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As this narrative records the killing of two "Big Foot" Indians it is due to the reader that I give dates of killings, and the sections of country where their depredations took place.

"Big Foot" first mentioned operated west of San Antonio, over the counties of Bexar, Medina, Frio, Uvalde, Nueces, and elsewhere, and was killed by Captain William (Big Foot) Wallace in 1853. His tribe is unknown.

Big Foot No. 2 was killed by Captain W. J. Maltby, known as Captain Jeff, Commander of Company E, Frontier Battalion Texas Rangers, in the year of 1874. Big Foot No. 2 depredated over the counties of Calahan, Coleman, Brown, Llano, Mason, Burnett, Lampasas and Hamilton. His lieutenant. Jape, or Japy, the Comanche, was mortally wounded when Big Foot was killed, and in his (Jape's) dying confession, said that Big Foot No. 2 was a Kiowa Chief, big and brave, and had just come from the Fort Sill (U. S.) Reservation.
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Who Killed "Big Foot," the Notorious Kiowa Chief.

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

BOOK I

CAPTAIN JEFF, HEAD OF COMPANY "E"

CHAPTER I.
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On February 19th, 1863, two horsemen were seen winding their way carefully through a creek bottom that was completely covered with water for a distance of one and a half miles in width, and ever and anon a plunge into swimming water would be taken as they came to the depressions, or the .sloughs, that run through the bottom; this was on the road that leads from Pine Bluff, Arkansas, to Austin, Texas. General John B. Walker's Division of Confederate Soldiers had gone in to winter quarters near Pine Bluff. The appearance of these horsemen denoted that they were Confederate officers or soldiers. Let us follow them to where they put up that night, and inquire who they are and where they are going.

They put up that night at Farmer Jack McClure's, seventeen miles from General Walker's camp. On making the inquiry we find that one of them is Captain Jeff, who had been in command of Company "E," Seventeenth Texas Volunteer Infantry, commanded, by P. T. P. Allen; G. W. Jones, Lieutenant-Colonel. The other man is Lieutenant D. Reed, as traveling companion.

On making further inquiry we find that on February 18th, the day before this story commences, that Captain Jeff was regimental officer of the day, and on being relieved from duty that evening he went to Dr. Deport Smith's tent——Dr. Smith was the head of the medical board. The doctor said to him: "Captain, if you are alive in the morning, I want you to write out your resignation and bring it to me, and I will put a certificate to it that will take you out of this service at once. There is but one thing that may prolong your life for an indefinite time, and that is the life-giving atmosphere of Western Texas"; to which the captain replied: 'Well, Doctor, I have great faith and respect for you as a doctor, but I have no fears of dying, being killed or drowning. Some wise man said, "There is a Fate that shapes our ends, etc." and something seems to tell me that I have something to live for; it may be something very commonplace; however, I will live to perform it. It seems to be in the dim future to me, but that I will live to perform whatever it may be, I haven't the least doubt."

As this is the man we are to follow as the hero of this little book, it is due the reader to give a short description of his personal appearance. He was born in Sangamon County, Illinois, December 17th, 1829; is six feet high, with breast and shoulders of a lion, and weights when in good health, two hundred pounds; with light complexion, expressive gray blue eyes, and an unconquerable will or determination. But he is at this time a mere shadow of his former physical manhood.

The second and succeeding days of his and Lieutenant Reed's travels were a repetition of the first, plunging and swimming creeks, bayous and sloughs until they crossed the Trinity River some four hundred miles from where they started, which almost demonstrates that he had something to live for, or he never could have performed this journey at this inclement season of the year on horseback, and we may say with but little, if any change of apparel. But overcoming all obstacles that lay in his path, he accomplished the distance of six hundred miles to his home in twenty-five days, where he found his true and devoted wife and two sweet children, Jeff and Mollie, in the best of health. Here, the writer's pen is inadequate to portray the happiness of that little family, so we leave the good wife and mother to fix up little dainties and nicknacks to tempt the appetite, tone up the stomach and help nature to give back life and strength to the worn and weary soldier, while little Jeff and Mollie climb on his knee, put their arms around his neck and exclaim: "My papa, my papa!" While we call on Dr. Wilson Barton, and ask him to go and lend his medical skill to make that little family completely happy, which the good doctor joyously and willingly did, and under his skillful treatment, coupled with the kind nursing of his wife and the prattle of little Jeff and Mollie, our subject soon regained his health and vigor. So on August the 9th, 1863, he donned his soldier's attire, and presented himself for duty to Colonel John S. Ford, who was commander of conscripts, with headquarters at Austin, Texas.

During the years of 1862 and 1863 the Indians had become more troublesome than ever before, from its first settlement, and it was much feared that they would rob the settlers of all their work-stock until there would not be teams left to make bread for the women and children.

As Colonel Ford had seen and done as much service on the frontier as any man, living or dead, and being personally acquainted with Captain Jeff, he recognized the fact at once that in the person of Captain Jeff, the opportunity was given him to do valuable service on the frontier, in the protection of life and property, so he ordered Captain Jeff to go home and to organize a company of conscripts in Burnett County, and to act without any further orders. To arrest all deserters and "bushwhackers" and to "kill every g—-d d——m Indian that puts his foot in the County." Here the Captain smiled, and replied: "Well, Colonel, that "foot" order pleases me, for every light moon in this year of 1863 our county has been raided by a band of Indians and one of their number has a remarkably big foot; it is generally believed by all that have seen his tracks that he is a man of powerful physique, and is the chief of his tribe, and I long to measure lances with him to decide our prowess as soldiers of different nationalities."

With a smile of approval and a manly shake of the hand, the Colonel said: "Go, and God be with you and give victory to the right."

The Captain lost no time in going home and organizing the company as he was ordered, and none too soon, for three days after the organization, Big Foot and his band made a raid into Captain Jeff's settlement, and stole most of the best work horses and mules, and Big Foot had the audacity to go into the orchards and gather fruit so that his tracks could be seen by anyone as a banter, "catch me if you can." Could his ears have been properly opened, a "still small voice" would have whispered to him "Captain Jeff lives, and he will live until you have to meet him face to face. You may leave misery and desolation in your path, for many moons, or even years, but the fates have decreed that he shall hunt you down at last, and while your spirit is taking its departure from this earth, where you have caused so much suffering and sorrow, he will be riding at the head of his gallant Ranger boys to carry the news that Big Foot's raids are at an end, and that he met the reward that was decreed to him by Fate."

The next morning by early breakfast couriers began to arrive at Captain Jeff's with the exciting news that last night Big Foot had raided the entire neighborhood and stolen several of the neighbors' best horses and mules.

The Captain at once dispatched the couriers in different directions to notify his company to rendezvous at a certain point in which the Indian trails led off and to bring as much bread as they could conveniently carry, and some salt. This was the standing order for rations ever afterwards. So by noon of that day, seventeen men were at the appointed spot, and took the trail and pressed it with all possible speed through the roughs and breaks of the Colorado River and across the San Saba River.

But as Big Foot and band had good fat, corn-fed horses to change upon, they gained rapidly upon their pursuers, and, after four days of hard pursuit, the word "halt" was given; the trail was abandoned and Captain Jeff's cherished hope of a deadly encounter with Big Foot was deferred to an indefinite time.

The dazed and worried expressions of the men's faces for six long days as they wended their way back, was distressing indeed, they having accomplished nothing but to find out and fully locate the trail that Big Foot and band had in the last twelve months driven thirteen droves of horses across the same crossing of the San Saba River. After ten days they reached home, horses and men badly jaded, as the men had not eaten anything for the last six days but meat, salt and water.

Before the Captain disbanded his men he told them to get their horses in as good shape as possible, and to have everything in readiness for the next light moon, for said he: "The next time Big Foot raids this county I will beat him to that crossing on the San Saba, and there lie in wait and snuff out his light, or die in the attempt, God helping me."

So with sullen and sad countenances they bid each other adieu for the time being, not knowing that they were destined to realize more such sad experiences before the wily Big Foot, chief of the Kiowa tribe, was outgeneraled by his determined adversary, as the sequel will prove.

When the Captain made the vow to his men that the next time Big Foot made a raid he would beat him to that crossing on the San Saba, or die in the attempt, he did not know how soon he would be called upon to fulfill that vow, nor the trying circumstances under which it was to be performed.

As he had a fine stock of horses and the Indians were getting more or less of them every light moon, he decided to gather them and drive them to Caldwell County below the line of Indian raids. So, the last day he gathered horses was on Sunday. He rode hard all that day and got home just at sundown, unsaddled his horse and staked him out as he had no feed to feed him, and got back to the house and ate his supper after which he and his wife walked out and took chairs on the gallery.

The Captain's first lieutenant, John Owens, rode up to the front gate and reported that the Indians had just killed Wafford Johnson and family about one mile south of the Captain's house.

He at once went and brought up his tired horse, threw the saddle on and mounted him, without any protest by his brave and noble wife at being left alone, and as he rode off she said: "Jeff, go and avenge the death of those noble and good people, and may God bless you and bring you safe back to me and the children."

Such was the woman worthy to be the wife of the man that was destined to rid the bleeding frontier of the state of Texas of the two most barbarous and bloody savages that ever depredated upon it, namely: Big Foot, the Kiowa Chief, and Jape, the Comanche, his first lieutenant.

As Captain Jeff and Lieutenant Owens rode off from the Captain's house he said: "Now, Lieutenant Owens, our physical abilities will be put to the strain, I have ridden forty miles today, we will be compelled to ride as much as forty miles tonight to get our company rendezvoused in marching order at the spot where the Johnson family were killed. It is ninety miles from there to the noted crossing of the San Saba River, and you know at the termination of our last scout I made a vow that I would beat the next Indians that raided us to that crossing, or die, God helping me. Lieutenant Owens. I will perform that feat."

The first house they reached was Alex Barton's. He had one good horse at his house, three other good ones in his field.

He quickly saddled his horse to accompany them in calling the company together, remarking as he threw on the saddle: "I will ride Kate tonight, and get one of my horses out of the field in the morning to ride on the scout. Poor fellow, he did not know what the morning held in store for him.

Captain Jeff, Lieutenant Owens and Barton rode all night notifying and giving orders for the members of the Company to assemble at the point designated, at as early hour as possible, with arms, bread and salt. At about four o'clock in the morning as these three were returning they had to cross the San Gabriel Creek, one bank of which made a part of Barton's field fence.

The crossing on the creek was near the steep bank that made a part of Barton's fence, and it was very bushy. and just as they reached that point the Captain said, "Stop boys, the Indians are right here." They suddenly halted, looked wildly around, and as they did not see nor hear the Indians, they commenced to laugh. The Captain remarked: "You need not laugh, the Indians are right here, or very near here, for I smell them; this is not the first time I have smelt Indians of a night when they could not be seen, and have proved it to the men that were with me at the time." So when daylight dawned and Barton went out into his field to get his fresh horse to ride on the scout, the revelations proved that at the time our party crossed the creek and Captain Jeff said that he smelt them, they (the Indians) had Barton's horses rounded up on the high hank in the field where they caught them. They went around and let down the fence and crossed the creek at the same crossing that our party had just crossed. On examination of the tracks it was plainly evident that Big Foot got Barton's horses. One of Barton's horses was a very fine mare, gentle to handle, but not broke to ride, and just after crossing the creek where the Captain smelt them, one of them tried to ride her and she threw him, evidence of which the marks on the ground disclosed; and they killed her then and there to let the hated pale faces know that if they could not use her that no one else should.

Had Big Foot been a few minutes later in getting to the crossing of the creek he would have met his sworn and determined enemy but it seems that the time was not full ripe for the final contest, so we go forward and chronicle the events just as they transpire. The Captain reached his home that morning just at daylight and found his noble wife preparing his breakfast with the full hope that he would be there in due time to take breakfast with her, and rest for only a few minutes. The children had not yet awakened, so he softly went to the bed and kissed their sweet and innocent faces, sat down and partook of a hearty breakfast, put his arms around his wife, kissed her, and gently patting her on the shoulder told her to be of good cheer, that in due time he would return; that he had full faith and hope that "God would protect the right." So saying he walked out and mounted his tired horse and urged him forward for one more mile to the spot where Wafford Johnson and family fell brutally murdered by Big Foot and his savage band. In twenty minutes from the time he left home his horse that had carried him seventy or eighty miles in the last twenty-four hours carried him to the tragic spot of the evening before.

When he reached the place but two or three of his men were there in his advance. Dismounting, he walked to a pool of blood where Johnson had lain in the road. There was Big Foot's tracks plainly to be seen where he had bent over Johnson's body to take off his pistol belt and scabbard.

In looking further over the ground, the road ran close by a dense dogwood thicket, in which a noise was heard, and on further examination of the cause of the noise, it was found that Mrs. Johnson as she ran her horse close by the thicket, that she threw her baby boy of one year old in the thicket, with a mother's never dying love to the last, that he might escape discovery by the Indians, and be found by some friendly hand that would kindly take care of her darling baby boy. The poor little fellow lay where he fell in the thicket all night, a prey to the wild beasts of the Jungle, with an arrow through his right arm.

His uncle soon came on the ground, and took the little sufferer to where he could get nourishment and attention. The circumstances of the killing of Johnson are supposed to be these:

A Mr. Whitehead, lived about a mile from Johnson. On Sunday morning Johnson and family, consisting of wife and three children, visited Mr. Whitehead where they remained until late in the day when they started home horseback. Mrs. Johnson rode with her oldest girl behind her and her baby boy in her lap; Johnson rode another horse and carried his second daughter, a beautiful little girl of four summers, in his lap. She was his idolized pet. She and Johnson must have been killed when the attack was first made, for when found he had his left arm around her, his right arm had been used to defend her to the last moment.

The oldest girl who rode behind Mrs. Johnson, jumped off the horse and was not discovered by the Indians, and she ran home, which was only some three hundred yards from where the attack was made. Mrs. Johnson's horse ran someone hundred yards before she fell, her body filled with arrows. Reader, my pen utterly fails to portray to you my feelings while I have to chronicle the short details of this foul murder that was blacker than hell itself.

All that we could say was: "Go on. Big Foot, your day of retribution must, shall and will come."

By the time the sun was one hour high the company, to the number of thirty men, had assembled. The Captain selected fifteen men with the best horses, and put the other fifteen on the trail and told them to follow it for six days, and he offered one hundred dollars reward to the man that killed the Indian that carried Wafford Johnson's pistol.

The Captain's horse was completely exhausted for the time being, but an old man by the name of Baker offered him his horse, which was a good one, which he thankfully accepted. The change of saddles was quickly made, and mounting Mr. Baker's horse, he said to the fifteen men he had selected: "All that think they can ride ninety miles in the next twenty-six or twenty-eight hours, follow me; for, God helping me, I will ride it if I get there alone, and block Big Foot's passage across the San Saba River and kill him if I can, or be killed." He led off and all the fifteen followed him. They rode steadily forward until noon; halted, and let their horses crop a few mouthfuls of grass while they are at hasty lunch. In thirty minutes they were again in their saddles, pressing forward, and continued to do so until after dark when they came to a ranch house where they got a feed of corn for their horses, and while the horses were eating the men also ate their supper. Here the rest was prolonged for an hour, at the expiration of which time they were again in their saddles and pressing forward to the noted Indian crossing on the San Saba River. They rode steadily on until the new day was breaking when the Captain said "halt" as they were in a nice place to take a rest and let their tired horses rest and eat grass for an hour while they ate a lunch themselves.

At sunrise they were again in their saddles pressing forward, and in half an hour they struck the noted Indian trail that led through narrow gaps in the mountains to the crossing of the San Saba River. The Captain was in the lead when they struck the trail. He raised his hat and smilingly said: "Come on, boys!" and rode straight forward across the trail, which the men thought was a strange proceeding, for they thought he would follow the trail.

He rode steadily forward for one mile, when he halted, and when the men all came up he explained to them what they thought was strange in him in riding straight across the trail.

He said: "Boys, when we struck the trail I could hardly keep from following, for I saw if Big Foot is aiming to cross the San Saba at his regular crossing that we are ahead of him and time to spare; and if he is coming on the trail behind us, had we taken the trail when he struck our fresh horse tracks ahead of him he would have turned his course and crossed somewhere else. So it is good luck for us, but puts us under the painful necessity of riding several miles further in making a circle several miles further around to the crossing." They all agreed that he had taken the proper course.

They rode steadily forward making a circle of the crossing and reached it in twenty-eight hours from the time of starting, making ninety-five miles in twenty-eight hours without change of horses or a wink of sleep. And now with dispatch every thing was put in proper shape to accomplish what they had ridden so hard for, should the opportunity present itself in the coming of Big Foot and his band. Two men were sent back to an elevated spot that commanded the trail for some distance, and Captain Jeff felt sanguine that he, after another hard effort, had set the trap that Big Foot would walk into.

As nothing further could be arranged or perfected, Lieutenant Owens insisted that Captain Jeff lie down and take a short sleep, for said he: "No man living can stand up longer than you have; you have ridden one hundred and sixty-five miles without one wink of sleep. An iron will and a nerve of steel cannot stand anymore, and when the critical moment does come, we want you at your best; so lay down and sleep just two hours, and I will wake you up, and then I will lie down and sleep till you wake me up." Feeling sure that everything was so arranged that should the Indians come while he was asleep that they could not escape, he lay down and in two minutes he was sound asleep, for the utmost of man's endurance had been reached.

As all the men had been instructed to sleep two hours alternately, Lieutenant Owens let the Captain sleep three hours, then he awoke him. And when the Captain had bathed his face with a canteen of pure spring water that had just been brought from a cold spring that gushed out of the bluff on the river, he said: "Lieutenant, I feel very much refreshed, and am in much better shape to tackle that Big Foot Indian than when I got here. At all events, I wish he would put in his appearance and let us decide the contest that must be decided sooner or later, and he is not in sight yet. I want you to lie down and sleep until I wake you, for I want you to stand guard with me tonight a quarter of a mile from camp on the trail."

At six o'clock there was no sign of the Indians, and Captain Jeff roused up all the men and told them to prepare supper, so they could eat and put out all the fire before dark, which was done. And no Indians yet! Everything was properly arranged at the crossing and the Captain took Lieutenant Owens and went back on the trail to a big live-oak tree that stood some three or four feet from the trail. They sat down with their backs to the tree where they had full view of the trail for some distance.

About twelve o'clock they saw something coming down the trail, and as it came nearer, they saw that it was an old buck (deer). Captain Jeff put his hand to his side and slowly drew his big Bowie knife and slipped his arm slowly up the tree, and when the big buck got just opposite to where he sat, he threw the knife with lightning speed and its point went straight to the mark. The buck bounded high in the air. and fell on his back dead, with the knife driven to the handle square through his heart.

Lieutenant Owens remarked: "Captain, that was well done. I think Providence sent us that buck, for we arc almost famished for meat, and we are not allowed to shoot any for fear of driving off the game of which we are in pursuit." They lifted the buck off of the trail, extracted the knife from the heart, opened him with it and took out his intestines and turned him over so that all the blood would drain out. They had brought two Canteens of water with them to use through the night. Captain Jeff said: "Lieutenant, we will use one of these to wash our hands for we can afford to be short on water, to be long on such meat as this, for we are almost famished for one square meal, and tomorrow we will have it. Big Foot or no Big Foot," after which conversation they took their respective stations at the big tree and sat out their lonely and silent vigil through the remainder of the night, and no Indians yet.

When daylight was fully come they fastened their buck's legs together, hunted up a suitable pole which they slipped through them and each one took an end of the pole and they bore him into camp in the same manner that Moses' spies brought grapes from the Promised Land. When they reached camp there was much wonder and surprise among the boys as to how such a fine deer could be captured without the use of firearms. Lieutenant Owens replied: "We got him as Abraham got the ram for his sacrifice, or in equally as miraculous a manner. It was sent to us as an offering for breakfast, and if you all feel like I do, the offering is truly and thankfully received."

As the camp was in good shape, the men rested. The only thing necessary to make each of them half horse and half alligator was just one more square meal, and that was plainly in sight.

As Captain Jeff had only slept three hours in the last three days and nights, sleep was absolutely necessary before food. He therefore turned the command of the company over to Lieutenant Owens for the next six hours. He placed a rock against a tree for a pillow, spread down his saddle blanket for a bed, told the boys that he was going to sleep for six hours, and he hoped they would leave enough of the buck for him a square meal when he was waked at twelve o'clock, whereupon he stretched himself on his downy couch, and was in the land of forgetfulness in two minutes.

Ah, Sleep! Sleep, sweet sleep! What a boon to us mortals! The iron will, the nerve of steel must succumb in the absence of its life and health-giving influence!
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CHAPTER II.
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While Captain Jeff sleeps to gain strength for any emergency that might arise, and all the rest are put on guard or picket duty except two, who are detailed to cook, let us take a peep into how Texas Rangers can cook good bread and get up a good meal without any semblance of a cooking vessel.

The first our cooks do is to make a good fire out of dry wood, and while it is burning down into good coals, they proceeded to strip the hide off the buck; they then wash all the blood off the hide and hang it up for a few minutes to drip. They then spread it down and put the flour, salt and soda in sufficient quantities to make it light and pliable, they then cut up fine a quantity of the inside fat and put in sufficient water and knead it well, using the hide as a bread pan. They then get some nice straight sticks three or four feet long, the size of a man's thumb, peel off the bark, sharpen one end. They then take some of the dough and wrap it around the blunt end of the stick for one foot in length or more, and stick the sharp end in the ground leaning it the proper angle over the fire, so it will cook to a finish, the inside fat that was cut up in the flour equally distributed the grease all through the bread, and better bread
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