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APPENDIX Jack’s Stories—Truth or Fiction?
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Jack’s Bear Stories

“Westland Trails,” by H. C. Reagan

“A Bear That Used a Rifle”

“An Awful Bear Story”

“His Story of a Bear Fight”

Jack’s Sea-Serpent Stories

“The Serpent Far Astray—The Serpent Season”

“Extremely Large Snake Discovered”

“The Sea Serpent Outdone”

Jack’s Old Scout’s Stories

“Thrice Captured”

“Blood Indian War in Montana”

“A Lodge of Indians Surprised”

Jack’s Biography by Hiram Chittenden

Jack’s Biography by Aubrey L. Haines

NOTES FROM THE AUTHOR

These stories harken back to the days of the early Mountain Men, who were well known for the imaginative and amusing stories they told to help pass the long, cold winter nights. Some of their stories were pure fantasy; others were a combination of truth and fanciful yarns. Jack Baronett continued this tradition with stories he spun around the campfire at night. Others were narrated to unsuspecting rubes searching for an interesting newspaper article. This tradition continued with the stagecoach drivers in Yellowstone, such as Geyser Bob, who related whoppers and tall tales to many of the unsuspecting tourists.

All of these stories are written verbatim from the original sources, except perhaps for some minor punctuation for clarity. There have been no judgments made as to truthfulness or falsehoods, as the stories may have elements of each, and some may be completely imagined by the authors. With the exception of the Chittenden and Haines biographies, they are presented for enjoyment, amusement, and an insight into the concepts of making legends in the nineteenth century. Some statements may not be politically correct in our current social atmosphere, but history is neither politically correct nor incorrect; it simply exists. It is the interpretations and the viewing of past events through modern eyes and precepts that make those differences. Enjoy them through the perceptions of those who lived in a different era.

JACK’S BEAR STORIES

“WESTLAND TRAILS”

H. C. Reagan, “Westland Trails—Camp Fire Stories,”

Carbon County News (MT), October 14 and 21, 1926, p. 2

This man was a hunter and trapper with no fixed abode except when he built the bridge across the Yellowstone River at Junction Buttes for the miners at Clarks Forks now known as Cooke City. Assisting Baronette at that time was Bart Henderson366 and Uncle Charlie Millard.367

Baronette and Uncle Charlie concluded to prospect over the mountains near Yancey’s Ranch settled on by Uncle John Yancy. As all prospectors or hunters did, they took their rifles with them for game and emergency. Along with them went Dick, a small black terrier dog who formerly belonged to Mr. Leitchner of frog legs fame. The two men separated to meet again at the top of the mountain. Dick in this case went with Baronette. After a time Uncle Charlie heard the report of a rifle and not paying any attention to it, believing Jack had probably shot an elk. In a short time he heard a crashing in the bushes near him.

The dog Dick came out with his hair standing on ends. He barked and yapped at Uncle Charlie who asked him what was the matter. Dick still groveled and looked behind him and hair still standing on his back straight up, about this time Uncle Charlie heard more crashing and crackling in the brush towards which Dick was barking. Uncle Charlie saw emerging from the bushes Baronette who was coming like a locomotive trying to make up lost time. Yelling to Uncle Charlie, a bear by hell, a bear, and just behind Baronette was a real sure enough silver tip bear who seemed to have some desire to reach Baronette who was just as anxious that he should not. Uncle Charlie said the situation been plain to him and that safety first was his idea. With an extreme effort Uncle Charlie got up speed and made a bee line for a clump of spruce trees whose limbs hung low. He said he looked back and saw that Baronette was still in the lead and coming for the same tree. The bear a close second. He said he never had been much of a climber but in this case he threw down his Sharps rifle and made double quick time up the tree.

How he did it he cannot tell but he got there before either Baronette or the bear. A yell came from Baronette to give him room in the tree. Up he came as from a catapult. Calling to Uncle Charlie to move higher in the tree so he could keep away from the dam bear, who was at the foot of the tree trying to reach him. Every time the bear would stand up Dick would get in his work on the bear by biting his on his hind quarters snipping him. The bear would try and strike Dick who was not there like the Irishman’s flea. The bear continued to harass the men in the tree but could not reach them. Every time he made a fresh effort to get into the tree, Uncle Charlie says Baronette hollered to him to get up higher. After a time the silver tip gave it up as a bad job.

The bear retiring, the two men making sure he had gone far enough away dropped to the ground and got their guns and Dick. It was always a point of argument between Uncle Charlie and Baronette after this episode as to who could run the fastest, neither one claiming the championship under the circumstances. Dick received the credit of saving Uncle Charlie and Jack Baronette from that bear. Baronette Mountain is named after Jack Baronette.

“A BEAR THAT USED A RIFLE”

“A Bear That Used a Rifle,” Butte Inter Mountain, August 17, 1901, p. 9

“Jack Baronett Was a Famous Romancer about Bears”

Reeled Off a Strange Tale to a Party

of English Tourists—Told of a Bear

Who Handled a Winchester

Like an Export—Bruin Was

Not a Lucky Marksman

and Quit In Disgust.

JACK Baronett, the old time hunter, scout and guide, who was among the pioneers of the Yellowstone National park, and who, according to newspaper reports of a few months ago, has fallen heir to a large fortune in England, and has shipped before the mast to claim It, was a character in his way that would be hard to match in any country under the sun. For many years he lived at Baronett’s bridge over the Yellowstone, in the National park, and he put in his summers as best suited his fancy. He would hunt and fish a little and occasionally do a little scouting as a past-time. Should the right sort of a party seek his services as a guide he would consent to show the beauties of Wonder and as no one else could show them.

His favorite pastime was “loading” tender feet, and many is the good story he could tell of the adventures which befell him during his early days In the park. Bear stories were his specialty, and when his audience and his mood were both right, he would reel them off by the hundred yards and assert with the gravest phiz imaginable, that they were the truth, and nothing but the truth.

At one time, in the summer of 1881, he came to our camp near the Grotto geyser, in the upper basin for a little yarn spinning. He was camped near by, having come to that point to meet some young army officers who intended to make a tour of the park.368 In our party were a couple of young Englishmen who were taking in the sights of the west. They both had more money than brains and we were doing the best we could to show them the wonders of the park. They would not enthuse a bit over the wonderland display of hot water, the beautiful terraces, the many hued springs or the grand mountain scenery and they eagerly urged us to “cut out the ’ot water displays and show them something big to shoot at.”

It did not take Jack long to size up his crowd and do it proper. In reply to the ever ready query as to where they would find some big game, he said that over on Specimen mountain369 lived the biggest bear that ever went unkilled.

“I have hunted for him time and again,” he said when pressed to tell more about the monster, and when his lips had been nicely wet by a taste from a black bottle produced by one of the Englishmen, “but only once have I ever secured a glimpse of him. That time was the week before last and, to tell you the truth, should I live for over 100 years, I do not want to see him again. He is bigger than any of your saddle horses and wiser than any tourist who has ever crossed the pond and I have good reason to believe that he bears a charmed life.

“Well! I started in to tell you how I came to see him. I was hunting for bear; not any particular bear but just any old member of the tribe of bruin who might present himself for a target. Presently I found the track of the big bear of the mountain. I knew it was ‘Old Snooks’ as we called him, and I determined that I would have his hide before night. I realized that I was up against a hard proposition, but I was not afraid and pressed on in hot pursuit after him.

“Presently I found him. As I entered little park in the timber not over 50 yards across, there he was, a big cinnamon-colored object looking to my excited eyes, as large as a circus tent. He was eagerly tearing away at a rotten log in search of worms. As quick as I saw him, for fear that I would lose my sand, I took a shot at him. Well! For the first time in my life, at that distance, I missed and missed him clean.

“The old fellow straightened up and looked as if his dignity was offended. He gazed all around as if in search of some one. Presently his little, piggish-looking eyes fell on me as I was industriously shinning up the nearest tree. With a growl he was after me, but by that time I was up among the branches out of harm’s way.

“In order that I could climb more easily I did not take my gun with me and left It behind. In fact I did not miss it until I was up among the big branches and saw the Winchester lying upon the ground at the foot of the tree. Almost before I was settled on my perch ‘Old Snooks’ was tearing up the earth around the foot of the tree in a rage that was frightful to see. He would try to climb, but he was too big and fat and the tree was too small. Then, when he would slip down he would cuff the tree in a fury, tearing off great splinters of bark and hurling them across the clearing. His mouth frothed in anger and he appeared to be nearly beside himself with rage and disappointment at not being able to reach me. Occasionally he would go to the farthest end of the clearing and, taking a running shoot, he would jump at the lower branches. Once he came very near getting a foothold, tearing a heel off one of my boots which, fool-like, I had left dangling beneath my perch. After that I pulled my heels up under my body and roosted, turkey wise, during the remainder of his Interview.

“Presently ‘Old Snooks’ caught sight of my gun and a new idea seemed to strike him. He quieted down all of a sudden and began to handle the gun with the same curiosity that a child handles a new toy. He sat down on his hunkers and presently began working the lever. In some manner he threw out the cartridge shell (which I had left in the gun owing to my hurry to do some climbing) and threw a fresh one into the gun. Then, an Instant later, the gun went off, the bullet clipping a branch from the tree a few inches from my head.

“The knowledge that he could shoot the gun seemed to please the old fellow. He straightened up and, so help me goodness, he had a grin on his ugly face. He waddled under my tree until he was not over ten feet away, placed the gun to his shoulder as cleverly as any hunter could do, took careful aim at me and pulled the trigger. The gun snapped. He took it down from his shoulder, carefully nosed it over and it looked good to him. He threw in another shell, took aim at me and once more pulled the trigger. Again the gun snapped. Seven times he repeated this performance and every time the gun would snap. When he emptied all of the cartridges out of the gun magazine he approached still closer to me and motioned for me to throw him down my cartridge belt. I could not see it that way and told him so in very plain words. He was offended but proceeded to pick up the cartridges which he had pumped out of the gun and put them back into the magazine again. He was too clumsy to do this and after several vain attempts; he gave it up and threw the gun away in disgust.

“He sat under my tree for nearly two hours, evidently in a deep study. Finally, when I began to think that I could hold on no longer and that I would have to let go my hold and become his dinner, he got up and walked to where he had thrown the gun and picked It up again. He came directly under my tree and, reaching as high as he could, he handed me the gun butt end first, and then waddled off into the woods.

“Occasionally he would look back with a wise air, as if to leave the impression that I was harmless and that the gun was even more harmless. As soon as I got the old gun in my hands I examined It to see why ‘Old Snooks’ could not make it shoot. The reason was plain at a glance. A lot of hair had become wadded in between the hammer and the needle and the cartridges could not be exploded.

“Why didn’t I follow him up and kill him, eh? Was I afraid?” snorted in answer to an insinuation made by one of the young Englishmen. “You young fellows can hunt ‘Old Snooks’ if you want to, but I advise you to have your lives well insured before you venture on the part of Specimen mountain in which he makes his home.” And with a snarl of disgust, without even a good night, Jack tore himself off to his camp in a huff over being interrupted while telling his story.

“AN AWFUL BEAR STORY”

“An Awful Bear Story,” Dixon Evening Telegraph (IL), October 30, 1886


Told in the Columns of a Contemporal

by Captain Quinton, U. S. A.



The papers speak of him now as Captain John Barronette. I suppose that Jack gets his title of Captain from the fact of being the boss story teller of Montana. When I was acquainted with him he was simply Jack, and was one of the curiosities of the park. He was then a hunter, guide, trapper, and a first-rate story teller.

But, while Jack could tell a good yarn, it was not always best for a listener to be too confiding, as nothing gave him more pleasure and delight than to help a fellow out who kept a diary, “one of them durn literary fellers.” In 1873 I went through the Yellowstone Park under Jack’s guidance, and during the trip of over hundreds of miles, and which lasted many weeks, Jack regaled me with many a tale of adventure by flood and field. One of these I remember, and tell you it as it was told to me.

“When I fust cum to this country,” said Jack, “I was the greenest specimen of a pilgrim that you ever set eyes onter. I wus so green that the sap used ter regularly start outer me. I had killed a few deer, a mounting lion or two and was just a spilin’ for a chance to go for a b’ar.

“Well, one day when I was out a-nosing round the mountains I spied a right smart grizzly a-histing in his dinner offen a thick clump of berry bushes. ‘Thar is my chance,’ said I to myself, ‘and ef I don’t git that arb’ar I’ll sell my hide for saddle-bags.’ So I began to approach him—kinder cautious like—aiming to git the wind so that it would blow from him onto me, as the nose of a b’ar is keener than a white man’s eye. Well, I finally got around to a p’int where I had a full view of the b’ar—and as I come into full view I suddenly discovered that thar was two b’ars a feedin, in that clump of bushes ’stead of one, and, what made it wuss still, the b’ars—both on ’em—discovered me jest as soon as I showed up and came rarring and a-charging straight for me. So I had to climb a tree that was—fortunightly for me—quite clus, and the way that I got into that tree was a caution to cats. I skun up thar quicker’n X. Beidler’s370 beaver did when the dogs were arter him. An’ I took my Winchester up, too.

“Well, the b’ars charged right up to the roots of the tree and began a-scratchin’ and a-diggin’ like as they were mad. They had a kinder disappointed look about ’em, too, while they were a-growlin’ and cavortin’. I sat thar and watched them for some time, and finally, knowin’ that they would keep me thar until a day after eternity ef I did not make some move, I kinder climbed out on the limb of the tree, my gun pointing downward, and drawed a bead upon one of the b’ars. Well, jest as I was about to pull the trigger I heerd a kinder crackling, and you can land me in perdition ef that darned limb didn’t give way—and down I came, my gun going one way, while I came down and landed right square on top of one of the b’ars. As I settled myself I reached for his ears with both hands, and let a yell outer me that was like to raise the dead, meanwhile kicking the b’ar in the ribs with both heels to make him git up and travel, and I think frum the way he lit out he thought a trip-hammer had gotten on to him. A quarter-hop wasn’t a patchin’ to the gait that b’ar struck. And he gave me the durndest, all-firdest ride that I ever had in my life for about two miles.

“I did not notice the country much, but as I kalkerlated that I was quite clear of the other b’ar I gave mine an extra kick in the ribs, raised another yell, and then slid off behind, kinder easily and quiet like, and ef suthin hesn’t headed him off, I expect that arb’ar is a runnin yet. Lieutenant, say we take suthin, my throat’s gittin’ kinder dry.”

“HIS STORY OF A BEAR FIGHT”

“A Visit to Wonderland,” Letter No. 11, Lacon Home Journal (IL), October 11, 1882


His Story of a Bear Fight

As related by Spenser Ellsworth



“At Mammoth Hot Springs I joined a man named McGurk [Matthew McGuirk]371 in hunting grizzlies. We went up the mountain back of the Springs and got sight of two bears feeding. Singling out one, each of us fired and wounded his game but not seriously, and ’ere we had time to seek a place of safety both were charging like mad. We climbed trees, and waited for the bears to show themselves but as they failed to appear, we came down. My bear however was watching, and before I could shoot it was close upon me with jaws distended eyes glaring, and savagely growling. Somehow my gun went off prematurely and McGurk’s was disabled. About seven feet above my head a dry limb projected which I seized and was drawing myself up when McGurk, hard pressed, and seeing no friendly tree caught me by the leg and sought thus to escape. The increased weight proved too much for the limb, which broke and both fell to the ground. The bear reached the tree just at the moment and we both fell astride the animal. Though expecting to feel his sharp claws in my flesh I could not resist laughing, but the bear was the worst scared of the three, and breaking away made off. My gun was soon ready again and a lucky shot broke his back. The other escaped.”

JACK’S SEA-SERPENT STORIES

“THE SERPENT FAR ASTRAY—THE SERPENT SEASON”

“The Serpent Far Astray—The Serpent Season,” Billings Gazette (MT), August 2, 1886, p. 2

The Superintendent of the National Park congratulates himself upon a further and most surprising increase in the game of that wonderful region. The latest addition is a sea serpent, or something very like one, that was first seen by two tourists and a stage driver, out grazing near Yellowstone Lake….372 An account of these strange events was telegraphed to the Pioneer Press, and appeared in the issue of Friday last it omitted to mention the particular brand of wet groceries with which the snake hunters had fortified their courage before taking the field. It seems probable that if the National Park caravansaries continue to furnish that class of refreshments, the list of game reported by superintendent Weir last fall, will receive many new and strange additions in his next report. But it is to be hoped they will report something much larger before the close of the season. It will not do for the World’s Wonderland to be out-done by the monotonous prairies of Dakota, where the wheat growers have found a serpent over 100 feet long, disporting itself in the waters of Lake Kampeska.373

“EXTREMELY LARGE SNAKE DISCOVERED”

Cap’t Quinton, U.S.A., from “An Awful Bear Story,”

Dixon Evening Telegraph (IL), October 30, 1886

I noticed recently a story in the papers going the rounds of the press, of an extremely large snake discovered among the other wonders of the National Park. The snake in form and shape is, barring the barnacles, of the fabled sea-serpent order, and is said to travel with his head threatening and with such fearful velocity—fifteen feet raised from the ground, while his even movement is accompanied with lone hissings and sizzlings like the frying of a dozen geysers concentrated in one. Jack Barronette is one of the discoverers of this Snake. The papers speak of him now as Captain John Barronette. I suppose that Jack gets his title of Captain from the fact of being the boss story teller of Montana. When I was acquainted with him he was simply Jack, and was one of the curiosities of the park. He was then a hunter, guide, trapper, and a first-rate story teller.

“THE SEA SERPENT OUTDONE”

“The Sea Serpent Outdone,” Eureka Daily Sentinel (NV), August 7, 1886

A Special from Cinnabar MT says: Last Monday a stage driver and two tourists, while near Yellowstone Lake, claimed to have seen an enormous reptile, which, while running through the grass, carried its head ten or 15 feet above the ground. They think it must have been at least 30 feet long. A party was organized at once to pursue the reptile yesterday. A numberof tourists, among them Colonel Wear, Superintendent of the Park, and his assistant, Captain Barronette, while near the cave of extinct geyser in the vicinity of the lake, heard a hissing sound coming from the cave and saw the head of a reptile thrust out some 15 feet, and immediately withdrew. Parties are watching for another sight of the monster. It is to be hoped that those persons at Yellowstone Lake who discovered the monster serpent not trample upon the worm. They ought to treasure him. The great mistake made by the ancients like Hercules and Meleager and Perseus was in killing the singular animals they encountered. Let the moderns profit by experience. Travelers will not believe the story in these days unless they can see the snake.

Note: All of the serpent stories seem to date from the year Baronett was hired by the US Army as a scout in Yellowstone. A coincidence? I think not. There seemed to be a rash of such stories from numerous localities across the country. Perhaps Jack was just doing his part to keep the ball rolling.

JACK’S OLD SCOUT’S STORIES

“THRICE CAPTURED”

“An Old Scout’s Story,” Butte Miner (MT), February 2, 1882, p. 1374

“In 1857,” said he [Baronett], “I went down to Fort Garland, did some trading with the Indians, and afterwards joined the regular army as a scout, under General Sydney Johnson. I afterward was with the regulars in Arizona. From there I drifted over to Mexico. The Mexicans got hold of me, and gave me the choice of joining them or being shot. They were fighting Maximilian. Why, I told them that was just what suited me—just what I came over for. When I say they were fighting Maximilian, I only tell part of their business. They were fighting anything that had money. They called themselves Mexicans, but most of them were Europeans, and all of them a bad lot. Before long I managed to get captured by another party of Mexicans, a little better than the first. They gave me the option of joining them or being shot, and I told them that just suited me; that what I came over there for was to join them. They were of Juarez’s party.375 From them I was captured—honestly captured that time, too, after a good solid fight—by some of Maximilian’s troops.376 Maximilian pardoned me and I joined his forces for a time, but a Mexican party got hold of me again, and under the old custom I joined them once more. I hated to, for Maximilian was the noblest man that ever was in Mexico, and I hated to fight against him; but when a man has had the luck to be sentenced to be shot in cold blood a few times, the experience sort of takes out whatever nerve he has got for that sort of thing, and he is willing to make almost any sort of terms. Before long, however, I managed to get away from them, and left that country in disgust, going back up to Montana, where I was in the first Black foot and Blood Indian war.”

“BLOOD INDIAN WAR IN MONTANA”

“An Old Scout’s Story,” Butte Miner (MT), February 2, 1882, p. 1

“Governor T. F. Meagher commissioned me to raise a company, and I did so at Helena, St. Louis Gulch and Last Chance Gulch. I had eighty-five splendid men, good fighters, well mounted and armed. All the mounting and equipping and fitting out of that company I did at my own cost, at an expense to me of $16,000—good dollars in gold.377 That was in 1865. I don’t know what the difference between gold and greenbacks was then in the East, but gold in Montana was five for one, and, in fact, people didn’t want the paper anyway. Put a handful of greenbacks out on a bar for a drink and the barkeeper would take them all in, or else he’d shove them back and give you a drink. With me at that time were Charles Carson,378 nephew of Kit Carson, and John Rann, now in the Whoop-up country, Charley Thomas,379 and a lot more whose names I do not remember.

“At the close of the summer campaign the Black feet broke out again. Their first step was to kill their chief, Little Dog, a friend of the whites on the road between Fort Benton and Willow Round, on the Marias river. His son, who was a little distance behind, got up and demanded to know who had killed his father. The murderers stood around the corpse, silent and sullen. He made another demand, but they didn’t answer him. He calculated, however, that he could guess who did it, and went to work to get even. He only killed one, however, before they all turned in on him and killed him. They then dragged his mother out of the brush, where she had taken refuge, cut off her ears and turned her loose.”380

“A LODGE OF INDIANS SURPRISED”

“An Old Scout’s Story,” Butte Miner (MT), February 2, 1882, p. 1

‘‘I was ordered to go with a party of fifteen men I had gathered together to demand from the Black feet the murderers of Little Dog. I went according to orders, not that I had any idea of going with my fifteen men to make any demands from 1,000 to 1,200 lodges of Blackfeet, but I thought I’d get some Indians any way. We followed them until we got among their horses, and in full view of their lodges. There were more lodges than we could count, too many, we concluded, to make a fight with. But we knew where there was a small camp down on Pablo’s island and made up our minds to go for them. We didn’t know exactly how many of them there were, so Carson and I left the rest of the party behind about a mile when we landed on the island. We snaked around to get information, and got pretty close to the camp, when all of a sudden my mule, which had been raised among Indians, smelled them and made a break straight for the camp. I couldn’t stop the brute, but by hard spurring sent him at a gallop right among the lodges. Carson stuck to me, and we went through there whooping and shooting. The Indians were stampeded at first and swore afterward that four or five hundred white men rode through the camp. I guess we made noise enough for that many. After that we hung about there and managed to raise some hair, but soon there got to be so many Indians after us that we thought we had better light out for Sun River, sixty miles below Fort Benton, and make a camp. On the road we were attacked by them at midnight, but after a fight of half or three-quarters of an hour, they pulled off, and we got down to Sun river, with them pursuing us and shooting from cover when they could get a chance. In the night we took four of them alive and hung them with our lariats, in full view of the others, daring them to come into the open and fight like men, instead of skulking in the bushes like squaws. They yelled back that before another moon our hearts would be on the ground. When we came to look it over and see how many there were of them, and that we had one wounded man on our hands, we thought maybe they might be right. So we pulled out from there again, and made for Helena, the Blackfeet following us and keeping up a running fight all the way to Dearborn river

JACK’S BIOGRAPHY BY HIRAM CHITTENDEN

JACK BARONETT





JACK’S BIOGRAPHY BY AUBREY L. HAINES

JACK BARONETT



































ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Robert V. Goss dedicated over thirty-five years to working in and around Yellowstone National Park, thirty of those for Yellowstone Park Co. and its successors, before retiring from Xanterra Parks & Resorts. An avid historian, he has studied Yellowstone history and self-published seven books, primarily focusing on the early concessioners and pioneers. Robert has authored or coauthored twenty-three articles and been featured in publications such as Yellowstone History Journal, Yellowstone Science, Annals of Wyoming, Motor Coach Age, Points West, Montana Pioneer, and other local publications. He also coauthored Images of America: Livingston, Montana.

While living in Gardiner, Montana, Robert was a purchasing agent for the Mineral Hill gold mine at Jardine, a town known as Bear Gulch in the 1870s–1890s. He became familiar with the local mining history, as well as the chronicles of the Cooke City surrounding areas. Now residing in southwest Utah, he continues his research while maintaining the Geyser Bob website of Yellowstone history. He is currently researching and writing a book about Yellowstone’s stage drivers.


OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
The Life and Times of
Legendary Pioneer Jack Baronett

ROBERT V. GOSS





