to injure a large animal on the under
side, even if she were lucky enough to be
able to shoot in the right spot.

Then too, what if the monster, tiring
of chickens should decide to come through
one of the bear greased, paper windows
to find her with an empty gun. (Glass
window panes were still some time away.)
Finally, she decided what to do; seiz-

ing a heavy iron skillet, she would wait
for the expected bump to come under the
floor, then she would pound HARD,
over the spot with her skillet. Soon this
put a stop to the noise, or perhaps the
night prowler had enough chicken. She
sat on her bed throughout the long night,
gun across her lap, not knowing what her
noisy visitor had been.-or, if it might
next entertain itself with a leap through
the paper of her flimsy windows. It was a
never ending night, but with the first
light she was out with her gun to survey
the havoc of the dark hours. It soon be-
came apparent that a large cougar had
gone around and around the house before
it had nerve enough to go through a small
hole near the door. Cornelius returned
late that night and together they nailed up
the hole under the cabin. The chicken
population was reduced by four, leaving
only six of the original dozen.

Not long after that Cornelius shot a
poor and obviously very old female cou-
gar not far from the cabin. Her claws
were shredded and her teeth worn
down, some of them to the very gum
line. She was much too old to be able to
catch anything but small game and they
felt there was no doubt but that plump
hens had made her a line and tasty meal.
They tanned the skin and that was one
rug that Sephronia enjoyed having on the
floor rather than under it.

It was considered possible that the old
female had a mate or a younger son near
at hand, for a short time later one of the
riding horses came tearing into the cabin
clearing with blood pouring from its
hack. Upon being caught, it was found to
have, without doubt, been jumped on by
a cougar. The claw marks started at the



skittish' and appeared to be on a con-
tinual look-out for mote cougars. When
its back healed, great welts were left,
where the tough skin of the back had
been ripped through. The horse was fi-
nally traded for five sheep.

dick of knitting needles meant warm
socks for the winter. Two pairs per per-
son were usually enough to last from one
sheep shearing until the next. A small
home-made loom clacked busily and sup-
plied enough cloth for the necessities of
women's and children's clothes. Men, for

and always seemed to travel with a pack
of half starved dogs. One day Cornelius
went to salt and look after his sheep, for
by now he had collected a nice, small
band of some 20 head. They were kept
in a near pasture for fear of wild animals
and especially dogs. Upon his arrival at
the sheep pasture be found that the In-
dian's dogs had been there before him.
Several sheep had been killed and more
were seriously crippled. He was furious
and saddled his horse to ride to the In-

sternly admonished the Indians to bring
their dogs out and told them the rule
was One sheep ONE dog! The squaws
had hidden the dogs in the brush. After
a heated pow wow and several false
starts the dogs were dragged into a circle
and Cornelius shot seven of them. During

too strong.
In all, eight children were born to Sc-

phronia and Cornelius, they were Mary,
who married Will Smith, Jessie, married
to Charlie Humphrey of Jasper; then
came Henrietta, who married David Ja-

this hardy pioneer couple.
Sephronia was always called to assist

at "a birthing" and when one was about
to occur within miles, kept her horse
saddled and her meager bag of aids
packed and hung on the saddle horn. If it
was a night call, and this usually seemed
to occur, she took up her miner's type of
lantern with its candle in front of a re-

Doctors were strictly not available and
even when they started to practice in
Eugene it was some 14 miles over roads
that were best described as only "fair!"
Sephronia had learned many tricks of
midwifery from the Indians and was
felt to be highly qualified and very skill-

nostril, which had been split open; went
over the top of the head and continued on
down the back and off the rump. The
horse recovered, but was never consid-
ered safe to ride, as it was always very

Sheep were important in the pioneer
scheme of living. The fleece was washed
and scoured with sand to take out the
stains, after which it was dried and
hand carded. A spinning wheel was an
essential item in every household. The

the most part, wore buckskin shirts and
britches. For a girl who had been rather
nicely reared, this was unthinkable.

Indians were still free to roam at will

dian camp on Wallace Creek. When he
arrived not one dog was to be seen. He

that time Old Fisherman blustered up,
with a knife in his hand, that he brand-
ished dangerously and grabbed for the
white man's gun. Cornelius struck out
viciously with his heavy gun barrel and
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the hostile Indian had a broken arm.
Naturally, the next thing to do was to
whittle out splints and bind up the arm.
How it healed was never known for the
Indians left the following day and did
not return for several years. Then Old
Fisherman was not with the group. He
thought the white man's medicine was

coby. The first boy, Jasper (for whom the
little town of Jasper was named) was the
cause for celebration, after three daugh-
ters. He was married to Florence Eliza-
beth Neet. Johnnie A. married Nancy
Brile and 011ie Tilton; Speridan P. was
married to Emma Russell and later Ida
Butler; Joel S. to May Sylvester and
Elijah C. to Sadie Talifero. It was said
that a doctor was never in the house of

flector piece of tin and followed on trails
or road, as it might be, to the home that
had sent out the call for help.

ful.
After a life filled with the adventure

of pioneer living, Cornelius went to ride
his horse out to look at some fencing. A
heart attack felled him and he died as he
wished "with his boots on," in the year
1898, at the age of 80 years. Sephronia
survived him by ten years and she too,
died at the age of 80 years. Both are
buried in Mt. Vernon cemetery near Na-
tron.
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Cornelius Family in 1897. (See writeup opposite page). Sitting, left to right: Jessie
(Humphrey), Henrietta (Jacoby). Sephronia (Briggs) Hills (mother), Cornelius Joel Hills
(father). Mary (Smith); standing: Elijah. Joel. Sheridan P.. John. Jasper B. Cornelius
Hills originally arrived with the Hulin train in the present Lane County in 1847. Their
donation land claim was at the present site of Jasper on the Middle Fork of the Willamette
River. midway between Springfield and Lowell. #523-F

Jasper B. Hills and wife. Florence Neetwed-
ding picture. He. son of Cornelius H., pioneer
of 1847. Their home was 5 miles above Oak-
ridge, on the upper Middle Fork of the Wil-
lamette River and the old Oregon Military
roada travelers stopover and a sportsman's
center. #372-F (For picture of Jasper B. Hills
family see Sept. Historian)
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Matlock, Lane & Joe 56
McClure, Vincent, 23

capt. of w. train, Bond-McClure
McLoughlin, Dr. John 57
Meek, Joe, guide and Mountain Man 23
Membership list, 1962, 38

Lane Co. P-H Society
Methodist Church, Eugene City, 1859 16
Military, Central Oregon, Road 73
Miller, Hullins 5
Mitchel, Charlotte 33
Moore, Lucia Wilkins 3
Nelson, Roy R. 32
Nelson, William 4
Nobel, Henry, 1847 4
Objectives, Lane Co. P-H Society 20
Officers, original & 1962 20
Old Fisherman," ornery Indian 48 & 76

Oregon-California Trail 52
Oregon, first U. S mail service, 1 850 14
Oregon State Fair 5
Pacific Springs 45 & 64
Peters' store, Eugene City 26
Pioneer life varied 74
Pioneer pictures, available 7
Platt River, crossing 44
Portland, East, no buildings in 1853 57
Portage, RR,, Columbia River 35
Postal Service, first in 13th Century 13
Powers, Edwin, first to reach 74

Lost Wagon Train
Preston, VereliLis 74
Rigdon Ranch, 73

Central Oregon Mi!. Road
Robe, Rev. Robert, 28

prominent Lane Co. pioneer
Robinson, George M. 12
Scott, Felix Jr. 53
Scott, Felix Jr. & Marion, DLCs, 1846 58
Sexton Mountain 72
Simmons, Christopher 56
Skinner, Eugene F., DLC, 1846 58
Smith, Joe 7
Snelling, Rev Vincent, 1844 35
Snodgt-ass, Nellie 18

(Mrs. W. W. Moore)
Springfield, site, not a shack in 1847" 47
Starr family, 1847
Stearns, Isaac, 1847
St. Joe, Mo., helps build first warehouse 3

Stoops, genealogy 58
Stoops, William, story, 1853 54
Sweetwater River country 45
Tandy, genealogy 37

Tandy-Harlow wagon train, 1851 33
Tandy, neighbors, Stevens 35

Young, Gillespie
Trading posts, established in 1852 64
Tram car, Cascade Locks portage 57
T'Vault, first Oreg Post Master Gen. 14
ValleysRogue & Umpqua 72
Vaughn, Billy, 3 & 4

Capt. of wagon train, 1847
Vida, Oregon, McKenzie valley 28
Willamette Forks Post Office 4 & 32
Wilkins, Mitchell & Permelia, 1847 3
Wheeler, Jedediah 24
Wheeler, Jason, 1847 47
Wheeler, W. L. & Emma Jane Bond, 23

story
Williams, Irene Dunn 16
Winters, John, 1847 47
Wolf Creek Pass 72
Wright, Jackson, Bailey Hill area 12
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Bond, mar. 1886
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In the Oregon Historical Societys recently published book, A CENTURY OF OREGON
COVERED BRIDGES, by Lee H. Nelson, the question of the length of the covered bridge
built in Eugene (1876) is cleared up. The original consisted of a single 250 ft. single
span, but a short 120 ft. span had to be added after the flood of 1881. See also CovERED
BRIDGES IN LANE COUNTY, by Ruth E. Richardson, in the HISTORIAN of November 1959.

'The January 1881 flood, disastrous to many bridges in the valley, did but little
damage to the Eugene span. Drifting trees carried away the northern approach ind a
slight shift in the channel at that end forced the addition of a short span to the bridge
(on account of) the widened channel. Miller took the contract for $1,249. The bridge,
now lengthened, only added to the reputation of Miller, for the Eugene citizenry were
proud that their bridge h.d refused to give way to a flood which crested 22 ft. above

"The February 1890 flood was even more remarkable as a nemesis of the bridges.
Nearly every large bridge in the valley was taken out, and many a bridge floating down
river succeeded in taking others with it. The Eugene Bridge held, but the newly added
short span and the north approach were carried away, leaving only the main span.
Fortunately the short span went out during the night, otherwise the loss would have
been compounded since the bridge had been crowded with flood watchers daily eyeing
the river which finally rose to the 24 ft. level. Nels Roney won the job for rebuilding

Mrs. Sarah Snelling Tandy, 1851 33
#299-F

W. L. 'Wheelers, their family, 1962 30-3 1
Children of S. S. Tandy, 1851 #65-F 36
W. L. Wheeler descendants 40

75th wed. aniv.
No. 3

Mr. & Mrs. Cornelius Hills Cover
#523-F

Cornelius Hills family, #523-F 50
Jasper, Ore.

Cornelius Hills home #130-H 50

# Number of picture, obtainable at Dotson's,

FERRY STREET COVERED BRIDGE, EUGENE, QUESTION CLEARED UP

low water level.

the short span and approach. . . . Bridge users must have been confused for upon enter-
ing the south span they were confronted with the 'Built by A. S. Miller' sign, while
the boldly lettered 'Built by L. N. Roney' appeared on the opposite end of the bridge."

80

Lan dax School,
near Lowell, 1905

Jasper Hills family, 1905
Mr. & Mrs. John Stoops,

1853
William, Mary Jane

Babb Stoops & family
No. 4

William & Eliza Jane 225-F Cover
Gillespie Masterson

Hills, family centennial celebration 62
Hills, Cornelius, family #523-F 77
Hills, Jasper B. & wife #372-F 77
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