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~ THE LOG
OF A COWBOY

ANDY ADAMS

For those readers who have
grown up watching Westerns on television or in the
movies and imbibing through them a vision of the Wild
West, heroes and heroines, good guys and bad guys, guns
and rustling, The Log of a Cowboy will reveal a whole
W experience in the West. Andy
Adams de rom timental tion to show the
cowboy as he was hi gﬁ%ly?f" ith a trade, con-
. cerned with the day-to-day problems of cattle on the

move. And this diary, though it lacks the melodrama, -0
blazing gum—thﬂome ogera” approach—contains ?ﬁ( ¢ ‘P‘
real drama of those times. For this reason it continues to
be, in its quiet way, a key to the lives of those men on
the trail and an important historical document.

d e kind of is book describes,
a real cowboy. At the age of twenty (1882), he went to
Texas and from there, for the next ten years, followed
the frontier as it pushed steadily across the country. Fi-
nally he settled in Colorado to write of his trail days.
Among his other works are a collection of short stories,
Cattle Brands, and a novel, The Outlet.
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CHAPTER ONE

Up the Trail

Just why my father moved, at the close of the civil war,
from Georgia to Texas, is to this good hour a mystery to
me. While we did not exactly belong to the poor whites,

we classed with them in poverty, being renters; but I am
mé-mthr&;y parents were intellectually superior

to that common type of the South. Both were foreign
born, my mother being Scotch and my father a north of
Ireland man,—as I remember him, now, impulsive, hasty
in action, and slow to confess a fault. It was his impulsive-
ness that led him to volunteer and serve four years in the
Confederate army,—trying years to:my mother, with a
brood of seven children to feed, garb, and house. The
war brought me my initiation as a cowboy, of which I
have now, after the long lapse of years, the greater por-
tion of which were spent with cattle, a distinct recollec-
tion. Sherman’s armiy, in its march to the sea, passed
through our county, devastating that section for miles in
its passing. Foraging parties scoured the country on either
side of its path. My mother had warning in time and set

her house in order. stock consisted of two yoke
saving from the foragers credit must be given To my
3 . T'here was a can e, in

cattle fed, several hundred acres in extent,

about 2 mile from our little farm, and it was necessary to

bell them in order to locate them when wanted. But the

cows were in the habit of coming up to be milked, and a

soldier can hear a bell as well as any one. ] was a lad of

,g'gll_t‘;:_t’_tl?fe;@g,_md while my two older brothers worked

our few fields, I was sent into the canebrake to herd the
9




10 THE LOG OF A COWBOY

cattle. We had removed the bells from the oxen and cows,
but one ox was belled after darkness each evening, to be
unbelled again ar daybreak. I always carried the bell
with me, stuffed with grass, in order to ‘?ve it at hand
when wanted. EX %)

During the first few days of the raid, a number
of mounted foraging parties passed our house, but its
poverty was all too apparent, and nothing was molested.
Several of these parties were driving herds of cattle and
work stock of every description, while by day and by
night gins and plantation houses were being given to the
flames. Our one-roomed log cabin was spared, due to the
ingenious tale told by my mother as to the whereabouts
of my father; and yet she taught her children to fear God
and tell the truth. My vigil was trying to one of my
years, for the days seemed like weeks, but the importance
of hiding our cattle was thoroughly impressed upon my
mind. Food was secretly brought to me, and under cover
of darkness, my mother and eldest brother would come
and milk the cows, when we would all return home to-
gether. Then, before daybreak, we would be in the cane
listening for the first tinkle, to find the cattle and remove
the bell. And my day’s work commenced anew.

Only once did I come near betraying my trust. About
the middle of the third day I grew very hungry, and as
the cattle were lying down, I crept to the edge of the
canebrake to see if my dinner was not forthcoming. Sol-
diers were in sight, which explained everything. Con-
cealed in the rank cane I stood and watched them. Sud-
denly a squad of five or six turned 2 point of the brake and
rode within fifty feet of me. I stood like a stone statue, my
concealment being perfect. After they had passed, I took
a step forward, the better to watch them as they rode
away, when the grass dropped out of the bell and it clat-
tered. A red-whiskered soldier heard the tinkle, and
wheeling his horse, rode back. I grasped the clapper and
lay flat on the %gg,_my heart beating like a trip-ham-
mer. He rode within twenty feet of me, peering into the
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thicket of cane, and not seeing anything unusual, turned
and galloped away after his companions. Then the les-
son, taught me by my mother, of being “faithful over a
few things,” flashed through my mind, and though our
cattle were spared to us, I felt very guilty.

Another vivid recollection of those boyhood days in
Georgia was the return of my father from the army. The
- news of Lee’s surrender had reached us, and all of us
watched for his coming. Though he was long delayed,
when at last he did come riding home on a swallow-
marked brown Q_u_l’e&was a conquering hero to us chil-
dren. We had never ed a horse, and he assured us that
the animal was his own, and by turns set us on the tired
mule’s back. He explained to mother and us children
how, though he was an infantryman, he came into pos-
session of the animal. Now, however, with my mature
years and knowledge of brands, I regret to state that the
mule had not been condemned and was in the “U. S8.”
brand. A story which Priest, “The Rebel,” once told me
throws some light on the matter; he asserted that all good
soldiers would steal. “Can you take the city of St. Louis?”
was asked of General Price. “I don’t know as I can take
- it,” replied the general to his consulting superiors, “but if
you will give me Louisiana troops, I’ll agree to steal it.”

Though my father had lost nothing by the war, he was
impatient to go to a new country. Many of his former
cé%'éma'gé going to 1 exas, and, as 031,;1' worldly pos-
sessions were movable, to Lexas we started. Our four
oxen were yoked to the wagon, in which our few house-
hold effects were loaded and in which mother and the
smaller children rode, and with the cows, dogs, and elder

boys bringing up the rear, our carayap-started, my father
riding the mule and driving the oxen. it Wwas an entire sum-
mer’s trip, full of incident, privation, and hardship. The

stock fared well, but several times we were compelled to.
halt and secure work in order to supply our limited
larder. Through certain sections, however, fish and game
were abundant. I remember the enthusiasm we all felt
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w
when we reached the Sabine River, and for the first time

viewed the promised land. It was at a ferry, and the slug-
gish river was deep. - When my father informed the ferry-
man that he had no money with which to pay the fer-
riage, the latter turned on him remarking, sarcastically:
“What, no money? My dear sir, it certainly can’t make
much difference to a2 man which side of the river he’s on,
when he has no money.”

Nothing daunted by this rebuff, my father argued the
point at some length, when the ferryman relented so far
as to inform him that ten miles higher up, the river was
fordable. We arrived at the ford the next day. My father
rode across and back, testing the stage of the water and
the river’s bottom before driving the wagon in. Then
taking one of the older boys behind him on the mule in
order to lighten the wagon, he drove the oxen into the
river. Near the middle the water was deep enough to
reach the wagon box, but with shoutings and a free ap-
plication of the gad, we hurried through in safety. One
of the wheel oxen, a black steer which we called “Pop-
eye,” could be ridden, and I straddled him in fording,
laving my sunburned feet in the cool water. The cows
were driven over next, the dogs swimming, and at last,
bag and baggage, we were in Texas.

We reached the Colorado River early in the fall, where
we stopped and picked cotton for several months, mak-
ing quite a bit of money, and near Christmas reached our
final destination on er;, where Wwe
took up land and built a house That was a happy
home; the country was new and supplied our simple
wants; we had milk and honey, and, though the fig tree
was absent, along the river grew endless quantities of
mustang grapes.

At that time the San Antonio valley was principally
a cattle country, and as the boys of our family grew old
enough the fascination of a horse and saddle was too
strong to be resisted. My two older brothers went first,
but my father and mother made strenuous efforts to keep
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me at home, and M_ﬂn}ﬂj{ﬂ;f?@m I suppose it is
natural for every country boy to be fascinated with some
other occupation than the one to which he is bred. In
my early teens, I always thought I should like either to
drive six horses to a stage or clerk in a store, and if I
could have attained either of those lofty heights, at that
age, I would have asked no more. So my father, rather
than see me follow in the footsteps of my older brothers,
se me a situation in a village store some twenty
miles distant. The storekeeper was a fellow countrym
of my father—from the same county in Ireland, in fact
—and I was duly elated on getting away from home to
the life of the vill);ge. g

But my elation was short-lived. I was to receive no
wages for the first six months. My father counseled the
merchant to work me hard, and, if possible, cure me of
the “foolish notion,” as he termed it. The storekeeper
cured me. The first week I was with him he kept me in
a back warehouse shelling corn. The second week started
out no better. I was given a shovel and put on the street
to work out the poll-tax, not only of the merchant but
of two other clerks in the store. Here was two weeks’
‘work in sight, but the third morning I took breakfast
at home. My mercantile career had ended, and forth-
with I took to the range as a reacher’s son takes to vice.
By the time I ' was twenty there was no better cow-
in the entire country. I could, besides, speak Spanish and
play the fiddle, and thought nothing of riding thirty
miles to a dance. The vagabond temperament of the
range I easily assimilated.
- Christmas in the South is always a season of festivity,
and the magnet of mother and home yearly drew us to
the family hearthstone. There we brothers met and ex-
changed stories of our experiences. But one year both
my brothers brought home a2 new experience. They had
been up the trail, and the wondrous stories they told
about the northern country set my blood on fire. Until
then I thought I had had adventures, but mine paled into




