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Turs first biography of William Drummond
Stewart (1797-1871) tells the story of the scion
of a noble Scottish family who became a Moun-
tain Man of the American West. As a youthful
officer of British cavalry, Stewart campaigned
under Wellington and won battle honors at
Waterloo. Coming to America in search of ex-
citement and adventure, he made many journeys
into the then largely unknown wilderness be-
yond the Missouri River.

Already a crack shot, Captain Stewart quickly
became a fine frontiersman, learning the skills by
which men survived in the wilds although he in-
sisted on traveling in style, with luxurious ac-
couterments and a store of fancy foodstuffs. But
he respected Americans and admired frontier
democracy, and soon became the trusted friend
of fur traders and Indian chiefs alike.

Stewart was in America for eight vigorous,
vital years, making annual treks to the great
rendezvous, where trappers and redskins met for
weeks of trading and orgiastic frolicking. On his
1837 trip, he took along Alfred Jacob Miller, a
young American artist who made hundreds of
on-the-spot water-color sketches that became
invaluable source material, a pictorial record of
a colorful way of life that even then was begin-
ning to vanish.

When Sir William returned to Scotland he
(Continued on back flap)

Jacket illustration from an oil painting by A. J.
Miller “Attack by Crow Indians.” Stewart, in
camp, threatened by hostile tribesmen.
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Preface

8s> The brief, tumultuous span of years between 1832 and 1844
saw the fur trade of the Far West reach its frenzied crest, then
subside to a trickle that soon disappeared. It saw the beginning
of the decimation of the thronging black herds of buffalo. It saw
proud tribal chicftains of prairic and mountain sense the cruel
truth that they, their people, and their way of life were doomed.
It saw the first shected wagons of the emigrant trains roll across
the continent to the valleys of California and Oregon.

These cpic times were the back-drop for the flashing passage
of a2 man who was the most colorful, and at the same time the
most enigmatic, man the Far West ever saw. He came to America
as Captain William Stewart, sccond son of one of the oldest and
wealthiest noble familics of Scotland. Twelve years later, when
he left America for the last time, he had become, by right of suc-
cession, Sir William Drummond Stewart, owner of Grandtully
and Murthly castles, twenty miles distant from each other on the
River Tay in Perthshire, with their immense lands and vast
revenues.

People who have happily fallen under the spell of the Old
West often speculate as to what motivated Sir William’s many
contradictory acts, which of course sprang from equally contra-
dictory facets of his complex character.

ix



x PREFACE

‘What manner of man was he? they ask. What is the real
story of his adventures in America? What was the manner of his
life before he deliberately subjected himsclf to the dangers and
hardships of a land so alien to his native Perthshirc? What did he
do in the years that followed his final departure from our shores?
Until now, no one has attempted to give more than a fragmentary
answer to these questions.

The story of Sir William Drummond Stewart has not been
an easy one to piece together. Its threads stretched through coun-
tries thousands of miles apart, and were entangled in cultures as
far removed from each other as the courts of Europe, lifc in the
capitals of Asia, and the councils of the Shoshone Indians in the
Wind River Mountains.

It is an oversimplification to say that he was torn between
three widely divergent worlds, all of which he loved and for short
periods tried to combine: the world of military order and disci-
pline, the world of luxury and high position, the world of adven-
ture and danger. However, the thought may serve as a clue leading
to some comprehension of the man and what he did.

The life Sir William led before going to America could be
recreated in considerable detail from family letters, periodicals,
legal documents, and the folk tales of today’s Scottish countryside.

The story of his life on the prairies and among the mountains
of the Far West appears as bright bits scattered through journals,
diaries, newspaper articles, and books written by his companions
on the trail. These narrative gems are like the bright stones em-
bedded in the blue clay of the Kimberly mines. Dug out and as-
sembled in orderly fashion, they make a spirited story, sparkling
with lively color.

On his first expedition into the Far West with a fur caravan,
he was limited in his expenditures, having at his disposal only the
half-pay of a retired captain in the British Army, and a meager
income from a small amount of money left to him by his father
and doled out to him by his older brother, then holder of the title.
Even under these cramping circumstances he managed to provide
himself with blooded horses, London-made guns, and elegant cloth-
ing, all of which astonished beyond measure the rough trappers in
their greasy buckskins.
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Later, his situation improved. On his final trip, after he had
succeeded to the title and estates of the family, he went into the
wilderness with what very nearly amounted to the pomp and cir-
cumstance of an Eastern potentate.

But these trappings of luxury told less than half the story.
He shared with the humblest packer the hardships imposed by the
conditions of the life. He rode through hail, wind, cold, and
drenching rain without complaint. He helped to provide meat for
his fellow travelers by means of his superb marksmanship. He
avoided no duty, no experience, regardless of how arduous or
dangerous it might be. The directors of the fur companies’ trains,
the gay young blades who went along for fun, the packers, the
camp cooks, all respected Sir William. They conferred on him
their highest accolade when they said, “¥e has the hair of the
b’ar in him.”

Returmning at last to his castles and the responsibilities of his
position as 19th Lord of Grandtully and 7th Baronet of Murthly,
he gathered there all of the Far West that he loved that it was
possible to transport across the thousands of intervening miles.

There he entertained the noble families of Scotland and
England in royal style. And often his mind must have strayed
from those courtly and decorous scenes to the wild saturnalia of
the rendezvous on Green River, or to hump ribs eaten by the
campfire in the Wind River Mountains.

Storm and stress continued to surround him here in the
peaceful valley of the Tay. Sir William Drummond Stewart would
always be waging battles that ended now in victory, now in defeat.
His life was a series of stirring campaigns conducted by a valiant
warrior.

Odessa Davenport






CHAPTER I

Lieutenant Stewart at Waterloo

e Dawn came slowly, held back by thick clouds. Rain fell on
sodden fields of recently planted corn and wheat, on grasslands
and woods, as it had been doing all the previous night. The place,
a broken, rolling plain between the Belgian cities of Dinant and
Mons, not far from an insignificant village named Waterloo. The
date, June 18, 1815s.

Wellington’s troops began to stir after miserable hours of
darkness passed without shelter, standing in deep, soupy mud.
They found dry wood in the near-by forest of Soignes, built camp-
fires to warm themsclves by, and were given a makeshift break-
fast. Scottish pipers played stirring pibrochs. Sporadically there
sounded the roll of drums, quickly broken off, the blare of an
occasional trumpet. Napoleon’s troops remained silent, without
perceptible movement, having neither food nor access to firewood.
Monotonously, the rain continued to fall.

Lieutenant William Stewart, of the 15th King’s Hussars, cold
and wet to the skin, was not depressed by the rigors of the situa-
tion; he was vastly impatient to begin the battle that was to be
fought that day. Hardship was not new to him: he had served
under Arthur Wellesley, recently made Duke of Wellington,
through the final cold, starving, bloody struggle of the Peninsular
War. He lacked six months of being twenty years old.

1



2 SCOTSMAN IN BUCKSKIN

Lieutenant Stewart’s military bearing made him appear taller
than his five feet, eleven inches. His dark brown hair and blue eyes
were well-suited to the ruddy English coloring of his face, which
showed a maturity beyond his years. Ilis straight, prominent nose
gave him a faint resemblance to Wellington, onc of the hand-
somest men in the British Isles. This fact, not unnoticed by his
fellow-officers, brought embarrassingly waggish comments.

Due to Wellington’s plan of waiting for the French forces
to attack first, hours of inaction went by while Napoleon deployed
his army. About nine o’clock the weather began to clear. At cleven-
thirty French soldiers fired on British troops stationed around
Hougoumont and the battle had begun.

Richard Ryder, William Stewart’s scrvant since boyhood,
brought the lieutenant’s horse, a fine gray animal bred in Scotland.
Colonel Sir Colquohoun Grant, commanding the sth Light Cavalry
Brigade, which included the 15th King's Hussars, gave the order
to mount. Colonel Grant had been the lieutenant’s superior officer
in several battles of the Peninsular War, concluded only a few
months before.

The soldiers under Colonel Grant moved off, but not into
action, as Lieutenant Stewart had hoped. Instead, Colonel Grant
led his men by a roundabout way to a spot near the conjunction
of the Nivelles-Wavre roads and disposed them where they were
hidden from the enemy behind steep banks. They waited, hearing
the uproar of battle as it advanced and retreated, advanced again:
the shouts of men and blaring of trumpets, cannon fire, the screams
of wounded horses, fusillades of musketry. T'ension mounted. Hours
passed. The men of the 15th King’s Ilussars began to mutter among
themselves. Licutenant Stewart held himself rigidly erect on his
horse, as became a veteran soldier, but the waiting grew almost
intolerable.

Colonel Grant rode up and informed his young officer that
orders had come from the command post in the rear. A French
troop consisting of ten squadrons of Pire’s Lancers was moving
to attack an English regiment directly in front of where the sth
Light Cavalry was stationed. As soon as the Lancers appeared,
he would give the order to charge.

Lieutenant Stewart alerted his men. They waited, holding
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in check their restless horses, excited by the uproar of battle, the
smell of gun smoke. The French Lancers came in sight, moving
rapidly. Lieutenant Stewart raised his sword and led his Hussars
in a charge that wiped out the first wave of Lancers almost to a
man, with but few losses among the British. Lieutenant Stewart
and his men rode back to the commanding officer.

Colonel Grant met the lieutenant with a bleak look of dis-
pleasure. Why, he demanded, had his young officer charged with-
out specific orders to do so? Only then did Stewart realize that
he had not reccived actual orders to take his men into action. The
offense was a serious one in Wellington’s army, and he knew that,
if it was brought to the Duke’s attention, his punishment would
be severe, regardless of the extenuating circumstances.

Another wave of Pire’s Lancers appeared. Now Colonel Grant
shouted the order to charge. Lieutenant Stewart led foray after
foray until the opposing enemy forces at that point were virtually
wiped out.

The incident made a deep impression on Lieutenant Stewart.
Wellington was his hero, and the Duke held his troops under tight
discipline. Any infractions, either by officers or men, resulted in
swift and, some thought, unreasonably severe punishment. Stewart,
however, never questioned their justice; he agreed with Wellington
that an army without discipline was no army at all. His deep con-
cern as to what his punishment would be was made sharper by
the anguished self-condemnation only youth can know.

As it turned out, the young licutenant Stewart received no
punishment whatever—not even a reprimand, other than the
rebuke administered to him on the battlefield. There could have
been only one reason for this. His commanding officer did not re-
port the incident to headquarters. Colonel Grant, while at Olite
during the Peninsular War, had found himself in serious trouble
with Wellington over some small irregularity of military conduct
and had been deeply humiliated by the Commander-in-Chief,
and the memory of this painful episode may have made Grant
reluctant to inflict an experience of similar nature on the young
officer whose only fault had been excessive zeal in the performance
of his duty.

The battle went on with increasing fury as the opposing com-
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manders brought up their reserves. At last the French were driven
back. As twilight deepened into night the French gave way, re-
treated. Napoleon’s last bid for power had ended in defeat.

Soon after Licutenant Stewart’s return home he was awarded
the Waterloo Medal, a decoration given only for exceptional brav-
ery during this last stand against the threat of the Little Corporal.
The medal, made of silver, hung from a black and red ribbon. On
the obverse side appeared the head of the Prince Regent, who
afterward became George IV, and on the reverse side, the head of
Wellington and an eagle. Underneath that were the words: Water-
loo, June 18, 1815; around the edge was inscribed, Lieutenant W.
Stewart, 15th King's Hussars.

Even this mark of grateful recognition bestowed on him by
the Prince Regent could not wipe from his mind the memory of
his one lapse from military duty, made even though it was in the
excitement and stress of battle. It influenced him throughout his
life, causing him to obey implicitly any order given him by rec-
ognized authority and to demand, with Wellingtonian harshness,
complete obedience to orders issued by him. This trait of attach-
ing great importance to obedience to orders, both given and re-
ceived, also may have been to some extent an inheritance from the
long line of William Stewart’s ancestors, extending back into the
13th century. These men were for the most part ficreely loyal and
obedient to their rulers, and in turn demanded unquestioning obe-
dience from the people they ruled.

The facts concerning William Stewart’s birth and carly life
are available in existing records at Murthly Castle and Edinburgh,
and in the archives of the British War Office. Born at Murthly
Castle, Perthshire, Scotland, December 26, 1795, he was the second
son of Sir George Stewart, 17th Lord of Grandtully, I'ifth Baronet
of Murthly, and of Catherine, cldest daughter of Six John Drum-
mond of Logiealmond, a cadet of the Earls of Perth.

William’s older brother, John, also born at Murthly Castle,
entered this world October 25, 1794. There also were three younger
brothers, George, Thomas and Archibald. All played more or less
important roles in William Stewart’s life.

There were also two sisters, Catherine and Clementina. After
a brief notation of Clementina’s birth and a casual reference in
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one of her mother’s letters, her name does not appear in any family
document. Cathcrine, the older sister, was an amiable child who
grew up to be a nice young lady who, as far as can be ascertained,
rouscd no antagonisms in this family that developed some really
fierce ones as the years passed. She married a Frenchman and lived
on the Continent. Beyond an occasional letter, of interest only to
the family, no knowledge of her remains.

The two castles, Murthly and Grandtully, with their large
estates, and the lands of Strathbraan extending to the south, formed
the background of William Stewart’s life. Even during the years
he was abscnt in America they, along with the family, must have
been a pervading presence, never entirely out of his mind. More
than once he tried to break away, but each time he was drawn
back, until at last he knew that the ancient pull would hold him
there as long as his life should last.

Most of William’s boyhood was spent at Murthly Castle, a
beautiful cxample of 17th-century architecture. It was not built
in the manncr of the older castles, as fortresses against the robber
barons of the Highlands, but as the home of a nobleman. It stood
—and still stands—on the south bank of the lovely Tay River, with
a mile-wide stretch of greensward between it and the placidly flow-
ing strcam. During William’s boyhood and youth, this lawn was
mowed to velvet smoothness every three days. As a youngster, he
played on famous Bimam IIill, not far from the castle, and
climbed the two great gnarled trees, all that remained of Shake-
speare’s Birnam Wood.

In the grounds of Murthly Castle stood an ancient chapel dedi-
cated to St. Anthony the Eremite. A wide pathway, bordered by
dense trees, led to onc of its entrances. This path was called the
Decadwalk, because only funcral processions marched along its
somber length, human feet treading its carpet of brown pine
ncedles at no other time.

In the carly part of the 18th century, the then Lord of
Murthly, a kindly disposed man, decided to build a hospital for
the sick and aged of his estate. The structure, a pleasant two-story
building, even today almost modcm in appearance, stands not far
from the castle. On its completion in 1711, Sir John Stewart, the
donor, placed £20,000 in a trust fund to be uscd for its maintenance.
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To Sir John’s great disappointment, his tenants refused the com-
forts of the hospital, preferring to be ill, and even die if need be,
in their own homes. The building was later remodeled to serve as
a hunting lodge, and rented to wealthy sportsmen from London
and Edinburgh. At this time it was named Dalpowie, though peo-
ple sometimes referred to it as the Hospital, or the Cottage.

Four miles in a northerly direction from the castle, a long,
gracefully arched bridge spanned the Tay. It was built of stones
taken from the ruins of a structure dating back to Roman times.
Across the bridge lay the ancient village of Dunkeld, with its
thatched one-story cottages, a tracery of ivy clinging to their walls
and tiny dooryards bright with flowers.

About eighteen miles farther up the winding Tay, grim old
Grandtully Castle reared its nine-foot-thick stone walls with their
small, irregularly placed windows. It offered safety, but little com-
fort, to those who occupied it during the danger days of long ago.
Built in 1560, it was preceded by a castle erected in 1414, of which
only scant ruins now remain. One of its narrow, winding stairways
leads to a small room on the third floor where, Icgend has it, Bon-
nie Prince Charlie once sheltered. A quarter of a milc away stood
Old St. Mary’s Chapel, a long, low, barnlike ancient structure,
built while the first Grandtully was occupied. Here, many of the
Stewarts lie buried in narrow lead coffins. Grandtully, like Murthly,
overlooked the Tay, but at Grandtully the river flowed in a north-
westerly direction for a little while, then turned to pursue a more
southerly course that led away from the craggy, forbidding scenery
of the Highlands.

William’s father had graduated from Oxford University, but
the son was educated at home by tutors. His carcer was decided
for him—he was to go into the army. William appcars to have
made no objection to this plan. In a letter written by his mother
when he was about ten years old, she states that he is a good boy
and doing well in fractions. When he was a little older, Richard
Ryder, a young man-servant at Murthly who was to serve him
throughout his military career, occasionally took William to Edin-
burgh to see the sights of that great city. Yle must have been
deeply impressed by Edinburgh Castle, that massive fortress built
on a huge up-thrust of solid rock. It dominated the city, standing
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high and forbidding above the beautiful Princes Street Gardens
that bordered it on one side.

Once in a while, when illness disrupted family life at Murthly,
Catherine Stewart would send one or more of her brood to Logie-
almond, not far away. There they would be cared for by Catherine’s
two spinster sisters, Frances Marie and Elizabeth, and the house-
keeper, Mrs. Gilchrist, until the emergency passed. Long after
William was grown, he remembered those visits with his aunts,
recalled walking along a frightening sunken corridor, smelling the
pleasant scent of burning peat and toasted oat cakes.

The religious affiliations of the Stewart family during the time
William was growing up are obscure. Apparently they were at
least nominal Catholics, though none of them seems to have taken
churchly matters with any great seriousness. Afterward, individual
members of the Stewart clan developed strong feelings for and
against the Catholic Church, which resulted in considerable con-
flict. The two chapels, Old St. Mary’s at Grandtully and St. An-
thony the Eremite’s at Murthly, were more and more neglected
and eventually fell into serious disrepair.

‘William’s mother, Catherine, took more interest in the de-
tails of running the three estates, with their aggregate of over
32,000 acres, and looking after its people than did his father. He
sometimes went off for long periods of time, spending months at
Grandtully, or in Edinburgh, or, rather oddly, at Logiealmond,
Catherine’s home before she married him. William’s parents seem
to have been on friendly enough terms, but there was something
less than a grand passion about their relationship.

His father sometimes took a hand in estate matters and issued
orders that displeased his mother. In one letter she scolded him
sternly for having removed an old woman from the cottage where
she had lived for many years and arranged for her to lodge else-
where. “I cannot bear cruelty to poor harmless people,” she chided
him. It must have been from her that William inherited his deep
feeling of protectiveness toward people in his care.

A not unimportant member of the Stewart houschold at
Murthly Castle was a four-foot dwarf named James Anderson and
known as “the Fool of Murthly,” one of whose duties was to act
in the role of a medieval jester. He seems to have been a man



8 SCOTSMAN IN BUCKSKIN

of considerable intelligence, possessing only the usual eccentric-
ities to be expected of a person of his diminutive stature whose
position was that as a servant at one moment, an impudent,
privileged jester the next. The family, the scrvants at Murthly,
and the villagers of Dunkeld called him Jamie.

This strange, misshapen little man had short legs and large
feet, spraddled like those of a fowl. Yet he made love to the maids
and, if legends still told in Dunkeld be true, they were not averse
to his attentions. Besides being expected to entertain his betters
with exciting stories and clever quips, he made himself useful
opening gates with a flourish for titled visitors, of whom there were
many, collecting the eggs, and riding to Dunkeld on a white mule
to post letters. Members of the family, as well as visitors, some-
times gave him small sums of money.

Jamie held his position as an honored retainer of the Stewart
family for many years. When he finally died, banknotes totaling
more than £300 were found in his room, hidden under old candle
ends and aging newspapers; and the pockets of his clothes yielded
£126 more.

The irreconcilable hatred that was to develop between Wil-
liam and his brother John when they became adults no doubt
had its roots in their boyhood. They were both educated at home,
which forced them to be much together. William, proud and
fiercely independent, would hardly have been human had he not
violently resented his inferior position in relation to John, the
oldest son. John, arrogant, acutely conscious from his earliest years
of wealth and material possessions, probably overlooked few op-
portunities to lord it over William. The estate was cntailed: John
would someday succeed to the titles, become owncr of the two
castles, the recognized head of the family, and the recipient of a
tich revenue. The best William could reasonably look forward to
was a career in the army, with perhaps a pittance doled out to him
at his older brother’s pleasure.

George, next in line after William for the title and its ap-
purtenances, cared nothing whatsoever about either money or posi-
tion. Since he was a member of the Stewart family, his simple
needs would always be provided for in some fashion. He was good-
natured, kindly, not too bright; he always saw the best in every-
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one, even an obvious rascal, and he wanted only peace—a com-
modity hard to come by in and around the Stewart clan.

Thomas, a dark, handsome lad, the fourth son and therefore
with no rcasonable hope of ever inheriting the title, early showed
a lcaning toward Catholicism—at least, toward what Catholicism
had to offer in the way of power and prestige. Long before any
member of his family was aware of it, he may have entertained
dreams of becoming a Prince of the Church, a position for which
his brilliant intellcct and consuming ambition eminently fitted him.

Archibald, the youngest, was a sharp-featured, puny boy who
hoarded the small coins that came his way, spending them reluc-
tantly on items that would give him personal pleasure. He liked
to play mean little practical jokes, to frighten the maids, and to
trap young rabbits in the woods. The few times that members of
the family, other than his mother, mentioned him in their letters
to each other, it was always disparagingly. He seems to have been
an extraordinarily unpleasant child who not surprisingly grew up
to be an cxtraordinarily unpleasant man.

Taking everything into consideration, William’s boyhood life
at Murthly must have been a fairly unhappy and frustrated one.
In his seventeenth year it became possible for him to escape from
it, having then reached the age of military service.

Shortly after his birthday, which was the day after Christmas,
1812, he asked his father to buy him a cometcy—the lowest mili-
tary rank in a crack English regiment at that time—in the famous
and fashionable 6th Dragoon Guards. His father did so, at a cost
of £735.

Let no one be misled by the fact that membership in the finest
English rcgiments could be had only by purchase, and at what
secms today like a fancy price. Their personnel was of the highest
quality and they were unexcelled as fighting units. William's ap-
pointment was confirmed on April 15, 1813. IHe immediately
joined his regiment and began rigorous training.

The Peninsular War, which had been going on in Spain and
Portugal since 1808, was being stepped up in intensity by popular
demand. William hoped he would see service soon on the Iberian
Peninsula. There was also a war going on between Britain and the
United States, but William had no hope of taking part in that
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conflict. After the first few months, during which American troops
had taken on the Canadian fighting men and come off second
best, the two countries had decided to let their navies do most of
the fighting, which at the time William started his military career
they were busily engaged in doing.

Almost a year went by. Then came news of the battle of
Vitoria. This engagement took place June 21, 1813, in the north-
eastern part of Spain, two or three days’ march from the Pyrenees.
The English victory won there was considered so important, and
so brilliantly achieved that the Prince Regent gratcfully presented
Wellington with the baton of a Field Marshal. The 15th King’s
Hussars was also signally honored. This regiment, which had seen
service in Portugal and Spain since 1812 and was now commended
for its gallantry, already had a reputation for fine marksmanship
that was unexcelled in the British Army. These facts were doubtless
noted by the young cornet, impatient to see action.

However, almost six months passed after Vitoria before Wil-
liam could do anything about his situation. On the 22nd of De-
cember he made application to Colonel Dalrymple, the officer
commanding Dundalk Barracks, for an appointment to a lieuten-
ancy in the 15th King’s Hussars, regiment of Light Dragoons. No
records have come to light stating what his father paid for this
appointment, but the appointment was confirmed by the War
Office on January 6, 1814. It is safe to assume that Licutenant
Stewart asked for immediate active service, and that shortly after
that date he was sent to Spain and joined Wellington's army.
This army was now pressing hard, through exceptionally bad
weather, toward Wellington’s objective, that of forcing the French
troops out of Spain and to ultimate defeat on their own soil.



CHAPTER II

War, Peace and Marriage

Be Losing no time joining his regiment in Spain, Lieutenant
Stewart probably arrived in late January 1814, disembarking at the
port of San Scbastian on the Bay of Biscay. Wellington’s troops
were uncomfortably waiting out the harsh Iberian winter in bar-
racks slightly east of Vitoria, the scene of their brilliant victory
the year before. Here Licutenant Stewart, for the first time in his
life, experienced real hardship. Though Wellington was impatient
to start, alternate snow and rain made the roads impassable and
kept his army immobilized. The barracks that housed his soldiers
were unheated, ramshackle structures, infested with rats, bats and
even less pleasant members of the animal kingdom. Food was
poor, scarce, sometimes nonexistent.

Lieutenant Stewart left no account of the hardships of English
army life that winter, but others did. Quartermaster-General—also
Major-General in Wellington’s army—Sir Benjamin D’Urban be-
came quite specific on the subject in his journal. Sir Benjamin,
a dressy gentleman—in one portrait of him there hangs about his
thin neck and is pinned on his narrow chest an astonishing number
of large jeweled decorations—described the situation in which
Wellington’s army found itself in these forthright words:

11
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An advance into France will soon take place and the
cavalry is accordingly brought up from the Valleys of the Ebro
and the Agra. Mine has been so starved by the villainous ar-
rangements of the Commissariat that I must go to it and get
it in such order as may make it disposable. Troops are pass-
ing a very severe winter, not only in Barracks which for the
better part, do not shelter them from the winter, but alto-
gether (in many instances) destitute of Blankets, Matresses,
or any article of Barrack furniture. My reiterated representa-
tions turned over to the Marshall, to the Minister of War, and
Col. Fave, produced no results.

An elegant-looking German gentleman—as shown in a self-
portrait—named August Ludwig Friedrich Schaumann, the Deputy
Assistant Commissary General of the British Army, painted a
water-color picture of his own quarters, which were no doubt very
like those occupied by Lieutenant Stewart. It shows Schaumann
huddled uncomfortably in a hammock slung between rough walls.
A number of huge rats are scampering over the floor, while one
rodent chews jauntily on one of August’s boots. Bats flit about. A
large owl and a yellow-green moon peer malevolently in through an
unglazed window.

The conditions of life that surrounded Lieutenant Stewart
on his arrival in Spain were a far cry from the stately luxury of
Murthly Castle, and even from the comfortable English barracks
of the 15th King’s Hussars. However, since he said to a companion
many years later that he liked something to contend against, he
no doubt found some elements of pleasure in the situation.

About the middle of March an unusually cold spell froze the
mud of the roads and Wellington was able to move his troops for-
ward toward their next major objective, the French port of
Bayonne, some fifteen or twenty miles beyond the Spanish border.
To reach it, the army had to march inland through several
Spanish provinces in order to avoid crossing the River Nive, which
was short but unfordable for the greater part of its length. Licu-
tenant Stewart’s commanding officer was Sir Colquhoun Grant,
and his forces saw considerable action on the march, as the re-
treating Irench general, Soult, kept up a serics of strong rear-guard
dclaying tactics with many casualties on both sides.
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Rain began again and continued without cessation. At last
they reached Bayonne, where the Adour pours its waters into the
sea. At this point the river is 8oo yards wide, with a strong, almost
violent current. Wellington sent a contingent of troops to distract
Soult, then dispatched the main body of his men about three miles
upstream, where the river narrowed to 5oo yards. There his engi-
ncers constructed a pontoon bridge of unusual design and by this
mecans he got his troops across the river. Licutenant Stewart fought
in battle after battle as Wellington pushed forward. Soult retreated
only when forced to do so. Casualties were shockingly heavy on
both sides, but the British suffered far the heavier losses of the
two. Wellington was pressing for victory and meant to have it
quickly, no matter the cost. He urged his troops forward.

On April 10, Licutcnant Stewart found himself in the thick
of the battle as Wellington attacked Toulouse. After two days of
the fiercest fighting, Soult evacuated the city. On the 18th an agree-
ment to lay down arms was signed. The Peninsular War was over.

Wellington rcturned to England almost immediately, leaving
to his officers the task of getting the British Army out of Spain
and France, a process that cncountered long delays. Lieutenant
Stewart was fortunate. His regiment was marched almost at once
across I'rance to the Channcl and there shipped to England.

Arriving at London, he embarked with his men for the town
of Dundalk, on the east coast of Ircland. Soon they were back in
Dundalk Barracks, headquarters of the 15th King’s Hussars, and
at least the simple comforts of pcace. Lieutenant Stewart had
served thrce months of the hardest kind of military action, filled
with almost continuous warfare, and had come through without
even a minor wound. Since his regiment was noted for its marks-
manship, the young licutenant had plenty of training in accurate
shooting, and competition as well, a circumstance that accounted
for his outstanding prowess along that line when he reached the
Far West.

Months went by. Peace scemed to have scttled on England
and the Continent. Napolcon had been a prisoncr on the Island
of Lilba, belicved to be escape-proof, for almost a year. Lieutenant
Stewart was getting fed up with the monotony of life at Dundalk
Barracks.

Then, on the first of March, news that Napoleon had landed
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on the Continent spread like the reverberations of a vast cxplosion.
On the zoth he was at the Tuileries. Soldiers flocked to his ban-
ner. The people of France loudly proclaimed their loyalty to him
and to the national dream he symbolized.

The military might of Britain and Prussia was galvanized
into action. Wellington resumed supreme command of the army.
On April 8, 1815, the 15th King's Hussars, along with many other
regiments, embarked for Ostend. At daybreak four days later, the
harbor of that Belgian city was so crowded with ships bearing
troops, horses, guns, and all sorts of supplies, that onc or two ran
ashore. Disembarking amid what seemed utter confusion, Welling-
ton produced order out of the chaos. Lieutenant Stewart rode
with his regiment across Belgium to Ghent, on to Brusscls, then

to the field of Waterloo, arriving there some time during the cold
and rain-drenched night of June 17.

Waiting  sleeplessly for the dawn, Lieutenant Stewart’s
thoughts must have been heavy with foreboding as to what the
coming day might bring to him, to England, to the world. The
stakes were beyond computation. What happened to him has
already been told. The result for England and for the world is his-

tory.

After Waterloo, Lieutenant Stcwart returncd to his barracks
at Dundalk. Life there went on as before, broken by an occasional
leave of absence that enabled him to visit London, where the
Stewart family kept a smart town house at 77 Eaton Place, to en-
joy the social delights of Edinburgh, or—if nothing better offered
—to stay for a while at Murthly.

His future as a soldier began to look very dull to him. Na-
poleon was safe on the Island of St. Ielena, a lonely and helpless
prisoner, suffering from an incurable discase. There was peace be-
tween England and the United States. Like many another young
man who has fought in violent and bloody campaigns, Licutenant
Stewart became restless and discontented. No doubt he saw the
handwriting on the wall which foretold the inevitable reduction
in military forces that comes with peace. His mind turned to
visions of travel. He longed to see strange countries, exotic peo-
ples, bizarre customs.



ge> War, Peace and Marriage 15

In spitc of his sometimes unconventional actions, Lieutenant
Stewart had a practical side to his nature and to his way of think-
ing. Ilc had been a lieutenant for six years. Before his retirement
from the army came about, either voluntarily or involuntarily, he
determined to improve his condition. Just how he managed it is
not known, but on June 12, 1820, Lord Lyndoch, a powerful
Scottish nobleman, wrote a letter to Major General Sir Hubert
Taylor, K.C.B,, etc., asking that Lieutenant William Stewart, the
son of his neighbor, Sir George Stewart of Grandtully, be con-
sidered for promotion to the rank of captain.

Remarkably prompt action ensued, leaving the impression that
the whole matter had already been arranged. The London War
Office records show that on June 15 the promotion became official.
A significant notation says that Lieutenant Stewart was traveling
on a leave of absence at the time he was elevated to a captaincy.
In October of the following year, the 15th King’s Hussars was dis-
banded and Captain Stewart was retired at half-pay, which
amounted to the undeniably meager sum, even by the standards
of that time, of seven shillings, six farthings a day, or about one
dollar and five cents by present values.

IFor scveral years following 1821, Captain Stewart’s movements
and activitics can be traced only dimly and to some extent by in-
ference, though the implication is almost inescapable. One valu-
able source of information is the collection of family letters
preserved in the archives of Edinburgh. Others, just as tangi-
ble but less explicit, we shall come to later. He spent some
time in London, leading the life of a fashionable young man, at-
tending partics, balls, court functions, riding horseback in the park.
Occasionally he was at Murthly, or making brief visits to his aunts
at Logicalmond, living in their ancient castle, which they let fall
into a ruinous state rather than change one of its—to them—sacred
stoncs. He traveled and hunted extensively in Turkey, Russia and
other countrics of the East. There are indications that he spent
considerable time in the major cities of Italy and of Portugal.
What he did there we do not know, but on his retumn to England
he brought with him four decorations presented to him in gratitude
for his scrvices. One was a Maltesc Cross of red enamel, now lost,
though a picturc of it remains. Another was the Order of Christ
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of Portugal, red and white enamel, with a large pin so it could
be worn on a coat or cape. Then there were two medals, resembling
coins, in a velvet box, presented to him by the Pope. Since the
families of both his father and mother had long records in the
diplomatic service, it may be concluded that thecse decorations
were awarded in recognition for achievernents in that ficld.

In 1827 Captain Stewart’s father, Sir George Stewart, died,
and the title, castles and estates went, of course, to John, the prop-
erty being entailed and therefore not subject to distribution by
Sir George. From his private fortune, Captain Stewart’s father
left him the sum of £3,000, but with the provision that John
should control and manage it, paying the intcrest to his younger
brother. This disposition of the father’s estate, in so far as William
was concerned, shows how the family felt about Captain Stewart.
They saw him as an erratic, unsettled seeker for adventure, and
not to be trusted to act sensibly in financial matters, as steady,
stay-at-home John would be sure to do. It was a serious miscalcu-
lation, as John was to prove later on.

Captain Stewart was, understandably, outraged at this action
of his father’s. Before this time, Sir George apparently had scen
to it that William had enough money to do pretty much as he
pleased, but now William was dependent on John’s whims, cven
in regard to the money the younger brother considered rightfully
his. The bitterness already existing between the two brothers in-
creased. Nor did the people on Sir John's estates entertain any
great feeling of cordiality for their lord. An obscrvation made at
the time of Sir George’s death by Jamie, the Fool of Murthly, has
come down to the present day. Sir John presented Jamie with a
new black kilt to wear to Sir George’s funcral and the dwarf de-
clared it was the most sensible thing e had ever known John to do.

Later in that samec year, Catherine Stewart’s brother, for
whom Captain Stewart had been named, Sir William Drumimond,
died in Italy, where he was the British ambassador. Ilc left the large
and valuable estate of Logicalmond to Captain Stewart’s mother,
she being the next cldest in the Drummond family. It made her
a very wealthy woman. There is little doubt that she was the source
of most of the money spent by Captain Stewart for the next few
years. The interest on his father’s legacy and his officer’s half-pay
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would hardly have covered his basic expenses. However, he never
had cnough money to permit of any really gaudy expenditures. He
felt these monetary restrictions keenly and blamed John for his
inability to travel as much as, or in the style, he wanted to.

He appears to have spent a good deal of his time in London.
When the boredom of society life became intolerable, as it ap-
pears to have done at intervals, he went to Murthly, or visited his
friends, Lord and Lady Breadalbane, whose home, Taymouth Cas-
tle, stood near where the River Tay emerged from Loch Tay.
There are also accounts of his staying sometimes with Lord
George Glenlyon, whose scat was near the village of Blair-Atholl,
farther north on the swift River Till that flowed into the Tay. He
probably did not spend much time at Murthly, in the proximity of
John, the solid, stable head of the Stewart clan.

It probably was sometime in 1829 that Captain Stewart visited
a ncar-by farm house belonging to his friends, the Atholls, who
were connections of Lord Glenlyon. Here in the courtyard he saw
an extraordinarily Dbeautiful girl, her skirts tucked up until they
barely covered her knees, and immediately William lost his head,
if not his heart. A contemporary said, “He fell in love with her
nether limbs when he saw her tromping blankets in a tub.” The
girl's name was Christina Stewart—no relation to the Stewart
family—and she was working on the Atholl farm as a maid. Leg-
ends are still told by the villagers of Dunkeld concerning the
beauty of her face and character. That the handsome Captain
Stewart rouscd in Christina a full measure of love and devotion
no one who rcads her story can doubt.

Sometime in 1830 Christina bore Captain Stewart’s son. The
child was given the name of George, that of William’s father and
also his brother. Though no marriage between him and Christina
had taken place, Captain Stewart seems from the first to have
acknowledged the boy as his offspring. Three months after the
child’s birth, Captain Stewart and Christina were married in Edin-
burgh. The rccord says that little George was present at the cere-
mony “for purposcs of legitimization.” This was, of course, accord-
ing to Scottish law. The official record gives the date of Gceorge's
birth as somctime in 1829. Years later, when William had suc-
ceeded to the title, he superintended the compilation of two large
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tomes, the Red Book of Murthly, filled with family history. In this
record he shifted the date of George’s birth to about a year after
his marriage to Christina.

No secret seems to have been made of this marriage, but
it does not appear that Captain Stewart and Christina ever oc-
cupied the same house together. He established her and George
in a modest apartment in Edinburgh, acknowledged her as his
wife, visited her occasionally. He made sure that she and little
George had whatever they nceded, but Christina’s wants were
simple. It is said that he engaged a private tutor for her, but after
consideration, she decided against any plan he may have had of
making her over into a fine lady, preferring to remain as she was,
a charming, capable woman who won the respect and admiration
of everyone who knew her. As long as she lived she asked nothing
of him, whether of money or companionship, other than what he
gave her of his own initiative. Lovely Christina Stewart and her re-
lationship with the adventurous Scottish nobleman she had mar-
tied hold a touch of tantalizing mystery and of pathos that can
rouse only conjecture and regret. Though of humble birth, Chris-
tina Stewart was an extraordinary woman with sturdy traits of loy-
alty and faithfulness.

On January 14, 1832, Sir John Stewart married Lady Jane
Steuart, eldest daughter of I'rancis, Earl of Moray, an entirely suit-
able and proper alliance for the 18th Lord of Grandtully and Sixth
Baronet of Murthly. Sir John and his lady honcymooned briefly
and economically at Logiecalmond, as guest of the spinster aunts,
Frances Maric and Llizabeth, then took up their life at Murthly.
If Captain Stewart had ever, cven briefly, dreamed that he might
some day come into the Stewart title and estatcs, he must have
definitely given up the thought now. There would certainly be
children born of this union, if for no rcason other than to spite
him, of that he would have fclt surc.

Shortly after this marriage Captain Stewart and John quar-
reled so violently that the ancient walls of Murthly must have
trembled, as well as the hearts of all those within hearing dis-
tance. What they quarreled about is not known, but therc were
plenty of bones to be picked: William’s appallingly unsuitable max-
riage to Christina, John’s habitual procrastination when it came
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to paying William the sums due him from his father’s legacy, Wil-
liam’s extravagances and proclivity for roaming. Goaded to a high
state of fury by some especially barbed castigation from John, Wil-
liam declared that he would never again, as long as he lived, sleep
beneath the roof of Murthly Castle. And he never did, though
adherence to that vow caused him considerable inconvenience
after he became master of Murthly.

Following this climactic quarrel with John, Captain Stewart’s
mind turned more and more toward travel and adventure. The so-
cial round in London palled. The thought of the United States
and its Far West returned insistently, holding as it did a promise
of new scenes, struggle and danger. Then, too, traveling there
would cost less than journeying about the capitals of Europe and
Asia, where he had to keep up the standards of his class.

Finally Captain Stewart rcached a decision. He did not know
exactly where his interest might take him on the North American
continent, but to be prepared for any contingency, he asked for
and received an introduction to several head men of the Hudson’s
Bay Company in Canada. According to papers in the archives of
the Hudson’s Bay Records Society, these letters were addressed
to John Allan, Esquire, York, Toronto; Samuel Gerrard, Montreal;
Govemnor Simpson; and the Chief Factors and Chief Traders,
Hudson’s Bay Company—in other words, to anyone of conse-
quence in this great and powerful organization. This blanket in-
troduction was to serve him in good stead when the time came.

It called for plenty of tongue-clucking and head-shaking when
Captain Stewart’s plans were revealed to his family. His marriage
to Christina had been hard to take—another example of his tend-
ency to break with tradition. An affair with a girl of her station
would have occasioned little more than a shrug—so why marry
her, even though there was a son? Now he was going to a land of
strange wild animals, murderous savages, mountains and rivers so
vast that the people of Perthshire could not even envisage them.
But Captain Stewart went ahead with his preparations, unheeding,
encouraged only by his fricnd, Lord Breadalbane, who scems to
have been enthralled by the prospect of the adventures on which
Captain Stewart was embarking.

William took with him a wardrobe of elegant clothes for city
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wear, for he intended to stay several months in New York, then
go on to New Orleans and St. Louis. Just how he would make his
way to the Far West, time would reveal. He took with him two
Manton rifles, handmade by the Manton Brothers of London,
the finest rifles in the world. They cost him forty guineas cach.
Only the best would do for this, the greatest hunting adventure
he would ever know.

After negotiations carried on through an attorney, Captain
Stewart finally received from John part of the money currently due
him from his father’s legacy. In the early part of April he sailed for
New York. He was in his thirty-seventh year but eagerness for new
scenes and new experiences, for danger and adventure, burned in
him with a clear, undiminished flame.



cuHAPTER III

Face to the West

ge Captain Stewart left Perthshire without, so far as it is known,
the approval of a single member of his family. Their unpredictable
adventurer was setting forth again, this time to the wilds of Amer-
ica, where he would almost surely come to some peculiarly horrify-
ing end.

The gentle “leddies o’ Logie,” his aunts, his mother, and his
kindly brother George mourned as for a kinsman already lost.
Thomas, away on the Continent studying for the position of Car-
dinal which he hoped someday to attain, appears to have dis-
missed the matter as the kind of foolishness to be expected of
William. John unleashed his acrimonious tongue at the folly of
William’s course, but felt relieved that an ocean and half a con-
tinent would soon separate him from his troublesome brother.
Archibald couldn’t have cared less.

Captain Stewart’s ship made good time, crossing the Atlantic
well under the normal span of sixty days. His first view of New
York was doubtless depressing. The skyline of the city was nothing
to rouse admiring comment, none of the buildings being more than
four stories high. Short wharfs fringed the shore in a straggling
line. The United States was a little more than fifty ycars old.

Nevertheless, here was the gateway to the land of high ad-

21
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venture that began on the western bank of the Missouri River
and extended all the way to the shore of the Pacific. Part of this
land had been acquired in 1803 through the Louisiana Purchase,
but with the exception of a vast tract known as the Oregon Terri-
tory, none of it lay beyond the Rocky Mountains. Boundarics were
extremely vague and much of the country was still waiting for
the advent of the first white man. Here lay one of the last large,
almost unexplored temperate areas of the world.

A duller mind and imagination than Captain Stewart’s would
have lifted at the sight of this drab-looking city on the tip of
Manhattan Island because of the bright promise of adventure
that lay beyond. Landing on the dock, he was whisked away in a
hired carriage through cobblestone streets to the City Hotcl, the
finest lodging place New York had to offer. The building was a
four-story brick structure furnished in the red-plush-and-mahogany
fashion of the day.

He had been in New York only a few days when, quite by
accident, he met J. Watson Webb, one of the most influential
men in the city. A lasting friendship sprang up between them.
‘Webb belonged to a wealthy and distinguished New York family,
his father being General S. B. Webb, a friend of Washington and
Lafayette. Webb was only thirty-one when he and Captain Stewart
met but he had behind him ten ycars of army experience on the
western frontier and three years as editor of the two foremost New
York newspapers. The army background and a mutual love of the
Far West, of adventure and danger, formed a strong bond between
the two men. Webb was much impressed by the fact that Captain
Stewart had fought at Waterloo, and by his five medals.

J. Watson Webb’s illustrious army career in the West and
the many friends he had made there enabled him to smooth the
pathway of his friend, Captain Stewart. Webb gave him letters of
introduction to that famous St. Louis resident, William Clark,
of the Lewis and Clark Expcedition, formerly governor of Missouri,
now Superintendent of Indian Affairs; also to General William
Ashley, king of the fur trade; and to William Sublctte and Robert
Campbell, young men who at that time headed the outfitting and
carrying division of the Rocky Mountain Fur Company. They
also were the bankers for that powerful and far-reaching enterprise.
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Stewart’s intention had been to go directly from New York
to New Orleans by boat, then up the Mississippi to St. Louis.
However, dispatches to Webb’s newspapers announced that New
Orlcans was suffering from one of its recurrent cholera epidemics
and Stewart, heeding the earnest admonitions of J. Watson Webb,
decided to postpone his visit to that stricken city.

Reserving a small amount of thick, warm clothing, one blanket
and a Manton rifle, he shipped the rest of his baggage to St. Louis
by boat. Setting out on horseback, he rode in a northeasterly direc-
tion across New York State to Niagara Falls. Pausing long enough
to take a good look at the majestic cataract, he resumed his journey
westward through the thinly settled states of Ohio, Indiana, Illinois
and Missouri. This was a jaunt of major proportions and one not
to be undertaken lightly. Here it was that Captain Stewart got his
first taste of wilderness life.

Beyond the western boundary of New York, taverns—even
of the poorest kind—were rare. Stewart tried seeking food and
shelter at the rude log cabins of occasional settlers, but after sev-
eral experiences of trying to eat the unappetizing, carelessly pre-
pared food offered him and of sleeping on dirt floors surrounded
by farmers’ children, he hit on another plan.

During the day he would shoot a brace of squirrels, or a few
pigeons. As evening approached he dressed the game, roasted it be-
fore his campfire. When darkness fell, he rolled himself in his
blanket and slept, his only shelter the branches of some sturdy tree.

The journey was long and arduous, but endurable to a man
who had gone through a winter and spring of the Peninsular War.
Arriving at last in St. Louis, Captain Stewart established himself
at the city’s finest hotel, the Mansion House, on the corner of
Vine and Third streets, where his baggage awaited, having preceded
him by several weeks. According to an advertisement in the St.
Louis Republican at the time, this “tavern” contained “thirty-six
comfortable and spacious lodging rooms, one dining room sixty-
five feet by twenty-five feet, a bar room, sitting rooms, two kitch-
ens, one spacious smoke house, ete.”

Within a few days Captain Stewart called on Sublette and
Campbcll, presenting his letters of introduction from J. Watson
Webb. These two men had recently returned from their trip to
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the summer rendezvous in the Rocky Mountains, bringing back
the previous season’s catch of beaver, plus a few skins of marten,
otter and mink. Robert Campbell, not yet thirty years old and un-
married, lived in the city. William Sublette, a few years Campbell’s
senior, took keen interest and delight in his farm just outside St.
Louis, where he raised finc stock, especially blooded horses.

These three men, differing widely in background, heritage and
experience, were drawn together by the many qualities they pos-
sessed in common, among them a love of adventure, courage of the
highest order, and an unwavering integrity. So strong were the
ties formed between them that during the more than ten years
of their association, they not only trusted each other with con-
siderable sums of money, but with their lives as well.

When Captain Stewart called on William Clark, he did so
at that gentleman’s office and museum, which Clark had built in
order to have a suitable place to receive his Indian friends. The
museum occupied one large room. Here William Clark had as-
sembled a priceless collection of Indian artifacts, many of them
presented to him by chiefs and head men, each onc the finest of
its kind. There were feathered headdresses, porcupine quill-em-
broidered skin shirts, moccasins beaded in elaborate designs, in-
tricately carved and decorated peace pipes made from the tradi-
tional red sandstone, and almost numberless other items.

General Clark, gray-haircd and crowned with honors, reccived
Captain Stewart with his usual urbane cordiality. The Scotsman
returned many times that winter, as he did also during his subse-
quent stays in St. Louis, to renew his friendship with the great
man.

Although Captain Stewart enjoyed travel and new experiences,
he was not intent only on pleasure. The more serious aspects of life
in America interested him deeply. He had many opportunities to
hear the rich, influential men of St. Louis talk of the expansionist
plans of President Andrew Jackson and Thomas Hart Benton, the
cbullient Missourian. A few of the wiser heads rcalized the part
the fur trade was playing in these plans, as its partisans and trappers
explored the mountains and followed rivers to their sources. Ihere
were long discussions of the shipping of pelts to the fur-hungry
markets of England, the Continent, and most voracious of all,
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China; of the fabulous cotton market at New Orleans, 600 miles
down the Mississippi. From the port thousands of bales of the
precious white fiber were shipped every year to the whirring looms
of England and Scotland, where for more than a hundred years
most of the cotton goods of the world had been manufactured.
Captain Stewart was fully aware of the importance of cotton to
Britain’s economy, so its growth, processing, and shipping were
of deep interest to him.

During that winter of 1832-33, Captain Stewart no doubt met
Thomas Hart Benton, United States Senator from Missouri. Sev-
eral years before his election to that office in 1820, Benton had
moved from Tennessee, where he was already a respected political
figure, to St. Lowis and established his home in that fast-growing
city. Ile was a firm believer in the expansionist doctrine, and
worked wholeheartedly throughout his long career to establish the
western boundary of the United States on the shore of the Pacific.
That this boundary would some day be pushed across three thou-
sand miles of ocean to include Hawaii exceeded even his far-
sighted vision. Years later, Benton’s son-in-law, John Charles Fré-
mont, played a part, though admittedly a feeble one, in making
the scnator’s dream come true.

At that time a transcontinental railroad was generally con-
sidered to be in the realm of fantasy—but Senator Benton was
pointing out the possibilitics of one, maybe two, with all the vigor
of which he was capable, and that was a great deal. Two short
lines, the first in the United States to be operated by locomotives,
had been built four years before. One of these pocket-sized rail-
roads was the Delaware and Hudson, in New York; the other was
known as the Charleston and Hamburg, in Georgia.

Benton’s astute mind saw the practical value of more and
longer railroads, especially after the United States would have ac-
quired the Mexican provinces of California and New Mexico, and
established clecar title to Oregon. Some men laughed at the sena-
tor’s ideas, but not Captain Stewart. The daring of such far-reach-
ing plans appealed to him.

Though the visitor from Perthshire spent many hours in seri-
ous convcrsation and the discussion of such important questions,
his first winter in St. Louis was a gay one. Hc was received by the
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élite of the city. They invited him to teas, to dinners, and to their
most elegant functions, called gumbo balls: between dances, there
was served delicious gumbo soup made from chicken and okra.
There were also distinguished theatrical performances brought up
from sophisticated New Orleans. On all these occasions Captain
Stewart cut a dashing figure with his military bearing, London
clothes, Continental manners and easy charm. He was one of
those rare men who attract women with no perceptible effort and
at the same time command the respect and admiration of men.
There were hints of a discreet amour or two that winter . . . the
ladies of St. Louis were very beautiful.

Between social engagements he spent hours on the broad
levee by the side of the mighty Mississippi. Here the keelboats
tied up, and occasionally a steamboat belonging to one of the fur
companies. Cargoes of staple goods, as well as almost fantastic
luxuries were unloaded, hustled into great horse-drawn drays by
Negro roustabouts, and hauled away to vast storchouses. Here the
busy traffic of the river swirled and rumbled about him. Ile felt
its throb and urgency. No city he had ever scen was like this one;
rough, raw and lusty on the levee; fortunces quictly made and lost
by suave, broadcloth-coated men in city offices; luxury and ele-
gance in the homes on the outskirts of the town. It made a heady
draught and he drank deeply of it, at the same time impatient to
get on to still greater adventures. But that must wait for spring,
and for grass to grow on the prairies. No fur caravan could move
until there was food for pack animals along the way.

Living as a fashionable gentleman in St. Louis was expensive
and Captain Stewart’s funds were becoming depleted. He was not
especially concerned about this. With the sums his attorney in
Perth could manage to collect from John, he would have, when
it came time to start, the wherewithal to carry out his purpose in
coming to America.

Early in February Sublette and Campbell began to make
preparations for their summer trip to the fur country, taking sup-
plies for the trappers, presents and trade goods for the Indians.
The two partners did not have the same destination: Sublctte
would head for the mouth of the Yellowstone, Campbell for the
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site of the rendezvous on the Green River. Sublette would take
two keelboats, towed by the steamer Otto, from St. Louis to Lex-
ington. There, the cargo of one keelboat would be turned over to
Campbell, and Sublette would proceed upstream on the Otto,
the other keelboat trailing behind. From Fort Pierre to the mouth
of the Yellowstone the keelboat would be cordelled by twenty men
straining at the tow rope.

Campbell did not know exactly where the rendezvous was to
be held in 1833, but he was confident he could pick up this infor-
mation on the way. At these rendezvous, fur traders, trappers and
Indians met each year for a prolonged session of business, drink-
ing, gambling, horse racing and a generally wild and woolly time.

Not until preparatory activities began did Captain Stewart
suggest to his friends, Sublette and Campbell, that he go with
the caravan to the rendezvous. These experienced men were un-
derstandably doubtful of the wisdom of the idea. William was a
fine fellow, but just the same they were something less than en-
thusiastic about making themselves responsible for a greenhorn
on the long, hazardous journey ahead. How would he react to the
dangers and hardships of prairic and mountain trails, to the tricks
and treacheries of Indians? Finally, however, they consented to his
accompanying Campbell. At Stewart’s insistence, he did not go as
a guest, but paid the partners $500 for a place in Campbell’s train.

Sometime in March Captain Stewart set off on horseback, his
destination North Bend, a small town in Ohio some 350 miles
away. The reason for his taking this trip, necessarily filled with dis-
comforts, occasioned by poor lodgings and inclement weather, can
only be surmised, but the evidence indicates that he went as a
favor to his fricnds, Sublette and Campbell. Immediately on arriv-
ing at North Bend, he sought out the home of General William
Henry Harrison, the man he had come to sce.

This gentleman was onc of the most distinguished men in the
United States at that time. His father was a signer of the Dcclara-
tion of Independence. He himself could boast of a long and hon-
orable military carcer, having been Major-General in the War of
1812. A varied political life followed, during which he held several
important elective offices. His greatest honor was still to come, that
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of becoming the ninth President of the United States. At the
time Stewart visited him, his health was not good and he was living
in retirement.

Captain Stewart presented the letter he had brought from
Campbell and Sublette. Its exact contents were never divulged,
but they can be deduced with reasonable accuracy from what fol-
lowed.

A son of General Harrison’s, the sixth of ten children, Dr.
Benjamin Harrison, was a young man of considerable attainments
in the medical profession, but given to excessive indulgence in
strong drink. At that time a trip to the Rocky Mountains was con-
sidered a practically sure cure for any deviation from the normal,
either of health or character, from tuberculosis to alcoholism.

Captain Stewart no doubt added his persuasions to those Sub-
lette must have penned in the letter, to the effect that Dr. Harri-
son, then at home with his father, would be materially benefited by
a sojourn in the Far West. Both Harrisons finally agreed to this
plan, but the father insisted on paying $1000 to defray the ex-
penses of his son’s trip. General Harrison was cvidently more
affluent than he was when Benjamin was born: at that time he
had written to his friend President Andrew Jackson that his
“nursery grew faster than his bank account.” The details of the
matter settled, Dr. Harrison returned to St. Louis with Captain
Stewart.

No sooner was William back in his comfortable Mansion
House quarters than there arrived in the city a wizened, chronically
irritated little man of fifty or so who called himsclf Baron Brauns-
berg. It is likely that he, too, took lodgings at St. Louis’s favorite
hostelry and that he met Captain Stewart there.

The insignificant-looking little man soon let it be known that
he was really Prince Maximilian of Wied-Neuwied, a traveler, a
scientist, and almost cvery variety of “ologist” known to the
Icarned world. Accompanying him was a sexvant with the improb-
able name of Driedoppel, and an artist of considerable fame,
Charles Bodmer.

Prince Maximilian inquired, in barely understandable English,
if there was a caravan forming to go to the Indian country. He
had traveled, he said, among the Indians of South America and
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wished to compare them with the aborigines of western North
America. Also, he desired to collect plant specimens. Probably
through the good offices of Captain Stewart, Prince Maximilian
was soon introduced to Robert Campbell.

This chance meeting between Stewart and Prince Maximilian,
and the fact that the little scientist was taking a painter with him,
may have planted a seed in the Scottish nobleman’s mind that bore
significant fruit four years later. For it was then that Stewart, lead-
ing his own party and in command of the American Fur Com-
pany’s caravan, headed toward the Rocky Mountains, taking with
him the already well known young painter, Alfred Jacob Miller.

While negotiations were pending in regard to Prince Maxi-
milian’s going to the mountains with the Campbell train, the
prince and Captain Stewart, accompanied by William Clark,
Superintendent of Indian Affairs, departed downriver by boat to
Jefterson Barracks, a few miles south of town. The object of the
jaunt was to visit Black Hawk, the Sauk chief and one of the most
famous among the Indian leaders, who had recently been defeated
in battle and captured by United States troops. This great man had
his portrait painted a few weeks later by the artist, George Catlin,
and shortly thereafter was taken on a tour of eastern cities. During
their trip to Jefferson Barracks, Prince Maximilian found that he
and Captain Stewart had much in common, both having fought
in the Napoleonic Wars.

When the Prussian scientist was once more back in St. Louis,
he had a long talk with Campbell, who must have spoken quite
plainly about trail conditions to the fussy little man from Wied-
Neuwied. Almost at once the prince announced his firm decision
to go upriver by steamboat, that being the safest way to study
Indians. If, he observed, he went across the prairies and into the
mountains, he might have to fight them. Soon after that he
boarded the Yellowstone, accompanied by his two companions.

Spring secemed very slow in coming—at least, it did to Captain
Stewart. Each day that passcd brought his impatience to a new
high.



CHAPTER IV

The Fur Traders

Bes Sublette and Campbell now set to work in earncst, for spring
had come and a thin veil of green covered the prairics, promise of
the luxuriant grass to follow. Months before, the partners had
journeyed to New York and Philadelphia, where they bought most
of their supplies. The list of purchases seemed endless, and was
certainly bewildering in its variety. At the rendezvous, and at the
trading posts Sublette proposed to establish, they would have two
types of customers: trappers and Indians. So they bought, among
other things, large knives that could be used for skinning, butcher-
ing, table ware, and for scalping the enemy. They laid in stocks
of blankets, gunpowder, lead for bullets, guns, beaver traps to re-
place those lost or stolen during the preceding season, thick woolen
capotes which were the standard jackets of the mountain men
when they could be had, bacon, salt pork, vermilion, beads of many
colors, small mirrors, hawk’s bells, ribbons, awls, bright silk hand-
kerchiefs—there was no end to the things that could be sold or
traded, either to the white men or Indians, at a 400 per-cent ad-
vance on St. Louis prices.

Sublette’s task of packing was comparatively easy. Once his
goods were aboard the keclboat, they would not be disturbed un-
til his arrival at the Yellowstone. Campbell, traveling overland

30
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across a thousand miles of prairie, would pack his stores on mules
and horses, loads being taken off chafed backs at night, put on
again each morning. However, both cordelling keelboats and pack-
ing on horses were appallingly laborious methods of transportation.

It is indicative of Stewart’s persuasive powers that an experi-
enced mountain man such as Robert Campbell allowed him to
take along a bale of clothing that was, he stated, not to be opened
until the rendezvous was reached. His two Manton rifles met
with approval, of course, especially after the partners found that
Captain Stewart’s marksmanship was superb. The men of the
caravans, usually numbering from forty to sixty, subsisted almost
altogether on the game they could secure, and a good hunter was
a real asset.

One of the most important items the fur companies had to
transport, over enormous distances and difficult terrain, was a
supply of straight alcohol. This commodity would be lavishly
watered down and perhaps flavored on the spot where it was con-
sumed. The year before, taking any form of alcohol into the Indian
country, except under a system of licensing, had been forbidden
by law, except small quantities for “medicinal purposes.” The
passing of this law was a completely futile gesture, since the In-
dians refused to trade until they were given, or sold, liquor.

The Hudson’s Bay Company enforced a ban against liquor in
their own territory, where no American trappers were allowed. But
when they sent brigades into American territory, which they often
did, more liquor—and at lower prices—was furnished any Indian
whom they could thereby induce to trade with them. This situa-
tion being well known to all in the fur trade, no more than a token
effort was ever made to stop the distribution of liquor to the In-
dians at the rendezvous held by the American fur traders. The
only real restraint put on the Far West liquor business was that
enforced by the American and English fur companies themselves.
Sheer sclf-interest required them to keep the number of crazy-
drunk trappers and Indians to a minimum.

England and the United States both looked with acquisitive
eyes at the great expanses of the Far West, over most of which the
fur companies operated freely and without much supervision from
their governments. Far to the north in Alaska crouched the Rus-
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sian Bear, with a foothold already well established in northern
California near Bodega Bay. It was fairly well known that the
Californios were too weak to do anything about the Russian paw
pressing on their territory, and were heartily tired of the irresponsi-
ble remote control by which they were governed from Mexico City.
But no one could be at all sure what they would do if an cffort was
made by another country to take over their potentially rich prov-
ince.

Perhaps no one realized the situation with greater clarity than
Senator Benton, but he had no first-hand facts to go on and such
information as he needed was hard to come by. One of Benton’s
efforts to gain the important knowledge he needed regarding the
topographical and political facts regarding this vast tcrritory
touches our story. We shall come to it in good time.

Captain Stewart made several modest purchases in St. Louis
before his departure. He bought a thick woolen capote that cost
twenty dollars, a pair of stout pantaloons and two hcavy shirts
to last him until they came to the Indian country. There, Campbell
assured him, those fine seamstresses, the Crow womecn, would
make him shirts of the finest tanned dcerskins, properly smoked
so that they would remain soft even after being wet. To this
Stewart made no reply, having his own plans as to what he would
wear at the rendezvous.

This was big business in which Robert Campbcll and William
Sublette were engaged—how big, it is difficult to realize fully now.
The fur industry was at its height. Every man of any consequence,
actual or imagined, in the States, in England, and on the continent
of Europe owned at least one beaver hat. China’s appetite for furs
was insatiable, since her wealthy people preferred to wear their
heating arrangements rather than install them in their homes.
Captain Stewart was headed for the largest, wildest rendezvous
ever held in the Rocky Mountains—or anywhere else.

There were treasures of fur and large investments of money at
stake. Competition for the business and for the services of trappers
was nothing short of cutthroat in the most literal meaning of the
term. The two great companies in the field that year were the
Rocky Mountain Fur Company, which marketed their furs through
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Campbell and Sublette, and the Amercian Fur Company, organ-
ized by John Jacob Astor.

There would also be at the rendezvous this year a large, elab-
orate trapping and trading expedition under Captain Benjamin
Louis Eulalie de Bonneville, on Jeave from the United States Army
and bent on making a quick fortune for himself and his rich New
York backers. This officer had gone to the mountains the year
before with the most elaborate and expensive outfit the mountain
men had ever seen, his guide and lieutenant the famous mountain
man, Joseph Reddeford Walker. He had even brought wagons all
the way from Independence, but with so much struggle and effort
that Bonneville declared the project impracticable and abandoned
them in the Rocky Mountains. Old hands at the fur trade ob-
served Bonneville with considerable skepticism, tinged with amuse-
ment. They were looking forward to discovering at this year's
rendezvous how such a complete greenhorn had made out.

There were some highly deplorable aspects to the bitter rivalry
between the fur companies. Whenever possible, they lured away
the other men’s trappers and almost indispensable Delaware hunt-
ers by offering them higher wages. They destroyed or stole each
other’s traps and beaver plews every time they got a chance. There
were rumors of murders committed on lonely creeks, and of Indian
bands armed and incited to set upon small groups of trappers
working for a rival company.

But when the gentlemen who headed the fur brigades met,
they grected each other with the utmost courtesy and even cordial-
ity. They dined, drank, played cards together as if they were bosom
friends, instead of ruthless enemies, obeying no law but their own
wills. The fur business was one that sorted out the men from the
boys.

Into such a situation, with its added hazards from implacable
savages and the inescapable dangers of mountain and prairie travel,
Captain Stewart, of Grandtully and Murthly Castles, was about
to plunge. His journeyings up to now, except for his war cxperi-
ences, had been altogether in the highly civilized countrics of
Europe and Asia. His background, it would seem, was not one to
fit him for the kind of adventure on which he was about to em-
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bark. A few months hence he would be in the Rocky Mountains.
Then he might go on to the Pacific Coast, although it didn’t seem
likely—and in fact, it didn’t take place until late fall of the follow-
ing year. However, just on the chance, he stowed his letters to the
Hudson’s Bay officials in a waterproof bag and put them in his
ack.

F During his stay in St. Louis Captain Stewart presumably re-
ceived letters from Christina telling him of how she was getting
along in Edinburgh, and of her son’s welfare. Nor was he as un-
mindful of little George as it might have appeared to some people.
Months before, he had written to a friend in Edinburgh asking
him to call on Lady Stewart—he always accorded to her her right-
ful title—and report how he found her and the boy. The friend
replied that he had been delayed in going by a “severe pain in his
haunch,” but when he had done so he found them both well, the
child healthy and growing fast.

At last it was time to start on the first lap of Campbell’s
journey, which would take them to Lexington, twenty-five milcs
east of Independence on the Missouri River. Campbell’s stores
were sent to Lexington by keelboat, but the men of the party xode
overland on fine horses from Sublette’s farm. Sublette and his
heavily laden boat, which was to make the long haul up to the
Yellowstone, was delayed for a few days.

Ariving at Lexington, Campbell made his final purchases at
Aull’s store, bought pack mules and horses at Jem Hicklin’s farm
near by, and rounded up the more than forty men he nceded as
packers and hunters. Here Captain Stewart learned to pack a
mule, an art at which he soon became expert; first came a folded
blanket, then a piece of buffalo robe called an apishemore (vari-
jously spelled according to the notion of the contemporary writer).
Two side bales hung on a pack saddle and were protected from the
weather by being rolled in black domestic, a kind of cotton cloth.
Small objects needed every night were usually placed on top, and
the whole bound securely to the animal’s back.

Part of the food taken along consisted of a band of twenty
sheep. These would furnish fresh meat until the caravan reached
the buffalo country on the Platte. To supplement mutton, there
were two mule loads of bacon, 500 pounds of commeal, salt, cof-
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fee, and sugar; the last two items in short supply, since they were
luxuries. Two experienced mountain men were employed by Camp-
bell to keep the caravan in order on the trail: Louis Vasquez, to
look after the pack train, and Basil Lajeunesse, to bring up the rear,
take care of stragglers, and so on.

Sublette arrived at Lexington about May 1. Several days were
consumed in transferring the keelboat cargo to Campbell, camped
about five miles away, and in conducting necessary business with
the firm of Aull Brothers, merchants at Lexington. He brought
with him a packet of mail—the last Campbell’s party would re-
ceive until they returned in the fall. This packet contained a letter
for Captain Stewart, written by faithful brother George, telling him
of the death of their mother in March. Though Captain Stewart
and his mother had never been especially close, the message
brought grief.

Still further pain was inflicted by the second paragraph of the
letter, which conveyed the information that Catherine had left her
estate of Logiealmond unconditionally to John. This action showed
Captain Stewart his mother’s complete lack of faith in him as a
practical man. The hurt must have been deep.

Campbell’s caravan set off May 7, 1833, across a prairie
thickly carpeted with grass and wild flowers. The party was made
up of about forty-four men, each with three mules: one to ride, the
other two serving as pack animals. There were also the leader,
Robert Campbell, Captain Stewart, Edmund Christy, a man
named Brotherton whom we never hear of again, Dr. Benjamin
Harrison, and four men whose names were not recorded. Almost
a thousand twisting miles, much of it without even a trail to
follow, lay between them and the Valley of the Green.



CHAPTER V

Follow the Rolling Rivers

Be» For the first few days the pack mules indulged their mulish
natures by kicking, plunging, throwing off their 300-pound packs,
making sudden, unpredictable sorties into the prairic at every
opportunity. Finding these antics futile, they at last settled down
to their work, with only now and then a lapse from propricty.

After the caravan passed the Shawnee Mission a few miles
from Westport, Campbell organized the “enlisted men,” or cm-
ployees, into messes of five or six, and assigned specific dutics to
each man. Night guards were appointed, with a two-and-one-half-
hour tour, during which time they did not move from the place
assigned to them. This enforced inactivity made it very hard to
keep awake. But a moving human being was easy to spot by In-
dians bent on stealing horses and only a little less casy to kill, al-
most silently, with a club or an arrow. The guard made incffcctive,
picket stakes were pulled up and horses stampeded.

The loss of pack and riding animals was one of the most seri-
ous disasters that could happen to a caravan. Indians coveted
horses and made off with them whenever they could. The number
of horses a red man owned determined to a large degree the extent
of his wealth and influence.

The night guards, therefore, held the safety of the train in
36
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their keeping. Sleep sometimes overcame a tired man unaware.
Every twenty minutes an officer called, “All’s well!” If the guard
failed to answer, he was presumed to be asleep, fined five dollars,
and made to walk for three days. Since Charles Larpenteur, hired
in St. Louis as a clerk, reccived only a trifle over sixteen dollars a
month, and the “enlisted men” must have been paid even less, the
subtraction of five dollars from a man’s monthly stipend would
come as something of a disaster. This, with the additional burden
of being jeered at by his companions as he plodded along while
they rode, added up to an embittering experience.

Dr. Harrison appears to have chosen to retain his status as a
paying guest, with no responsibility, not even that of picketing
his horse and catching it up in the morning. Captain Stewart ac-
cepted every duty that came his way, ranging over the prairie with
the hired hunters, bringing in more than his share of small game
to vary the tiresome diet of mutton and salt pork. There would be
no buffalo until they were well up the Platte. He also lent a hand
to Vasquez and Lajeunesse as they struggled with the problem of
keeping the caravan in uninterrupted and orderly motion. When
otherwise unoccupied, he rode with his friend Campbell at the
head of the train, absorbing prairie and mountain know-how from
his talk. The two men found many areas of agreement, including
the absolute necessity of discipline, whether among military forces
or in an expedition to the Rocky Mountains.

It wasn’t long until Campbell appointed Stewart captain of
the night guard. Not long after he had assumed the responsibility
of this position, he came upon a guard who was asleep. He peremp-
torily awakened the man, sent him to his blanket, and took his
place until relieved by the next guard.

When morning came Stewart summoned the unfortunate
fellow and announced his punishment—five dollars and “three
walks,” or three days afoot leading his horse. The disgruntled man
went to Campbell, complaining about the severity of his punish-
ment and saying that he felt under no obligation to submit to the
orders of a greenhorn.

Campbell replied that greenhorn Captain Stewart might be,
as far as prairie travel was concerned, but he was a military man, a
hero of Waterloo, and now the captain of the night guard. All
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orders issued by him in line of duty were to be obeyed without
question. The man returned to his companions, relaying to them
what Campbell had said. Impressed by the fact that they were
under the command of a man who had fought at Waterloo, there
was no more grumbling. Captain Stewart continucd to hold them
strictly to the proper discharge of their duties.

Traveling almost due west, they crossed Muddy Creek and
turned northward two days’ journey to the Kansas River, some-
times called the Kaw. Here they camped three days at the Kaw
Indian agency, administered by a relative of General William
Clark. Their halt at this point was made to give their horses and
mules a chance to graze as long as they wished. Spring not being
far advanced, the prairie grass was still sparse and short, putting
the animals on short rations. But the days were warm and from
now on food for the stock would be increasingly plentiful. Taking
up the march again, they crossed the Big Blue and rcached the
Platte River. A few early spring flowers added occasional flecks of
color to the prairie’s lush green carpet.

The usual weather of the plains at this time of ycar brought
frequent harassment to the travelers. Black clouds suddenly boil-
ing up from the horizon would cut off the sunlight as though a
great curtain had been drawn across the sky. Torrential rains
drenched men and animals. Thunder crashed, lightning leaped
from sky to carth in flashing bolts; hail battered the caravan with
balls of ice, sometimes as large as marbles, so that mules bolted
and horses became unmanageable.

At other times the caravan struggled through quagmires of
mud and across crecks, bank-full of cold, rushing water. Occasion-
ally the sun came out long cnough for them to dry their clothes
and gear. The men cursed and grumbled. Campbell took what-
ever came with stoic calmness, but Captain Stewart seemed to
welcome each untoward happening as a personal challenge to his
resourcefulness, courage and endurance.

The caravan pushed on, the men wet and cold and most of
the time hungry, too. The sheep had been eaten and in stormy
weather the grouse huddled under clumps of brush, the rabbits in
their burrows. Boiled corn meal and salt pork became tircsome
provender.
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On May 23 the party reached the forks of the Platte, at this
point a wide river, shallow in spite of the spring rains and treach-
erous with quicksands. They followed the South Fork for a while,
then crossed with only minor mishaps and made their way over
the intervening plain to the North Platte, heading westward along
its placid course. A wide plain stretched in every direction almost
as far as the eye could see.

Captain Stewart, riding at the head of the train, was the first
to note a landmark familiar to all prairie travelers—Chimney Rock,
thrusting itself up not far from the stream. The base from which
the “chimney” rose had the appearance of a square stone roof,
rising sharply almost to a point. From the apex the slender stone
chimney rose thirty or forty feet into the air. The whole formation,
standing as it did in a flat plain, arrested and held the eye of
everyone who passed that way.

A few miles farther on, the travelers came to an isolated hump
of ancient rock rising at a little distance from the trail. It looked
like a great fort with bastions and battlements and low, squat
towers. Scott’s Bluff was a sight that caused even the roughest
packer to pause, feeling for a moment the magic of wonder.

The caravan was now approximately oo miles northwest of
Independence, a distance easily covered today by many motorists
in one day. With the increasingly warm weather, the grass sprang
up almost magically fast, soon reaching the horses’ knees. On an
occasional flat, sandy space Stewart was amazed to see circles made
of gleaming white buffalo skulls, noses pointing outward. These
rings varied in size, some being twenty-five to thirty feet in diam-
eter. Campbell, an experienced prairie traveler, said they had
been made by Indians as “medicine” to draw buffalos to the spot.
Unfortunately, the “medicine” wasn’t working at the moment. The
hunters ranged for miles on either side of the caravan, hoping to
sight even one small herd of the lumbering, shaggy animals whose
flesh was incomparably better than beef.

Even before they reached the Platte the men of the party, with
one exception, stopped shaving and let their hair grow, thus taking
on a wild and rugged appearance. The exception was Captain
Stewart. Every morning he repaired to the side of a stream, prefer-
ably one of the many small, clear creeks flowing into the muddy
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Platte, laid out on a flat rock the several pieces of his carved ivory
toilette set, and propped the mirror up with a stonc. Ile then
proceeded to shave himsclf as meticulously as though he were about
to attend a dinner party with his friends, Lord and Lady Brcadal-
bane. Aftcr some inquiry, he discovered a former barber of sorts
among the packers. He engaged this man to cut his hair from time
to time. So among a company of uncouth-looking mountain men,
he managed to maintain something very like his normal appear-
ance.

A few days farther on, one of the hunters—possibly Captain
Stewart—killed a female buffalo whose calf lumbered off down a
ravine and could not be found. Other hunters rode up; together
they butchered the cow and brought the mcat into camp on a
sumpter mule. Everyone was elated at the prospect of feasting on
buffalo meat. The cooks took their kettles from the mule packs,
cursing because they were so small.

When it came to making fires, they found that the only
available substance that would burn was dried sunflower stalks.
For some reason the buffalo had not come down the river carly that
year, as they usually did, so therc was none of that dependable
prairic fuel, dried buffalo chips. The flimsy stalks of last year's
sunflowers were no fuel with which to cook even the finest, fattest
hump 1ibs, much less the lean, stringy flesh of a buffalo cow who
was nursing her calf and therefore in poor condition. Usually cows
offered the choicest fare, but not in the spring, when their calves
were not yet old enough to graze.

The men spent much time and effort gathering a great pile of
sunflower stalks. These smoldered exasperatingly under the cook-
ing pots, or went up in onc quick burst of flame. After a while the
men tricd to eat the meat. They found it hard to cut, cven with
their fine Green River knives, and impossible to masticate suffi-
ciently to be swallowed. Moroscly, they returned to corn meal and
salt pork.

Next day dctached and deeply croded hills began to break
the monotony of the level plain. Buffalo appcared, at first singly,
then in small herds of twenty-five or so. For the first time Captain
Stewart experienced the excitement, the danger, of “running” these
great beasts. They were the largest animals he had ever hunted;
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also the stupidest and, unless wounded, the least aggressive wild
animal he had ever shot at. The greatest danger of the buffalo
chase was that the hunter’s horse might stumble or fall, throwing
its rider in the path of the herd’s pounding hoofs.

The charge of a wounded buffalo was something to be feared
by the bravest man. Clumsy as a buffalo appeared, with his heavy
shoulders and awkward gait, he could outrun a horse and his short,
sharp horns were weapons he could use with lethal effect on either
horse or man.

The members of Campbell’s party now feasted on tender
hump ribs, choice roasts, liver and tongue. The experienced moun-
tain men ate the liver raw, seasoned liberally with bile, and seared
the fat-encrusted boudins over glowing buffalo chips, these small in-
testines being swallowed by the yard. At first the greenhorns were
revolted at this crude fare, but soon freed themselves of their
high-falutin’ ideas and consumed with equal gusto whatever parts
of the buffalo their comrades found pleasing to the palate. The
hungry days were forgotten.

There is little doubt that Captain Stewart’s horse was better
than any other mount in the train except Campbell’s, and his
Manton rifle more accurate than even the finest Hawken. He out-
rode and outshot everyone else. The men accorded the Scottish
nobleman a new, a deeper respect, for he proved to be a mighty
hunter. A buffalo was a difficult animal to kill. It had few vul-
nerable spots that even a high-powered Manton would pierce and
it wasn’t easy to hit those spots from the back of a galloping horse.
The ability to bring in meat was highly prized in the Far West, and
understandably so. The men no longer considered Stewart a green-
horn, and a foreign one at that; they gave him their respect and
unquestioning obedience.

They reached the junction of the North Platte and Laramie
rivers. Here were almost level mcadows stretching toward the
Black Hills that could be clearly seen in the distance, with Laramie
Peak rising against the blue sky. Grass and many-colored wild
flowers blanketed this lovely plain. Wild currant bushes grew in
profusion, frosted nmow by innumerable small white blossoms,
promising a heavy yield of clustered red berries in the late summer.
A place of serene beauty, having nothing in common with the awe-
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some crags and peaks, the turbulent, foam-whitened streams of
the Rocky Mountains, still far ahead.

Following the clear, sparkling Laramie River for about a mile,
the party stopped and made preparations to cross. The stream,
though flowing placidly enough at this point, was so deep the
animals would have to swim in order to reach the other side. This
necessitated the removal of all the goods from the backs of horses
and mules in order to prevent damage, and the building of a bull
boat to transport supplies and trade goods across the river.

Stewart watched with lively interest as a detail of men assigned
to the task built the first bull boat he had ever seen. First they
gathered a supply of stout, but pliant, willow branches from trees
growing by the river, bent and fastened them with withes into a
framework the shape of a bowl some eight feet across. Three buf-
falo hides sewn together with animal tendons were then stretched
over this framework, the seams calked with buffalo grease mixed
with ashes. Experienced hands made short work of this task.
Though the boat looked clumsy, it was handled easily in the com-
paratively quiet waters of the Laramie. A few hours later the party
was encamped for the night on the north bank of the stream. A
year later, William Sublette would start building a great fort here,
but when Stewart first saw this pleasant spot it lay virgin, un-
touched by the hand of man.

The word “fort” given these great stockades built by fur
traders is misleading. They were not forts in a military sense, but
trading posts, centers where furs were collected from Indian and
white trappers, payment being made in trade goods. The men in
charge of these establishments were adequately armed, of course,
and care was taken that only a few Indians at a time were admitted
into the inner courtyard where trading was conducted, but the sclf-
intercst of both whites and Indians insured a watchful peace in
their vicinity. The immediate area near the forts was considered by
the Indians to be neutral ground, where the representatives of
even the most warlike tribes met in a truce, that they might trade
with the white man.

Not far from the confluence of the Platte and the Laramie,
Campbell waited for the arrival of Thomas Fitzpatrick, a famous
ficld man employed by the Rocky Mountain Fur Company, and
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his party with their winter’s catch of beaver. The timing of the two
men in keeping a rendezvous arranged almost a year before was
excellent, for in two days Fitzpatrick arrived, accompanied by
Henry Fraeb and Andrew Drips, two men well known throughout
the fur country. The pelts they brought were soon packed into the
bull boat constructed for the crossing of the Laramie, and dis-
patched down the Platte to St. Louis. Fitzpatrick, Fraeb and Drips
went off on another hunt for beaver, promising to show up at the
Green River rendezvous about the same time that the slower-
traveling cavalcade of Campbell’s would arrive there, though as
yet neither Campbell nor Fitzpatrick knew the exact location
where the rendezvous would be held that year.

Not wanting to wander around with his long train of animals,
Campbell sent Vasquez and two companions to hunt up a group
of trappers and find out from them where the fur company’s
brigades would come together. Life became dull as the men waited
on the banks of the Platte for this information to be brought to
them. But one day the monotony was broken by a burst of excite-
ment spiced with danger.



CHAPTER VI

Destination, the Shining Mountains

e By midmorning the men were through with their few camp
chores. Some lounged on buffalo robes in the scant shade cast by
willow trees, or played the game of Old Sledge with cards brought
from St. Louis, now roughened and frayed from the rigors of the
trail. The cards would last until others could be made by the men
themselves from buffalo hides, and marked with their distinctive
red and black symbols by means of vermilion from a trade-goods
Pack and charcoal from the campfire.

One of the men sighted a huge she-grizzly bear wandering
through the brush on a hillside not far away. I1e shouted the news
of his discovery. Several of the men grabbed their guns, sprang
to their feet and rushed toward the animal, shooting indiscrimi-
nately in her direction. She started to lumber off, when onc of the
bullets must have wounded her. Grizzlies are always ill-tcmpered,
but she probably had a cub somewhere near by, and was in an even
more belligerent mood than usual. She now turmed on her enemies
with awful fury, advancing with her cavernous mouth widc open,
uttering terrifying growls, presenting an appalling sight. The men
scattered, but continued to fire on the beast. She came on, ap-
parently unhurt.

Captain Stewart’s entry into the fray was delayed because he
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had to load his gun. That done, he jumped on his horse and gal-
loped to the scene of battle. The bear, which stood six feet high
when rearing on her hind legs, charged him, eyes glaring, froth
whipping from her mouth. Stewart raised his gun and fired, seem-
ingly without taking aim. The grizzly pitched forward, dead. Fifty
bullets were found in the bear’s carcass, but only the one fired by
Captain Stewart had reached a vital spot. The men gaped.

The incident of the bear and the foreign sportsman made a
story that for years to come would be told—embellished according
to the fancy of the narrator—beside many a campfire throughout
the Rocky Mountains. In time, the climactic moment of the en-
counter between Captain Stewart and this particular grizzly was
reproduced, life-size, in wax and exhibited in a St. Louis museum
where it stood for many years. What finally became of it is not
known.

After the brief excitement caused by the grizzly, four more
days dragged by, with no sign of Vasquez and his men. Campbell
became increasingly impatient. Every day his party was late in
arriving at the rendezvous meant decreased profits for him, as the
fur companies already on the ground bought furs from the Indians
and free trappers, selling trade goods to eager buyers at the fantas-
tic prices charged in the Rocky Mountains. Boredom gripped the
men, and fights started for no apparent reason other than to break
the monotony of inaction.

In order to give them something to do, Campbell assigned six
of the most unruly men to go along the river, even into the wooded
Black Hills if necessary, to search for bee trees and bring back a
supply of honey. Such a treasure trove would not only be a pleasant
change of diet for the party, but would provide a considerable
quantity to be used for a definite purpose at the rendezvous. There,
the thick, amber sweetening would be mixed with watered-down
aleohol to make the drink called metheglin, a potion highly es-
teemed by white men and Indians alike.

Campbell knew that if his men were to sell metheglin at the
rendezvous he would have to lay in a supply of honey soon, and
this might be his last opportunity. Bee trees became more and
more infrequent as the settlements were left behind. Bees were
not native to North America, but had been brought to this conti-
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nent from Central and Southern Europe by immigrants who settled
on the Atlantic Coast. As the more restless of these families
pushed westward, they took their bee colonics with them. When
this adventurous tide of pioneers reached the Missouri River, it
hesitated there for a long time. But the bees, who unwittingly
serve man but have never been domesticated by them, did not
recognize the boundary to their further advance. Truant wanderers
from the hives belonging to the settlers started colonies of their
own in hollow trees bordering the creeks and rivers flowing into
the Missouri and Mississippi from the west. The bees advanced
a few miles each year until in 1833 their wild breed was well cstab-
lished along the lower and middle reaches of the Kaw, the Re-
publican, the Platte, and their tributaries.

The Indians were inordinately. fond of honey, a delight re-
cently come to them, apparently a gift from the Great Spirit. It
was the only sweetening they had and they resented the white
man’s appropriation of this delectable treat even more immediately
than they did the slaughter of the buffalo. Only the wiscst and
most foresighted men among the tribes could look far enough
ahead to see the end of their way of life as the inevitable conse-
quence of the decimation of the buffalo herds, which came about
gradually.

The six men started joyfully on their errand, taking with them
as many buckets as they convenicntly could, supplemented by a
number of stout buffalo-hide bags, and a mule to carry their gear.
On the day following their departure, they returned with all the
honey they and their mule could carry. The men gorged them-
selves that night on the laboriously gathered harvest of the bees.

At daylight next morning, Vasquez and his two men rode into
camp after an absence of seven days, bringing with them the in-
formation that the rendeczvous would be held four miles north of
Horse Creek on the Green River. At shouted orders from Camp-
bell, the camp boiled with activity. The cooks hastily served break-
fast, horses were caught up, and the caravan strung out along the
trail.

Soon the country was broken by sharp ravines that caused
trouble and delay in getting the horses and mules down the steep
declivitics and up the ridges. Campbell urged haste and Captain
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Stewart was everywhere, helping to keep the straining pack animals
intent on their tasks. Campbell knew how disastrous it would be
to arrive late at the rendezvous—the cream of the trading having
gone to other fur companies.

Reaching the Sweetwater, Campbell’s party followed that
swift-flowing stream for a day’s march, coming then to another
landmark well-known to all western-faring men of the era—Inde-
pendence Rock. It heaved itself up near the bank of the river like
a great turtle. On this giant autograph album were carved many
famous names, among them those of James Bridger, Robert Camp-
bell, William Sublette, Nathaniel Wyeth, and most prominent of
all, Captain Benjamin Louis Eulalie de Bonneville—what a job it
must have been to carve that one—who had marched by at the
head of his fancy outfit the year before. His party had been the
wonder of the mountains, with its lavish equipment, its twenty
Delaware hunters, and, as sub-licutenant, that great mountain man,
guide and leader, Joseph Reddeford Walker.

Five miles beyond Independence Rock, the Sweetwater dashed
and tumbled between vertical-walled cliffs 400 feet high, forming
a passageway barely wide enough for the crowding turbulent river.
This was Devil's Gate. Here the party was forced to detour, re-
turning to the Swectwater several miles farther upstream.

It wasn’t long until the party could see Cut Rock off in the
distance to one side of the trail, a clean-cut triangular notch of
giant proportions slashed in the crest of a mountain. On July 2 they
came to South Pass, a high, almost flat tableland along which runs
the invisible spine of the continent. Water falling on the eastern
side flows at last into the Gulf of Mexico, but if it falls on the
ground imperceptibly sloping toward the west, it goes at last to
swell the Pacific Ocean.

Before them loomed the great, snow-crested peaks of the
Rockies, mountains far more majestic and overpowering than any
other range Captain Stewart had ever seen. Looking at those
heights, his thoughts must have strayed to their antithesis, the
low, rounded hills that bordered the gently flowing Tay in far-off
Perthshire.

Even this early in July, the middle of the day brought real
warmth, but at night the men found comfort in their three-point
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wool blankets. On the morning of the 3rd of July therc was ice a
quarter of an inch thick in t