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			Carroll’s book relates a compelling story, skillfully written. It is a must read for those who love history and especially those fascinated by World War II history.

			~ Marsha Henry Goff, A Crazy Plan: Darby’s Rangers’ Heroic Last Stand at Cisterna“

			Darling, you haunt me. Every time I sit down for even a minute with nothing to occupy me immediately I want to start a letter to you...”
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						Gen. George Marshall, Winston Churchill, 

						Gen. Mark Clark; Lord Mountbatten, back right

					

				

			

			War era correspondence and 70 year old photographs depict an age of heroism and innocence. PHOTOGRAPHER, PARATROOPER, POW:  A Wyoming Cowboy in Hitler’s Germany tells the story of three brothers who leave their Wyoming home to fight in World War II. This historical narrative begins with the westward expansion of a tough breed of immigrants, and ends with the rendition of Harold Carroll’s many harrowing escapes from Nazi prisoner of war camps, mostly described in his own words. 

			Within these pages family histories, military experiences, personal desires, photos, and war-time correspondence subtly communicate the angst and awe of an era. Judiciously saved by one of America’s first paratroopers, a combat photographer, and a prisoner of war whose stubborn tenacity saved him repeatedly from execution at the hands of the Nazis; and meticulously compiled by the author into a rich saga that allows glimpses into our colorful & troubled past.
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			FOREWORD

			As the daughter of a World War II Darby’s Ranger, I have read, researched and written much about warriors of the Greatest Generation. I know how much work goes into even the shortest of combat articles.

			Therefore, I was astonished at the depth and breadth of the historical research contained in A Wyoming Cowboy in Hitler’s Germany, as well as the author’s ability to transmit it to the reader in an interesting and thoroughly enjoyable fashion.

			Through the adroit use of photos, letters, documents and prose, the author brings to life — from boyhood through World War II — three All-American brothers, each of whom worked his way up to the rank of officer. All three left for war: a commander/ paraskier, a submarine navigator and a photographer/paratrooper.

			The two paratroopers were reported missing in action during the Normandy D-Day invasion. One of them was later documented to be a German prisoner of war. Of the three brothers who marched off to battle, only two came home.

			This book relates a compelling story, skillfully written. It is a must read for those who love history and especially those fascinated by World War II history.

			Marsha Henry Goff, author of A Crazy Plan: Darby’s Rangers Historic Last Stand at Cisterna

		

	
		
			PREFACE

			In these pages, you’ll find facts and memories about a family. It is not easy to find the beginning or the end of a family and so I selected a specific topic to explore. That topic is the mystery surrounding Robert C. Carroll who was the 1st Commanding officer of the 501st Parachute Infantry Regiment of the 101st Airborne during WWII. I’ve also tried to explore the history that created men like Bob, and his brothers Arthur and Harold, by looking back to their great-grandfathers George Washington Carroll and James McCarroll. Additionally, the goal of this manuscript is to compile Harold Carroll’s photographs, correspondence, memoirs, and other memorabilia regarding Bob’s, Arthur’s and Harold’s service during WWII for posterity.

			I have drawn from many original and unpublished sources in the creation of this manuscript, as well as internet sources. You can look on me as an ambitious scrap-booker. I have compiled snippets of gossip, newspaper articles, pictures, military records, and memories to weave a story.

			Stories are central to family memories and to historic memory in general. The stories in these pages have come from the mouths of family members in addition to more historically verifiable sources. To avoid the natural confusion that might occur deciphering fact from conjecture, I have separated stories where there is little or no corroboration from an outside source under the designation of the year they took place. Most passages described in the year they occur are based on family stories, often verified by more than one family member; some were drawn whole-cloth to illustrate a person, place or time. I have recorded events in chronological order for reading ease.

			M Carroll
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					[image: ]
				

			

			THE FORGOTTEN PHOTO ALBUM

			The boxes of WWII memorabilia sat in my closet for years. Occasionally I would open them and sort through the musty, time-forgotten photos and scraps of paper. As I packed for a working trip to England, wondering what to wear in  autumn, I remembered a newspaper clipping from Leicester, among the scraps. Snapping my luggage shut, I quickly searched for the clipping to take with me, and reread it on the way to the airport.

			From the Leicester Mercury, May 29, 1989:

			“A chance discovery of old photographs has revealed a nostalgic time capsule from the war era.

			An album full of atmospheric pictures lay gathering dust for almost a half a century after failing to be claimed from a chemist’s shop in Quorn.

			Subsequent detective work has shown that the snapshots were taken by an unknown officer of the 505th Parachute Infantry Regiment, which had been charged in Wood Lane in the Village.

			The officer took the film to Mr. William Green’s chemists shop for processing—but never called back for the developed pictures.

			And it was only recently, when Mr. Green’s son Peter, was going through some of his late parents’ possessions that the album was found and research into its background began.

			With the help of Picture researcher Mr. Deryk Wills, Mr. Green managed to piece together parts of the story told in the photographs.

			According to Mr. Wills, whose research specialty is the activities of the 82nd airborne, the pictures were taken on a 4X6 size folding camera, which was a popular family type camera of the day.

			There is no clue as to the time span covered by the collection, some of the C47 aircraft have white bands painted on the fuselage and wings, while others do not.

			The white bands show that theses photographs were taken on or after D-Day, because they were only painted on a few hours before the invasion started.

			The location of the parade of paratroopers has been identified as the First Battalion area of the Quorn Camp, and the officer addressing them was probably Colonel William E. Ekman…

			One factor which has puzzled Mr. Wills is the absence of weapons in the photographs. There are one or two Griswald bags visible in which carbines with machine guns and rifles were carried when parachuting.

			Another question mark is over the Mae Wests, the life jackets which appear to be worn in only one picture.

			Mr. Green and Mr. Wills were helped in their quest for information by Mr. Harry Montgomery of the White Horse Inn in Quorn, which is a popular haunt of ex-American servicemen paying return visits to their wartime base.”

			And so began my search for the photos my dad took just before D-Day that had been mysteriously rediscovered some 55 years later by a grieving Englishman. 

			The clipping, with its faded photographs, traveled with me as I explored the modern cities and quaint countryside of lovely England. I finished work on Friday in Nottingham and had the weekend off to explore, although I had to travel to the coast for work on Monday. 

			Unfortunately, I could find no way to get to Quorn, the place where the pictures were taken. Except for the revived old steam engines that recently reclaimed the route from Loughbourogh to Quorn for tourists on summer weekends, no rail trains passed through the region. And so I had little hope of visiting the tiny village on this brisk November day and instead focused my attention on the larger city of Leicester and the Mercury newspaper hoping to find a reproduction of the 1989 clipping so I would have better copies of the pictures of “Tent City” taken by Harold James Carroll, my dad. The pictures had been taken on his personal Brownie, he told me, and the film was dropped off at a local drug store just prior to D-Day. He never returned to pick up the developed photos.

			The taxi driver stepped out to gather my bags. His name was Colin, and he was of Middle-Eastern, not Irish descent, reflecting a much smaller and more inclusive world than when my Dad was stationed here. He was there to take me to the rail station, but upon hearing about my search for my Dad’s pictures he seemed as intrigued as I was. He offered to drive me to Leicester through Quorn for a sum I was willing to pay. 

			Quorn is about sixty miles south of Nottingham, a scenic drive through the heart of old England. Our first stop was the local Chemist shop (drug store). I knew only that the owner had been a Mr. William Green and his son Peter had published the photographs. We stopped at the only drug store in the village. The bell chimed as we entered. The owner of thirty years, an elderly gentleman with frizzy white hair wearing a forest green sweater, stood behind a broad counter at the top of a short set of stairs so that he oversaw the little shop. A woman at the cash register was ringing up a customer, and so I directed my questions to the pharmacist, although he was not particularly amiable to conversation. He said he’d owned the store for most of his working life, lived in the village as well, and no, there were no other Chemist shops in town, just this store. He’d never heard of Mr. Green, William or Peter, or my photographs. He said he couldn’t help me.

			Exiting into the rain I held little hope of finding my father’s pictures. Colin had already informed me that the Leicester Mercury, although almost directly across from my hotel, would be closed until Monday, and my travel plans had me on a train for the coast Sunday afternoon. 

			I trudged up the wet cobblestone walkway toward the corner pub feeling dejected with Colin following along behind me. “Buy you a drink?” I offered. 

			The White Horse Inn sat low to the ground, its bleached stucco walls supported by ancient black beams. The area didn’t bring in many outsiders except WWII vets and those interested in fox. Quorn had gained recent notoriety over controversy regarding the Hunt. Sixty years ago, in 1944, it was teeming with American troops preparing for the Invasion.

			We stepped down into the dimly lit, low ceilinged drinking establishment. A warm fire crackled invitingly. The White Horse Inn exuded a timeless charm. A lovely young blond woman was tending to customers sitting along the old polished-wood bar. 

			Colin egged me on. “Why don’t you go ask the bartender?” he prodded. 

			Why not? I’d come this far. I approached her with little hope, the weathered copy of the Leicester Mercury in hand. “Hello. I’m looking for my dad’s pictures.” I gave her a bit of an explanation, and before I was finished she pointed me toward the owner of the pub—no longer Mr. Harry Montgomery but a Mr. Ian White.

			Ian stood in animated conversation with several regulars, hoisting a mug. Interrupting an ancient tradition, I approached him with my paper and my story, the taxi driver, Colin, encouraging me quietly from the sidelines. 

			Ian looked a bit surprised, and as I talked, he grabbed my elbow and steered me around one of the weathered old beams supporting the pub and pointed to a large, wood frame centered on the white stucco wall. Covered in glass, nicely matted and carefully arranged were my dad’s photographs. Ian silently steered me toward another wall and another frame holding still more of dad’s photographs. 

			He found the photographs in a box upstairs in the attic of the White Horse Inn in April, 2004 after buying the pub. The pictures impressed him, and because of the upcoming anniversary and the return of some of the vets to the area, he’d had the pictures professionally matted and framed. 

			I was dumbfounded. I couldn’t believe my luck finding the original pictures so carefully preserved. There he was. One eyebrow raised, the sparkle that belies the frown, Harold James Carroll gazed down at me from the historic wall of the White Horse Inn, Quorn, England. 
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			FLATLANDERS

			If you aren’t from here, you’re a flatlander.

			Bob, Art and Harold grew up in the shadow of purple mountains listening to the wind in the pines, and real and imagined tales of a turbulent past. The Great Depression extended to the smallest town and valley and the boys had a steady, if poor, upbringing. Their father, Arthur, a miner in his youth, worked hard on the Burlington railroad, and their mother, Myrtle, worked hard at home. They grew up three to a bed as youngsters. This probably helped them to stay warm during the bitter cold spells that blew down from Canada and over the Bighorn Mountains into Sheridan, Wyoming.

			They lived on the edge of town when they were young and Harold learned to ride horses from the neighboring Crow Indian children he played with. They rode bareback and explored the foothills and nearby mountains. Although they lived outside of town, Crow, Arapaho, Cheyenne, and other Indians could be seen in town during the day, but they were mostly barred from access to the stores that lined the main street boasting modern goods and contraptions from back East. 

			It was 1931 and times were hard. The boys all contributed to the family income. By the age of eleven Harold did his part by bringing home his earnings as a newspaper boy, waving to the old folks rocking on their porch swings. His granddad George and uncle Charley played checkers as Harold sped by on his bicycle, tossing commentary and comics onto front porches and under neatly trimmed bushes in the sweltering summer heat.

			In the news in 1931: “The Star Spangled Banner” became the official national anthem, the Empire State Building opened for the first time in New York City, and Al Capone was tried and sentenced to 11 years in prison. Hitler, the appointed leader of the Nazi Party, with the backing of his storm troopers, challenged Paul von Hindenburg for the presidency of Germany.* Of more interest to Harold, the first Donald Duck cartoon played in local theaters and Babe Ruth hit his 600th home run. 	

			The now popular automobile had leveled the tourism playing field and both the wealthy and those not so wealthy ventured out in their cars to see the grand sights and scenic places—places sacred to the Indians like Niagara Falls, and for the adventuresome, Yellowstone.

			The Bighorn Mountains and the Wind River valley lie between Sheridan and Yellowstone, a bourgeoning tourist area in 1931. The pass over the Bighorns from Sheridan to Greybull on Highway 14, Granite Pass, rises 8950 feet over Shell Canyon with jagged cliffs creating a breathtaking landscape of sheer walls and deep gorges filled with rushing white water and lined with lush forests.

			Bob, Art and Harold could tell the flatlanders by their trousers and their boots. They looked like city slickers. Some of them tried to sport western wear, but they were exposed by their walk and facial expression —an expression of pain, due to the experience their feet were having in their new boots, and the walk of one hobbled.

			
				
					
						Myrtle, Bob, Harold, & Art about 1928
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					* The Nazi Party began as the NSDAP, or Nationalsozialistische Deutsche Arbeiterpartei – National Socialist German Workers’ Party.

				

			

		

	
		
			SPRING 1931

			Imagine how some folks would stop and survey the mountain, looking at the narrow rutted road that crawled up its side, snaking in cutbacks up, up, up. “What’s the road like on the other side?” they’d ask, or, “Any other route to Yellowstone?” Some just turned and left.

			Harold watched the big man pull himself out of the 1930 Model T, his bulk well over six feet, and lumber over to Bob who was standing in the sun talking to the owner of the gas station.. 

			Bob straightened his lanky form and looked the man eye to eye. They shook hands. 

			Harold had come knocking on his brothers’ bedroom door unannounced, one day not that long ago, and found Bob hanging by his fingertips from the door jam.

			 “What are ya doing?” Harold asked. Bob ran his feet up the wall, slipped his legs through his arms, and did a little flip, landing neatly on his feet in front of a smiling and adoring little brother.

			“Stretching,” he answered. “It makes me taller.”

			And Bob was tall, but the man with the Model T was bigger, though not in a muscular way. The man’s face slackened at the jaw line, creating a bull-dog look. Jowly, thought Harold. Bob was strong, if a touch skinny, and just sixteen with bulging muscles and angular features. His hair was so light a shade of blond it was almost white, and his eyes could change from sky-blue and friendly to cool slate in the matter of seconds as they bore into you. He won any staring competition when anyone dared to challenge him.

			Bob and the flatlander both loomed over Harold, a slight eleven year old. “This boy gonna follow in that truck?” the flatlander asked incredulous, his jowls wiggling slightly with each word. He wore a heavy overcoat although it was not so cold; only a little snow remained on the edges of the road and under the fragrant pines. Higher up the mountain there would be snow and ice. This is what the big man feared, and his shiny polished shoes, along with the shine on his forehead, revealed that he’d spent little time out of doors in the weather.

			Harold stepped up to the man. “Yes, sir,” he assured. “I’ll follow you to the other side. I’ve done it plenty of times.” A slight boy with a big grin, Harold was spunky. Blond hair was neatly combed and kept in place with oil. His shirt was tucked into his worn, though clean and neat pants and his boots were weathered. Ankle high and sturdy, they’d logged some miles up and down these hills.

			Art usually helped with the flatlanders, but Art was occupied studying for his big exam coming up next week. Granddad George and Grandma Ella had him corralled at their place where they “supported him in his educational pursuits,” as their mother, Myrtle, put it. Sometimes against his will, Harold imagined.

			George and Ella had taken Arthur under their wing when he was just a little tike.  Myrtle recently complained, “Why do you only take Art to your house for visits? Bob and Harold feel left out, Mother.” Myrtle questioned Ella forthrightly over the pastry dough they were molding. 

			Ella sucked in her breath. It was hard to say. “Art is different.” The middle child at fourteen, Art even looked different than Bob and Harold, favoring his mother’s side of the family with brown hair and a slightly darker complexion. Ella had always thought he looked like her brother Charlie Kirby. 

			“Art likes to read, and pick apples; he helps Granddad George with chores, and he’ll fetch things for me. He always likes what we have for supper… Bob and Harold prefer to play outside and I’m always nervous and watching for breaking tree limbs the way they like to climb! They just cause me such worry.” Ella’s honest answer stopped Myrtle in her tracks. She loved her boys equally, but they were quite different as each child had his own qualities after all.

			Harold was Bob’s little replica, although he had a way to go in size. Bob was his idol and he looked up to his older brother as to a hero. He worshiped the ground Bob walked on and literally followed in his footsteps — hiking, climbing, rappelling and now, to help get this flatlander across the pass and earn a few bucks. He followed closely behind in Bob’s tire tracks through the snow and icy patches and around rocks and ruts and over blind rises. 

			They made it safely over the mountains and deposited Wiggly Jowls at Greybull, a bit paler but no worse for wear, the boys a bit wealthier and just a bit more wear on the tires. 

			“Can we spend some of the money at the candy counter?” Harold asked his big brother hopefully.

			Bob grinned. “Let’s go get Art. I’ll bet he’d like to come along.” After the return trip, all three boys crowded into the pickup, laughing and jostling for position. Since Indians weren’t allowed in the store, Harold bought a piece of licorice for Thomas, his Crow buddy. 

			They walked down Marion Street together, where Granddad George Carroll had camped his first night in Sheridan before it was even a town. Bob tried to imagine what it was like back in his grandfather’s time, when the sidewalks were wooden and the streets mud. The sun was setting and their elongated shadows led their feet down a timeless road.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3
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						Myrtle and Arthur Carroll, Sheridan, 1914

					

				

			

			WESTERN ROMEO & JULIET

			Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? ~ Shakespeare

			Bob’s, Art’s and Harold’s grandparents were, at best, on the opposite sides of a very barbed fence and, at worst, arch-enemies. Arthur Carroll’s unlikely marriage to tall and winsome Myrtle Carroll, George Carroll’s eldest daughter, must have raised some eyebrows.

			Myrtle was born in Dayton, Wyoming in the foothills of the Bighorn Mountains. She had a big brother named Granville and three little sisters: Orpha, Ednis and Jewel. Myrtle was tall and slender, with a sly smile and sharp wit. And she fell in love with handsome Arthur Carroll of neighboring Story, Wyoming. 

			Arthur also had a big brother, Robert, and was one of five children, too — Myrtle, his older sister (not to be confused with his wife), and younger siblings Ruth and Jim. Arthur was the second eldest son. He was educated and skilled, and had worked in the mines since childhood as did most of the men of the family, including his father Peter, who was a miner and immigrant from the British Isles. 

			In contrast, Myrtles’ parents, George and Ella Carroll, had roots in the old South and a moneyed background. And they were longer established in the Sheridan area than their neighbors, Peter and Martha Carroll.

			George was a cattleman and rancher, Peter was a miner and farmer. George and Ella had moved north to Wyoming from Texas in 1881, leaving memories of plantation life behind. Peter and Martha had moved west to Wyoming in 1898 from Iowa and homesteaded in the Bighorn Mountains. Peter and his sons worked as miners. 

			George was a Democrat, Peter a Republican. George was anti-union, Peter pro-union. The George Carroll family considered themselves English, or maybe Scots-Irish. Peter was Irish, although born in Scotland.

			The two families had nothing in common except their last name (they were no relation), but their children, Arthur and Myrtle, would bridge the gap.

			Imagine Arthur and Myrtle as the turn-of-the-20th-century version of Romeo and Juliet, the miner’s son and the rancher’s daughter, the shanty Irish and the lace curtain Irish. Married in spite of it all, they produced three children, all boys: Robert Collin, (Bob), born June 19, 1915; Arthur George (Art), born September 14, 1917; and Harold James (H), born June 29, 1920. All three boys went to war. Only two came home.

		

	
		
			SUMMER 1931

			Bob, Art, and Harold, their bodies surprisingly still except the occasional butt-shifting necessary to keep numbness at bay, leaned in around the campfire and listened attentively. Granddad Carroll and Uncle Charley Kirby and other old timers began the story-telling as soon as the sun went down. They told tales of frontiersmen, tales of the Alamo, and tales of their forefathers. The rhythmic crickets, murmuring creek, a braying horse, all mixed harmoniously to create campfire music to accompany the stories. Flickering firelight jumped in emphasis with the words, the flames licking the boys’ imaginations.

			Camping, fishing and hunting trips were a frequent activity. To pass the time at the end of a day, they told tales of bears, ten foot grizzlies, and the brave ranchers who hunted and killed the vicious beasts, keeping women and children safe from harm. “And I’ve got the claw to prove it!”

			They told tales of frontiersmen traipsing into unknown country—adventurers and their discoveries, the fossils they’d found still scattered about, mastodon and dinosaur bones crowding the window ledges and fireplace mantle at home. “Imagine huntin’ this feller!”

			Sometimes there were stories about Regulators and Moderators, stories of ballyhoos caused by violation of woman or principle, and tales of chivalry where the good guys were differentiated from the bad guys not by their title—sheriff or outlaw—but by their skill with a pistol, fairness at cards, and gallant treatment of women and children.

			Granddad Carroll, pushing his worn and well-loved cowboy hat back on his head, still covered with thick grey hair, leaned forward with his elbows on his knees and told about cattle-drives that always started with, “You boys never worked a day in your life ‘til you’ve driven a herd of longhorns in a rain storm in Texas.” 

			The boys laughed at the tale of the lanky cowpoke driving cattle with Great-Uncle Columbus blazing a virgin trail north—naked except hat and spurs! He awed them with tales of cattle-rustlers and outlaws outwitted by trail-wizened cowboys. 

			Bob had listened to the stories longer than his brothers, and had become a seasoned teller of tales himself. He repeated ones he’d heard in his youth, embellishing here and there, to Art and Harold, cousins, friends, and the other boy scouts in his troop. He liked stories about Davy Crockett. When it came round to his side of the fire, he cleared his throat and spoke in a captivating voice, low and measured:

			“In 1836, Davy Crockett arrived at the Alamo…”

			Granddad Carroll had just returned from refilling his coffee and hearing this reference to the Alamo, muttered, “thirty-two men from Gonzales fought at the Alamo. No other volunteers came, no one else.” He took his seat on a camp stool and poked a stick into the embers sending up sparks. 

			Bob paused only slightly, knowing Granddad liked tales of “The King of the Wild Frontier.” He continued, “Outnumbered twenty-to-one by Santa Anna’s ruthless army they refused to surrender. Davy yelled: ‘Give me victory or give me death!’

			“I believe that was Patrick Henry.” Charley said quietly, ignored.

			“Crockett was all over the place in defense of the Alamo, it was like there were three of him. It was his bullet that grazed Santa Anna himself, knocked him right off his horse, sending him flying. And Crockett’s crack shot killed Mexicans like sitting targets, like shooting bottles off the fence, ping, ping, ping!”

			There was a chorus of, “Yeah!” “Yeah!” around the campfire.

			“Now boys, we lost at the Alamo.” Charley reminded everyone reluctantly.

			They laughed and Bob went on with his story, “The only Texan that lived to tell about the battle was little Joe, a slave brought to the Alamo by Colonel Travis. Joe said the only one who surrendered, a cowardly fellow named Warner, was shot dead on the spot by Santa Ana’s men.”

			“Serves him right,” someone spouted off, accompanied by sounds of general agreement from the campers.
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						Jewell, Bob, Myrtle, Harold, & Art

					

				

			

			Bob cleared his throat. “Davy and five or six of the bravest and finest shooters were all captured when they were trying to help others escape. They were dragged in front of Santa Anna himself. The general was angry, still bleeding from wounds caused by Crockett, and he couldn’t believe his men had brought these gringos into his presence alive. He ordered them all bayoneted and then shot.” 

			Logs settled and the fire hissed sending fireworks of sparks skyward. Someone sighed; Art made patterns in the ash with his toe. Harold yawned and stretched. Bob continued quietly, “And yet some still claim that Davy Crockett survived the Alamo. He was taken to the salt mines, deep in the Mexican interior, and made to work as a slave. He may survive there to this day.” He finished his story with pizzazz.

			“By gum, he’d be old,” Granddad George muttered.

			“Be always sure you are right, then go ahead,” said Charley. His words mangled by the customary toothpick between his teeth that he gnawed in place of a cigarette.

			“What?” Harold asked.

			Charley removed the toothpick, “That’s what Crockett said, ‘Be always sure you are right, then go ahead.’”
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						Jewell Carroll, dressed to fish, Dayton, Wyoming
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			REPROBATES & MALCONTENTS

			 You may all go to hell, I will go to Texas. ~  Davy Crockett

			Granddad George was a true cowboy, born and bred. His grandparents had ventured west from the Carolinas into Texas, a wild frontier that didn’t enter the union until 1845, and shortly thereafter tried to secede.

			George’s father, also named George after the first president of the United States, was a middle child born in Atlanta, Georgia, in 1832, to Jacob and Sallie Carroll. Jacob was selected to serve on a grand jury in 1831 and ‘33. His occupation is listed as “planter.”  He is recorded as a member of the Mount Tabor Baptist Church, one of the oldest churches in Georgia. And on April 4, 1836, Jacob Carroll, “a wealthy slaveholder in the Hightower district bought Town lots 11 and 36 paying $300.” Lots 11 and 36 were human beings.1

			We know little of Jacob and Sallie and slavery was never mentioned by later generations of the Carroll family. Some topics became taboo dinner table discussion long before Bob, Art and Harold sent green peas flying towards each other off the catapults of heirloom silverware. Some history is glorified and some is not acknowledged. The glorified part included remembrances of Davy Crockett.

			Davy Crockett, “King of the Wild Frontier”,2 fought alongside General Andrew Jackson in the Indian Wars against the Creek Nation. Many of the Creek they were fighting were also of European descent due to decades of intermarriage, and it might have been difficult to identify an enemy by sight alone, as there wasn’t much to distinguish one from the other. The Creek, although backed by both Spain and England, were forced to give up 40,000 acres of land in 1814 after losing to Jackson’s forces who won, in part, due to the help of the Cherokee.3 

			After the war, Crockett moved his family to Franklin County, Tennessee, and in 1821, he was elected to the Tennessee legislature. He served two terms, during which time he claimed to have killed approximately 105 bears.† In Congress, he made a name for himself by opposing President Andrew Jackson’s Indian removal bill. Jackson pushed for the removal of all Indians west of the Mississippi but Crockett advocated for family, friends and constituents who’d traded and intermarried with the Cherokee, Chickasaw, Choctaw, Creek and Seminole, these considered to be the “five civilized tribes”.

			Crockett left Tennessee to lick his wounds after losing his bid for governor. (It would have been his third term.) Happily bound for Texas, he encouraged others to follow, and tipped his hat to the United States. Crockett was always one to go where the action was, and found his way to San Antonio de Bexar in early February of 1836. Mexican General Santa Anna arrived on February 20th.4  

			The Texas Crockett entered was owned by Mexico and developed by Empresarios.‡ The Empresarios received land-grants from the Mexican government which they sold at a profit. They distributed flyers by the thousands from New York to Ireland glorifying the virtues of Texas, often considerably embellished. 

			Empresario Martin De Leon, a Mexican native, colonized Mexican families along with a few Irish in the Guadalupe river valley beginning in 1824. 

			Green DeWitt, an American, led American families to settle along the Guadalupe in 1825, bordering De Leon’s colony. But that border was unmarked. You can draw a line in the sand, but the Texas wind obliterates anything but the memory of it, and that can be disputed. Where their claims overlapped, the Mexican government favored De Leon.

			Martin De Leon and his colonists were better prepared than DeWitt’s people for the harsh environment and the never-ending ambushes by hostiles. Indians ruled Tejas, including the Apache, Comanche, Karankawan, Kiowa, Lipan, Tonkawan and others. The Tonkawas and the Karankawas each had permanent villages long established in the verdant river valley the Americans were trying to settle. 

			In a letter to Mexican Official Saucedo, Stephen Austin lamented, “I conceive it to be my duty to inform your Lordship, that a few days since, a party of about sixty Comanche and Tahuacano Indians visited the settlement of the Empresario Green De Witt. In the town of Gonzales in the Guadalupe, they killed one man and wounded another destroyed all the furniture of Mr. Kerr’s house, and stole all the horses they could find. The settlers retreated to this Colony, not knowing what to do; they had a certain quantity of corn sowed, and for this unfortunate occurrence, their Colony would be in a very thriving condition.”5 

			In response to their difficulties, General Domingo de Ugartechea in San Antonio ordered one small cannon delivered to the De Witt’s colonists in Gonzales for protection. 

			DeWitt eventually managed to settle 189 families, and their slaves, before his contract expired in 1831.6 By then, the population of Texas had increased to over 40,000 Americans who’d negotiated for land legally or illegally. 

			The great migration into Texas led to an increase in slavery in the south at the same time that it was being eliminated in the north.§  Mexico had recently passed a law that prohibited bringing slaves into Mexican-owned Texas but it was impossible to enforce—slaves were simply turned into “indentured servants” with some ink on paper.

			Mexican General Teran described the Texas he saw in 1828: “The whole population here is a mixture of strange and incoherent parts without parallel in our federation; numerous tribes of Indians, now at peace, but armed and at any moment ready for war, whose steps toward civilization should be taken under the close supervision of a strong and intelligent government; colonists of another people, more aggressive and better informed than the Mexican inhabitants, but also more shrewd and unruly; among these foreigners are fugitives from justice, honest laborers, vagabonds and criminals, but honorable and dishonorable alike travel with their political constitution in their pockets, demanding the privileges, authority, and officers which such a constitution guarantees. Added to this motley mixture [are] the slaves beginning to learn the favorable intent of the Mexican law toward their unfortunate condition and held with an iron hand to keep them in a state of subjection.”7

			For their part, the colonists had mixed sentiments regarding their Mexican citizenship. Those in Gonzales and San Patricio wanted Texas to remain part of Mexico. But there were plenty of “Muldoon Catholics” who were Mexican citizens in name only. ¶ And Mexico’s policy had changed toward the Texians. Santa Anna, as president, was clamping down on everyone. He had ordered all townships to dissolve their militias.

			 In response, DeWitt’s colonists formed a group for defense and called it “the Safety and Correspondence Committee” which, in turn, led General Ugartechea to see his formerly-threatened Gonzales colonists as threatening. He rode with troops to take back the cannon he had given the colony for protection against Indians. And small though it was, the Gonzales cannon became the symbol for the Freedom of all Texas. Flying a flag that stated boldly: “Come and take it,” DeWitt’s colonists fought for and won their right to keep their cannon. The Battle of Gonzales is remembered as the first battle of the Texas Revolution although the Mexicans withdrew and there was no loss of life.

			The Battle at the Alamo, however, was a fight to the death. Mexicans, Scots-Irish Texians, and others fought together to defend the small fortress near San Antonio, even though Santa Anna and his army were certain to win. The Texians were fighting against the restrictions of a dictator and despot. Santa Anna saw them as traitors, especially the Mexicans, and gave orders to take no prisoners. 

			Col. William Travis sent for backup as Davy Crocket, James Bowie, and others prepared to fight. Travis knew they were desperately outnumbered. Although Col. Fannin’s troops were nearby at Goliad, no one was dispatched to the Alamo. But thirty-two men from Gonzales, who’d just fought to keep their cannon, rode hard and fast to San Antonio to join 150 or so others in defense of the Alamo.

			The town of Gonzales filled with families awaiting word of the outcome of the battle. It was assumed that Santa Anna would attack them next. News finally came with a bedraggled and unlikely group, witnesses and survivors: Susanna Dickenson and her daughter, Ben and Joe who were slaves of Colonel Almonte and William Travis; and their guides Erastus (Deaf) Smith and Henry Wax Karnes. Together the six sad messengers delivered a letter from Santa Anna to Sam Houston in Gonzales. The next day, on March 13, 1836, Houston gave orders for the town to be burned. Thirty-two buildings erected in joy were now torched in sorrow. The grieving families headed east toward the Sabine River in what would be known as the Runaway Scrape.

			General Sam Houston and a small group of battered Texas soldiers continued eastward in retreat and took cover near the river in the trees. Santa Ana advanced toward them across a wide expanse of prairie. The Texians were seriously outnumbered but well positioned for battle and they were aided by the fighters that would later be called, “Texas Rangers.” The Rangers covered the retreat of civilians, “harassed columns of Mexican troops, and provided valuable intelligence to the Texas Army,” according to Mike Cox of the Texas Ranger Hall of Fame. 

			In addition to Texas Rangers, they also had passion on their side. Vengeance cries of, “Remember the Alamo!” could be heard on April 21, 1836 as Houston and 750 soldiers defeated the infamous Santa Anna and his 1500 troops at the Battle of San Jacinto. 

			Pumped with victory and riding high in his saddle, Jim Sylvester spotted the Mexican crouched in the brush, barefoot and wearing a corporal’s uniform. He couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw him flash the Masonic sign of distress. Because Sylvester was a Mason, too, Santa Anna was spared and taken prisoner.8 He would take power again in Mexico.

			

			
				
					† Crockett published his autobiography in 1834 detailing his early life. Like other Scots-Irish, Crockett spent time in his youth driving cattle.

				

				
					‡ An Empresario was someone who was compensated, usually in land, for bringing colonists or settlers into Spanish or Mexican owned Texas.

				

				
					§ Northern states passed emancipation acts between 1780 and 1804.

				

				
					¶ Being baptized by Father Muldoon of the Austin Colony didn’t mean much except to the Mexican officials who required it.

				

			

		

	
		
			FALL 1931

			Bob, Art and Harold stand shoulder to shoulder, faces washed, hair combed, and all spruced up in their Sunday best. Standing next to Bob in the Sheridan Baptist Church is Myrtle, then Granddad George and Grandma Ella, Arthur stands next to fidgeting Harold on the other end. The organ belches “Shall We Gather at the River” slightly off key. The boys watch as Granddad George mimes the words from the hymnal, but no sound comes from his mouth. His eyes sparkle and he throws back his head as if to rattle the room with his resounding tenor. Bob covers his laugh while Art and Harold laugh out loud. Ella steps on George’s foot, hard.

			After church, they take advantage of the fine weather to picnic in their favorite spot on the river up above Dayton, near the old family ranch. 

			“Awe! I don’t have my fishin’ rod!” Harold complained, as they bumped along on the dirt road edging the river and came to a stop. 

			Myrtle laid out a fine spread, including corned beef sandwiches and freshly canned pickles. Art and Harold sat and munched loudly while Arthur made himself comfortable on a nearby rock and got out his pipe and tobacco. After the meal, Myrtle cleared food from the blanket, and then shook it to scatter left over bread crumbs to the birds, then folded it neatly and placed it in the picnic basket. Bob ambled over to his father, who sat in the shade of a yellow and orange leaved Aspen tree, blowing smoke rings and looking out over the valley below. 

			“How’d you use up all of the gas in the car yesterday, Bob?” Arthur asked when he was close enough to hear. 

			Bob blushed. He’d spent last evening here with a girl; the grass under the oak was still flattened from their bodies. They’d gone to a show and then for a drive here, a favorite place. “I took  a drive last evening,” he answered after a pause.

			Arthur didn’t reply.

			“I’m sure you’ll fill up the tank and clean ‘er up when we get home,” was his father’s only comment.

			“Yes, sir,” Bob enjoyed the use of the car, but a tank of gas was a high price to pay for a little romance. Gas was an expensive commodity in 1931, ten cents per gallon! But he couldn’t get around by horse like back in Granddad George’s day. “I’ll make sure the car looks spic and span, Dad.” 

			When he thought about it Bob understood that life wouldn’t be the same at all without Dad’s beloved car. His whole existence would be different if they depended on horse and buggy and trains for transportation. Without automobiles the world was big and everything distant. The world suddenly became smaller and more accessible with autos. Bob wanted to go everywhere and see everything. He wanted to drive to the top of the mountain in ten minutes with his arm around his girl!

			In contrast, Granddad George told about his father crossing into Texas. No short buggy ride. Bob couldn’t imagine riding horseback across Wyoming much less riding from Georgia to Texas by way of Arkansas. What an adventure that must have been!

			Jacob Carroll, George’s grandfather, rode ahead with his older sons, Dennis and Louis on the lookout for hostiles and outlaws. Ten year old George Washington tended the horses. Jacob’s wife Sally, their daughters and younger children, with the help of slaves, walked along beside their belongings and kept the wagon wheels out of the mud and on track. Few traveled by horse or rode in the wagons.

			They traveled in a big caravan  with Jacob’s brother Dennis, and his family, and the Cockburn family, at a rate of about three miles per hour, if they were lucky, totaling perhaps fifteen miles per day. Four to six steer pulled wagons loaded with all of their possessions, including the parts necessary to construct a cotton gin and an empty wagon for security. 

			Young George Sr. saw many amazing things during this journey that stayed with him for the rest of his life and became the nuggets of long-told tales. The most amazing sight was the silver dust cloud on the horizon that kept moving faster and growing larger. “Look there, Son! Mustangs!” Jacob tipped his hat toward the shimmering apparition. When the herd finally became visible, George was awe struck. There were so many! Their sinewy muscles slick with sweat, they were of different colors and patterns but they seemed to move as one and with an unfathomable determination. Charging across the prairie like they had somewhere to go! Although they were gone in a moment from sight, they left George forever changed. He was going to like this Texas. 

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 5

			
				
					
						Abner McElroy & Ellenor Kuykendal McElroy, about 1835
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			THE INCURSION OF THE CLANS

			Migration to the New World and along the American frontier was a ‘movement of clans’ who, although immigrating at different times, tended to settle together in the American backcountry. ~ Joshua Lee McKaughan

			Most of the Carroll men were Freemasons, like many other Scots-Irish, and joined with other Freemasons wherever they lived. They created communities through friendship and intermarriage. In America, the Scots-Irish often intermarried with the German and Dutch. Follow the family names — Carroll, Cockburn, Shipman, Van Kuykendall, Van Zandt, Westfall — to find the patterns of consanguineous marriage (where the couple getting married have a common ancestor),  that tied this group of people together for generations, building layers of relationships across time and space. 

			Like other Scots-Irish, Jacob and Dennis Carroll Jr. moved from the Carolinas into Georgia and Tennessee, entering the Blue Ridge and Appalachian mountains with their families. They built spacious log cabins with giant fireplaces where they burned the forests they’d clear-cut. When they moved, they left behind their cast-off, handmade household and personal items, like carved wood combs and pipes. They passed down many positive attributes to their descendants and their adopted country: love of freedom and self-sufficiency and a strong sense of fairness and equality. They also passed down a wasteful land management policy—use it until it’s gone and then move on. The practice of slash and burn agriculture required the Scots-Irish to move frequently, and they migrated across North America east to west.

			In Tennessee, Davy Crockett was friends and neighbors with revolutionary war veteran, Jacob Van Zandt. Thirty-five years older than Crockett, Jacob Van Zandt was a respected citizen of Tennessee. He’d served as Captain in the North Carolina Militia, in the Revolutionary Battle of Cowpens (Cowpens: a place where cattle were kept) at the end of the Southern Campaign in 1771. This was considered a turning point of the war compelling the English to surrender at Yorktown.9

			The English should have known they were fighting a losing battle. Many who fought in the Southern Campaign for the United States were Scots-Irish. The English had already lost to this enemy and had a name for them: “Reevers” (or “robbers”) named for their successful combat in the Border Wars between England and Scotland. These border warriors, or Reevers, left Scotland and went to Ireland. As Ulster (Irish) Scots, they continued to fight the English for religious freedom and affordable housing. Many moved to America where the term ‘Scots-Irish’ was created to distinguish them from their Catholic neighbors. During the American  Revolution, the  English met the Reever’s children and grandchildren, toughened by the Indian wars, and just as strong-willed as their predecessors. 

			Davy Crockett was also acquainted with well-known tavern owner and veteran, Abraham Kuykendal, Sr. Like Van Zandt, Kuykendal was a captain in the North Carolina Militia from 1770 to ‘83. In 1779, he served as justice of the peace in North Carolina. 

			Kuykendal owned a popular tavern near Flat Rock and a lot of land, some of it given to him because of his Revolutionary War service. He had eleven children with his wife, Elizabeth, before she died in childbirth. Then he married the beautiful and much younger Bathsheba, and had four more children. After he’d died, tales were told of Abraham’s ghost.**

			Abraham Kuykendall’s son, Abraham, married Jacob Van Zandt’s daughter, Elizabeth, in 1790.10 Abraham’s and Elizabeth’s grandchild, Nancy Abigail “Abby” McElroy, would marry George Washington Carroll and weave all three families together. Bob Carroll was close to his Great-Grandma Abby until she died when he was ten.

			George and Abby’s oldest son was Granddad George—George Granville Carroll. His middle name, Granville, doesn’t commemorate a grandparent, as is usual, but instead it commemorates the English Earl of Granville, a Carolina landholder, and marks the origins of the Carroll migration into the Carolinas. ††

			

			
				
					** The Tale of Abraham’s Ghost (extrapolated from many versions on Ancestry.com and other sites) is reproduced in the Appendix A.

				

				
					†† See Appendix B for more about the Jacob Carroll migration.

				

			

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 6

			TEA-TIME ON THE FRONTIER

			 Possessions, especially among the more ambitious, equal wealth and status.                     ~ Joshua Lee McKaughan

			Leaving Granville land behind them, its fertile soil depleted, Jacob and Dennis Carroll Jr. sold their property and moved into Cherokee territory—Forsyth County, Georgia—in 1828.

			They migrated with their families. Dennis Jr. had married Nancy Waggoner in 1814, and they produced a brood of children, of note: Celia, Sarah, Jacob, Drury, and Martha.11 Jacob married Sallie sometime before 1822 and their first son, Dennis,  named after Jacob’s father, was born in 1822. Second son, Lewis, was born in 1825; Mary in 1827; George Washington (Granddad George’s father) in 1832; Elizabeth (Lizzy) in 1838; Jacob Jr. in 1839; little Sallie (named after her mother) in 1840; and finally Columbus—named after the explorer and just as adventurous­—was born in 1843.12 

			In 1831 settlers were required to sign an Oath of Allegiance to the State of Georgia that allowed the signer to continue residence within the Cherokee Nation. Jacob’s and Dennis Carroll, Jr.’s signatures do not appear; however, they both served on a grand jury in Forsyth Superior Court in the early 1830’s. Both Jacob and Dennis were members of the Mt. Tabor Baptist Church,13 and in August 1833, the Church was moved to the home of Dennis Carroll Jr. and his wife Nancy. Charter members included both Dennis’ and Jacob’s families and their slaves, including a man named York.‡‡  For unknown reasons, Jacob was excommunicated from the Mount Tabor Baptist Church in 1840. 

			Jacob and Dennis Jr. migrated with their families into Cherokee country between 1831 and 1838. At this time, the Cherokee people were being forced from their homes by a series of laws that drove them west of the Mississippi. We call this the Trail of Tears today because many people died. Migrating white settlers were entitled to take over or “purchase” the land where Cherokee and Creek Indians had lived and hunted for generations. 

			“Some Indians had already emigrated to the west and some stayed as long as they could or until they were forced to leave. Those who did not emigrate were marched to Fort Campbell (formerly Camp Gilmer), put into the compound, then marched to Ross’ landing (Chattanooga, Tenn.) for transporting to Oklahoma and Arkansas.”14

			Jacob and Dennis Carroll Jr. appear to have been personally responsible for driving one family from their home. According to the Indian Valuations in Forsythe County from September 28, 1836, Alfred H. Hudson, a white man, and Susanah (Buffington) Hudson, his wife, a quarter-blood, lost the spread they’d worked to improve. An afidavit, signed by evaluator, L. J. Hudson, states: “Alfred H. Hudson was dispossessed of the whole of his improvement on red bank creek in said county by Dennis Carroll in the early part of 1835.”15

			The Hudson property that Dennis aquired was located on Red Bank River near his own property. Alfred and Susannah Hudson had owned and improved several plots of land which included a house, farm and orchards. Jacob took over this property and became neighbors with his brother Dennis. 

			During the time that Jacob and Sarah were making themselves comfortable on the Hudson property, Davy Crockett left for Texas and the Alamo. 

			Jacob and Dennis Carroll Jr., and their families resided in Georgia only a few more years and then they followed Crocket’s trail, traveling to Arkansas in a big caravan of interrelated families of  Carrolls, Cockburns, and Shipmans.

			The Carroll family migration essentially followed the same route as Davy Crockett’s—“down the Mississippi River to the Arkansas and then up that river to Little Rock; overland to Fulton, Arkansas, and up the Red River along the northern boundary of Texas; across the Red River, through Clarksville, to Nacogdoches and San Augustine; and on to San Antonio.”16  The close connection with Davy Crockett passed down into Carroll family names to keep the memory of their relationship to Crockett alive.17

			The Arkansas they entered was hardly a wilderness. Thomas Nuttall travelled the Arkansas River and gave a detailed account of the Western Cherokee in A Journal of Travels into the Arkansas Territory During the Year 1819. He describes a lush valley: “Both banks of the river as we proceeded were lined with the houses and fences of the Cherokee, and although their dress was a mixture of indigenous and European taste, yet in their homes, which were decently furnished, and in their farms, which were well fenced and stocked, we perceive a happy approach toward civilization. Their numerous families, also, well fed and clothed, argue a propitious progress in their population. Their superior industry, either as hunters or farmers, proves the value of property among them, and they are no longer strangers to avarice and the distinctions created by wealth. Some of them are possessed of property to the amount of many thousands of dollars, have houses handsomely and conveniently furnished, and their tables are spread with our dainties and luxuries.”18

			Like the Cherokee, the Carrolls and other Scots-Irish strove to keep their network of family and allies together in spite of the chasm created by the distinction between the “haves” and the “have nots.” Although they were tied together by blood and a similarity of circumstance, they were divided by the “baubles of Britain,”19 the imported goods from the United Kingdom that created status.

			The “haves” enjoyed tea-time with quality imported English tea sets. The “have nots” were identified by their cracked teacups and missing sugar bowls, or no tea time at all! Those who indulged in tea time on the frontier, and had the paraphernalia to do so, might flout it before their poorer cousins, and were seen as putting on airs, creating the same kind of class-society many had come to America to escape.20 

			It is possible that class distinction contributed to Jacob and Dennis Jr. going their separate ways once they reached Arkansas. The Jacob Carroll family continued on to Texas. In Texas, they would reconnect with friends and relatives: the Kuykendalls, Van Zandts, and Shipmans. 

			The Van Zandt and Kuykendall families were friends and neighbors of the Shipman family. We can follow Daniel Shipman’s history, recounted in 1879, to discover more about the Carroll migration. Daniel Shipman was one of the “Old Three Hundred,” so called because they were among the first settlers in Texas. He chronicled his birth in North Carolina at the turn of the 19th century, the Scots-Irish route he and his family traveled, and his “making crops” in Tennessee. He went to Texas by way of Arkansas and explored the Brazos River region. Daniel Shipman joined Austin’s colony in the fall of 1823, then joined Martin De Leon’s colony, but later returned to the Brazos and married Margaretta Kelly in 1828. He fought the Karankawa Indians21 during the summer of 1825 and, after he was no longer able to do so, he recounted his exploits in the book Frontier Life: 56 Years in Texas.22
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						Above Story, Wyoming in 1927. Back: Jim Carroll, Art Jr., Arthur. Front: Harold, Myrtle, & Bob.

					

				

			

			

			
				
					‡‡ His slave name may come from the place where he was born or purchased.

				

			

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 7

			THE REPUBLIC OF TEXAS

			They were men who could not be stampeded. ~ Col. Homer Garrison, Jr., Texas Department of Public Safety, speaking of Texas Rangers

			Texas flew her flag as a free republic for ten years. The first President of Texas, Mirabeau Lamar, offered 640 acres to those willing to become Texas citizens in 1838. Jacob and Sallie Carroll took him up on the offer. Lamar also put a bounty on every Indian in the Republic and declared that free blacks were not allowed to reside within the territory, strengthening the power of slaveholders.

			Jacob and Sallie built their plantation within the original boundaries of the DeWitt Colony, just thirteen miles south of the town of Gonzales. This was the heart of the beautiful Guadalupe River Valley, near where the Guadalupe and the San Marcos Rivers join, and the lush banks were lined with stately, old walnut trees filled with wild game and abandoned Spanish cattle.§§ 23 

			The main plantation house was laid out in the traditional style, two stories with the second supported by spaced columns creating a porch in front. There were ten or twelve rooms, circular gardens adorned the front lawn, slave quarters and outbuildings in back. There were orchards and berry patches in addition to the cotton and cattle Jacob tended while Sallie tended children. When sitting on the front porch of the house, one could view the country over the entire valley of the Guadalupe. Jacob and Sallie Carroll are buried here in what was the Carroll family cemetery in current Glaze city, as are their daughter and son-in-law, Sallie and James Turk.24

			Their neighbors were German, Irish, Mexican—a whirl of peoples with varied backgrounds and cultures who responded differently to life’s ups and downs. In Orange County, the settlers were mostly “old emigrants from Southern Louisiana and Mississippi and more disposed to gayety and cheer than the Texas planters [of the Brazos region].”25 Some danced and sang when the harsh sun went down, others stood straight backed, stoic in their gloomy perseverance. Regardless of their differences they all shared in the inescapable isolation, as constant as the wind.

			Jacob Carroll and his older sons, Dennis, Lewis, and George Sr. were frequently on the trail. They sold their cattle and crops and purchased slaves and supplies in New Orleans. 

			The “Isle d’Orleans,” as the French referred to it, was both a physical and cultural island. Founded in 1718 by the French and later owned by the Spanish, it was finally sold to the Americans with the Louisiana Purchase in 1803. A cosmopolitan city based upon European design, New Orleans was populated by Choctaw, French, Spanish, Creole, English, German, Irish, free Africans, and others. There was a great distinction based on background and experience between free Africans and slaves whose skin might be of the same hue. Free Africans were typically Catholic, spoke French and were often respected citizens and property owners, sometimes owning slaves themselves. Free citizens of color also served in the American military in the war of 1812 and later in the Confederate forces.26   

			Jacob and Sallie Carroll became wealthy growing cotton in Texas. Jacob sent money back to his brother, Dennis Carroll Jr., for the construction of a library in Montgomery County, Arkansas that bears the name Carroll for them.27 

			They did not live peacefully in Texas. Lonely spells were broken up by encounters with outlaws, hostile Indians, and border fights with Mexicans. Texas claimed the border with Mexico was the Rio Grande. Mexico insisted the border between them was the Nueces River. Santa Anna threatened that U.S. annexation would be seen as an act of war. U.S. President Polk ignored this warning and sent American troops to the Texas border in 1846. The two year Mexican-American War resulted in Texas becoming part of the U.S., as well as New Mexico, Arizona, Nevada, California, Utah, and parts of Colorado, Wyoming, Kansas and Oklahoma.

			Following the war with Mexico, stories were told of Los San Patricios. These were U.S. soldiers, mostly Irish immigrants and Catholic, who were offended by the inhumane behaviors of some wearing U.S. uniforms during the two-year war. When they saw Catholic churches being pillaged and burned they “turned coat” and fought with the Mexicans. The U.S. court-martialed almost one hundred San Patricios for deserting after Mexico’s surrender. Fifty men were hanged. In Mexico, they are still revered as heroes.

			Then the floodgates opened and Americans started streaming across the border. “The Texas to which these migrants came was a frontier state in the classic sense. That is, it had a line of settlement advancing westward as pioneers populated and cultivated new land.”28

			The Army built Forts, mostly completed in 1852, to protect the settlers, but Indian warfare continued even after the Civil War. “The Comanche and the lack of water and wood on the western plains both hampering its advance, the Texas frontier did not move during the 1850s beyond the seven forts completed at the onset of the decade. Areas immediately to the east of the military posts continued to fill, but the rush westward slowed. In 1860, the line of settlement ran irregularly from north to south through Clay, Young, Erath, Brown, Llano, Kerr, and Uvalde counties.”29 

			The Carroll family lived continually on the edge, along the line of settlement running north to south. The edge so sought after, fought for, conquered and controlled may have existed not only as an outer landscape but also an inner landscape affecting the boys’ vision and view of the world as they grew. Bob, Art, and Harold learned to see life and their place in it through a prism, the refracting light emphasizing an atmosphere, an attitude, and a way of life. 

			

			
				
					§§ When the Carrolls left the valley after the civil war the appearance and character of the place had completely changed. “A firm from Ohio purchased 1,000,000 feet of walnut timber on the Guadalupe River between Gonzalez and Belmont in 1882…The demand for walnut timber was so great that the trees were completely cleared from the Gonzalez County river bottoms within a few years.”  The History of Gonzales County Texas.
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