, to
[| etiee hmf as they
| will be completed in this space tomorrow.
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I asked him where he was born.
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Mr, Lookle
in the wilds of the Lone Btar state.

gaveral months ago 1 interviewed

in Howard, in Portland. He was

Cﬂfa'ya enrt Ol age, and ‘was the last sur-
' of the California
A day or so ago 1 spent part
'Efn?feur&ternmr{ with Jack FPoll at .'nls_-'_
home in Eugene. He is one of the
surviving members of the Texas Rang-
ars. He is 97 years old, though he.
looks and acts more like a man of 67, |
1 found him at work at his home when |
1 called, to jnterview him, but he de-
cided the work could wailt; so we sat
down together, and he told me of an
ara that has gone never to return—the
ern of the scout, the trapper and the

Indian fighter,

‘#1 am a Southerner) i
was born Decembér 8, 1826, in Mis-
gisgippi,. My  father's name was Nick
Poll. He marrled Mary Ann West-
brook. - I was the third of their four
1 left Mississippi the year
the stars fell. I was going on 7 at
Lhe time. It looked as if it was raln-
Ing stars. That was in 18383. T wasn't
old enough to be scared. It looked
pretty to me, but a lot pf the grown

A

folks thought the end of the world

had come.

L] " L]

“My' father was a Daplist preacher.
That's how come we shifted around
0 much., Most preachers’ families see
a good deal of the world. We went to

lwoman to have to raise. some other

|on the children, too, for it is easier to

1 sort of

Jonly to find that the place we were

| was to keep whiskes and rum peddlers

| heads, lances, guns and powder to the

| than he needs,

| haired grandmother is at*home in her

Rome, Ge., shortly after .the stars
fell. My mother died, and father mar-
ried again, He married a woman who
figured she knew -all about taising
children. 1 suppose it is hard on a’

woinan's children., Just seeing them
around reminds her that she is her.
husband's second choice. It iz hard

whip some other woman's children than
vour own flesh and blood. Probably
ghe dldn't lick me any more than 1
deserved, and I have no doubt she did
it for my own good; but my uncle
John couldn't sStand to huave me
slammed around =o much, s0 he took
me. He lived in Alabama. He was a
rover and adventurer. He
wanted to see all there was to be seen,
He always seemed to thinlc there was
something exciting going on somewhere
¢lse: so we were always hurrying on,

looking for was someéwhere else. We
weant to Illinois, New Orleans, Arkan-
sas, Tennessea, then back to Alabama,
then hack to Arkansas, and from Lhere
to the Cherokee Natlon.

-

“My Uncle John became aequainted
with a m in the Cherokee Nation
named Captaln Arthur Snoddy, who
worked for the government. His job

from bringing liguor into the Cherokee
Nation, and also to prevent the smug-
eling In of steel arrow polnts, spear-

Indians. Captaln Snoddy scon gave
me to a Cherokee Indlan, With white
folks one can be rich and have more
and a hundred can
gtarve : but with Indians, as long as
one has anything he shares it with t

others: so I always had plenty to ea

By the time I was 18 I was as mueh
at home on horseback as a white- |

recking chair by the (firgplace. 1
plecked up from the Indiens a lot of
things white people don't learn—things
Indians have to know to be able to
live ; suchh as tracking, the hablts of
game, and & hundred other things of
that kind. -

] ] :

“Captain Doty, the captain of a com-
pany of Texas Rangers, when I was 18,
told me that 1 would do for a ranger,
so I joined his company. They had to
keep getting new men, for the rangers
in those days dign't last very long.
You had tp. be able to ride fast and
fur, to shoot accurately vwith a gun or
plgtol from horseback, and to-die cheer-
fully, flghting against odds, to he a
ranger.. After a while a man gets used
to things and Lhéy become matters of
courde. We were hired to kill Indiapns,
horséthieves and ‘bad men'; so (&
alther did what we were hired to do or

' he said, _*q.ﬂ.r'hdan.'...
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job. Captain Doty had 2 men in
his dompany,” ‘Joe Guthgie was our in-
terpreter. ' Once: in;a while we come-

"I
cof'a

bined ‘with ‘arbther company; and then |
we mustered over 70 mén, but that

was only when we were after a big
hand of Apaches or Comanches,
. . = 3

1 joined the Texus Rangers in 1844,
Not many men are good at everything.
I specialized at justone thing—shoot-
ing from horseback. It is mnothing to
brag about,
guage. If you have a gift that way
long enough you get to be, good at;it.
I got to be so good at shooting frpm

horsehack 'that the men of- my, com-
pany w.‘nqlq. bet anything they had’on |

me, and they' usually won! After lots
of practice you geét so that when your
horse is In a dead run you can pull
your gun, shoot instantly, and knbw
‘without alming that your bullet will
get an Indlan back of the ear, through
the heart or wherever you want to get
him, In time you shoot by instinet,
not by aim.

"In 1847-48 we

& ™

escorted emigrants

from Arkansas and Missourl who were |

going to Texas, -In 1840 we escorted
parties going to California. A few wag-
ons would straggle along.. Captain Doty
wolld make them camp till enough
wagons had collected, and then we
would serve as escort through the In-
dian country. - We usually organized
the wagon trains .t Concho. We es-

gorted them to the Pecos river, and'

from there to Alameo by way of Alkall,
Deadman’'s Hole, Knox's Water
Texas Hilll W& were apt to have
brusihes with the Tontos, Comanches or
Apaches anywhere in that distriet. Be-
tween whiles we outfitted. at Fort
Apache ar Fort Comanche,

- = ™

““When fighting Indians is your day-
in and day-out job, you fight 'ém when

you have to, and leave ‘em alone
vwhen wyou can. Bome men are born

daredevils, I was considered a dare-||

devil, but I was young and foolish and
had. my reputation to make, so I
guess 1 did at times flirt with death
needlessly, and sometimes I got well
pald for it. T got an arrow through
my chest once. The Point hit some-

Ing hard inslde of mie near my back-
bone so 1 couldn’t push it through.
I had to break it off. Meanwhile, in
the ngixups my riding horse was killed,
so I was afoot. I finally cleaned up
the Indians—there were only a few of
them., 1 had a -gun and'a pistol, and
they were armed with bows and ar-

I couldn't walk nor even stand up;
so I erewled to a nearby stream and
lay in the water. The boys found me
'there and carried me to camp. Dr.
Powell couldn't pull the arrow out.
He finally zot the arrowhead loose
from what ft was sticking In and
pushed 'the peint through my back
'near my backbone and pulled it on
through.. Well, mir, I was 17 days
| lying around camp doing nothing be-
fore I could it in the saddle. On the
gseventeerth day we started out, but

after riding 12 miles the plage near |
my backbone where the arrow had |
been pulled oul hurt 2o that we went

into camp. We had with us a young
chap mnamed John Beardsley.  He

couldn't cook, and, being new at the |

game, he wasn't much foree at camp
work ; so he volunteered to stavy out
with the horses. First thing we knew
the Indians swooped down on us. In
those days we always carried a short-

handled shovel tied to the saddle to]]

dig in with, Every man knew just
what to do, so in no time we had dug
a eircle in the sand, throwing the sand
in front of us about & foot high. Each
man Jooked like a spoke of a wagon
wheel, © QOQur feet opointed to what
would be the hub of the wheel,
and our heads were where the tire of
the wheel would be. 'We shot hard and
fust, and in, a few moménts the Indians
rode off carrying’ their dead with
them, Two of the'men in our circle
‘had got theirs. ‘Hardin and Rebinson
were dead, and Jim Button had an ar-

row* through his: neck. We went out |

to see how John Beardsley had made
itt Poor chap! He had stuck at his
post and done his best. We pulled 17
arrows out of him, and buried him

dropped out and got some i:-l‘_.l_l_ﬁr__!-i;i{u;f

"where he fell? .
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It.is like learning a lan- |

and will work at it and practice It |

|

and |

rows. I don't'know whether it was the |
pain or fighting so hard or losing |
blood or what it was, but pretty soon |
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