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One of Fort Lancaster’s resident camels 



Fort Lancaster 
 
 
“Ft. Lancaster is a waste of taxpayer’s money. It is an exciting week if twenty people stop at that park. I have 
been there – they have a little interpretative building and a few old ruins, with a little nature trail through 120 
acres of cactus and mesquite. There is nothing there for anybody to do except look at a handful of insignificant 
ruins. It takes 10 minutes, twenty minutes max, for someone to visit the place.  You can’t camp there, either.”  
 
Such critical language! I was standing in front of 50 adults during a question and answer session after a       
program on west Texas historical sites. I was not sure what to say to the gentleman – I opened my mouth, but  
nothing came out. Then it struck me what to say – “What do you know about Ft. Lancaster?” 
 
“It was a fort along one of the trails across West Texas. Some soldiers were posted here – U. S. Army for a year 
or two before the Civil War, a few Confederates briefly and then the U.S. Army used it as a post for a couple 
more years in the 1870s. Nothing important in the grand historical scheme of things ever happened there.”  
 
I nodded. “You are right. Nothing important happened there. But, do you know the story of Captain Frohock 
and the Kickapoo raid on December 26th, 1867?” The gentleman shook his head. “Go to www.historynet.com 
and read the story about it. There are several important themes that it reveals; the tension between white      
officers and black enlisted men, the mental deterioration of an officer as he served in an isolated location, the 
poor strategic planning on Frohock’s part, and the role of the Anglos and Hispanics that accompanied the 
Kickapoos and capitalized on their booty. There is even mention of the bravery of Frohock’s wife and         
sister-in-law during the fight.” 
 
I paused and walked in the gentleman’s direction. “Because the effort was made to preserve the location and to 
use it as a site for historical education, historians have dug out stories such as Frohock’s. I must admit a liking 
for the backwaters and eddies of history and the stories of the so-called unimportant people of the past. 99.99 
percent of humans don’t play a pivotal role in the changes of their times, but they have to contend with those 
forces of change. Frohock ended up getting busted out of the army for gambling and trying to welsh on his bets. 
His second in command, Lt. Smith, blew his own brains out a few years later when his wife told him she was 
divorcing him. Was it all because of that raid? Or was it all because of the stresses of the job in such an isolated 
place?” 
 
“Are you saying stories like that have importance?” The gentleman’s tone seemed just a tad scornful.  
 
“I believe it does. What is the importance of knowing something about the past? Is it merely just knowing the 
general flow of events – such as knowing a list of events and their dates. Or is the role of history something 
different? I think it is twofold; to learn about our place of residence, our home region, and to learn about     
ourselves. I like history that is about people and how they deal with their lives. I’m not saying Fehrenbach and 
other historians of the grand sweeping tides of history are not important, but I am saying there is value in    
personal histories of life here, such as Allen Bosworth’s “New Country” about Ozona at the beginnings of the 
1900s, J. Evett Haley Sr.’s “Charles Goodnight,” or Eve Ball’s “Ma’am Jones of the Pecos.” “ 
 
I paused, and launched into “preacher” mode. “Why have we, as a culture, neglected learning about our own 
home and its history, topography, and ecology? Despite our supposed transient society more than half our 
population lives and dies within 50 miles of where we were born. I’m not totally sure why I feel so strongly 
about it, but I think it is I admire people like the Apaches and Comanches who fought against overwhelming 
odds to retain their way of life. What made them so resolute? Do we modern Americans feel that strongly? 
Shouldn’t we? To me, the way to develop that deep of a sense of patriotism is to be knowledgeable about one’s 
home.”  
 

Burr Williams, Sibley Nature Center, Midland 



One of Midland's Best Kept Secrets 
By: Emily Broome 

 
Dry, dusty tumbleweeds rolling in the West Texas wind, searing-hot sun, rattlesnakes 

with their beady eyes and flicking tongues, the roar of propeller-driven aircraft flying 
through the air…These are the sights and sounds of days long ago but not wholly forgotten.  
While many are unaware that West Texas played host to some of the most important training 
bases during World War II, there are those who can still feel the heat from the tarmac on a 
100-degree day and feel the throbbing of each engine as it starts. 
 This West Texas girl, born and raised in Midland, did not know the importance of her 
hometown during the war for much too long.  It was only after she came to work for the 
CAF Airpower Museum, the educational affiliate to the Commemorative Air Force (CAF), 
that she found out Midland once boasted the largest bombardier training base in the world 
during World War II. 
 Opened in January 1942, the cadets of Midland Army Air Field flew over 800,000 
hours in the Beech AT-11 aircraft.  One hundred pound “bombs” were dropped on the prac-
tice bombing ranges located on the ranchlands surrounding the base.  These “bombs” were 
mostly sand with a small amount of black powder to mark where they fell.  Targets were 
drawn to look like bridges, battleships, truck convoys, and oil refineries.  Some of these can 
still be seen from the air today.   
 The bombardiers-in-training honed their skills on the top-secret Norden bombsight 
during ground school and in the air.  So secretive was this bombsight, each cadet swore a 
solemn oath to protect this tool with his life.  There were no manuals given for the bomb-
sight, and cadets were not allowed to study their notes outside of the classroom.  The Norden 
bombsight and the men that were trained to use it were sent all over the world.  Each one did 
their part to help shorten the war. 
 It is difficult for a “youngster” such as myself to imagine that what is now the Mid-
land International Airport and the CAF complex was once a bustling bombardier-training 
base with barracks, planes and scores of brave, young men training to give all they had to 
give for the cause of freedom.  With a little creativity, I can almost see the layout of the base 
that once occupied the very land on which the museum is located.  The roar of the aircraft 
can still be heard every September at the annual FINA-CAF AIRSHO.  The pilots, though 
not as young as they used to be, still swap their tales of glory.   Sometimes if the museum is 
quiet and I pause long enough to listen, the strains of a Glenn Miller song come to mind as 
the young airmen of long ago beg me never to forget.  The CAF and the CAF Airpower Mu-
seum are here to honor them and to proclaim to future generations that freedom is never free. 
 The museum is open Tuesday-Saturday 9:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m.  Visit the museum's 
website at www.airpowermuseum.com for a two-for-one coupon good on any two admis-
sions and to learn how you can help us tell the story of World War II airpower. 
 
Emily Broome 
CAF 





Tacinques 
 
 
"My daddy was a tacinque, a trasquilador!" Norma Lozano beamed at my wife as Deborah            
approached Mrs. Lozano's deli on the first floor of the Bank of America building, the day my 
story about the sheep industry in west Texas was published. "He sheared sheep all over west 
Texas, and he even went to Montana sometimes! We had a carving of him shearing a sheep 
put on his gravestone in Fort Stockton." 
 
Deborah knows me well -- she immediately asked if I could come interview her and learn 
more. Mrs. Lozano graciously agreed. A few days later, I had a gap between programs at the 
Sibley Center and sat with Mrs. Lozano at the deli, as she showed me pictures of her father. 
"He worked for thirty years as a tacinque. It was amazing how well known he was -- we 
would be in some town and we would hear somebody holler -- "El Chocolate!" and it would 
be somebody had worked with him in the past. All the shearers had nicknames, like El 
Alazan (that means sorrel - the man had red hair), or Tano, (short for Victoriano) for         
example. My father, Tiburcio Ortega, was called El Chocolate because he was dark skinned -
- and people called me and my sister Las Chocolates just because we were his daughters."  
 
Later, after I had visited with Adrian Sanchez (her sister's husband) who had worked with 
her father, I talked with Mrs. Lozano's and Mrs. Sanchez's brother, Tony Ortega. "He was 
the best tacinque ever -- I swear. He invented things to help him work faster than everybody 
else." Mr. Ortega showed me his father's tools and talked about how the job was done. He 
showed me some ropes with wooden handles attached to a pulley. "These hung beside him, 
and allowed him to turn off the mango (clippers) without reaching over to the machine. He 
had tied his sharpened blades to his belt, along with this tool, so he could switch blades with-
out straightening up." 
 
Mrs. Lozano had told me that Mr. Sanchez was in the hospital recovering from surgery, but 
had agreed to talk to me, so after visiting with her for a little while, I went daytripping to the 
hospital. To learn the stories of the Llano Estacado, I often go to towns to visit libraries and 
museums, or to ranches to see places of historical or biological interest, talking to people 
along the way. When I first arrived, I felt my visit was an imposition, but the pride of the 
profession with which Mr. Sanchez  eloquently spoke put me at ease.  
 
"The boss of the crew is the capitan, the person who conducted the business side of the op-
eration with the ranchers. There were three capitanes in Fort Stockton, but El Chocolate  
usually worked with one from San Angelo. The capitan hired the men, and owned the       
ingenio, the shearing plant. Most ingenios had 12 to 24 drops, which were connected by 
belts and pulleys to the mangos, which were powered from the motors of the plant. They 
were little half-horsepower engines, like that in an airconditioner -- but they ran             
backwards. A guy in Alpine invented the method of reversing the engines. Each shearer   
furnished his own tools -- which were usually bought in San Angelo. The capitan was paid 
50 cents for each sheep sheared, of which he paid 35 cents to the other shearers.  El     
Chocolate always sheared 250 or so every day." 



 
 

“He always had all the work that he could handle because of his reputation. The rest of the 
year he would work for Roland Warnock at Fort Stockton for the highway department. There 
were two main shearing seasons -- the spring and the early fall, but Mr. Warnock had no 
problem with him taking off to go shearing. When a young man, El Chocolate worked in 
east Texas on a ranch and his stepfather taught him the trade." 

Mrs. Sanchez added to the conversation, "Family members often volunteered -- I went along 
to cook and help out a number of times. The other women and I would sleep in town and 
drive out each day, but the guys camped. My father slept in a trailer he pulled." 
 
Mr. Sanchez described the different jobs of the crew. "A lanero is the woolgatherer. The  
lanero picks up the shorn wool and carries it to the empacadores (packers) who pack the 
wool into long burlap sacks weighing 350 pounds or so when full, to be put on the trucks to 
haul it away. Laneros have to work hard -- keeping the area around the tacinques clean, and 
give the tacinques the cheques (tokens) for each sheep shorn. Some capitanes had aluminum 
or brass tokens, but big washers were also used. At the end of the day, the cheques were 
counted up to calculate the pay. " On eBay a person can find cheques that are now collector 
items!  
 
"The tacinque first sheared the stomach, then the legs. Then the legs are tied up, and the 
sheep sheared down the left flank, up over the back and down the other side, so that there is 
one large piece. This is rolled up by the lanero and tied with a paper cord, then carried to the 
empacador, who stuffs it in. If the mango nicked a sheep, the lanero first had to put medicine 
on it, and if the wound was bad enough, had to sew up the wound. As the empacador filled 
the sack, the wool is stomped to pack it in. Then the sack is sewed up."  
 
Mr. Ortega later added some more details that helped me visualize the work. "Tarps were 
stretched over the plant and out for fifty feet and then down to the ground. The sheep were 
kept just outside, and were pushed in to the tacinque when he was ready. The canvas walls 
kept the dust raised by the milling sheep from getting into the shearing area. The tacinques 
wear heavy canvas pants with      triple-layered knees, but El Chocolate had scars on his legs 
from the times a sheep would kick at the wrong time and the mango would get pushed into 
him before he could shut it off. If you meet a man with strong muscles in one wrist and one 
forearm, you have met a tacinque."  
 
Thank you, Mrs. Lozano, Mr. and Mrs. Sanchez, and Mr. Ortega, for telling me about the 
work of the trasquilador. I will remember our conversations every time I am zipping down 
the highway and see a flock of sheep in a west Texas pasture.  

 

Burr Williams, Sibley Nature Center, Midland 



 

In 1910 the Orient Hotel and Johnson-Heard       
Saloon & Annex were enjoying a profitable 
year.  The Saloon, with rooms for rent above, was 
built in 1896 while the Orient Hotel was added in 
1904.  Both were built & operated by the man 
standing on the balcony.  Mr. R.S. Johnson was a 
retired Texas Ranger when he brought his family 
to Pecos City and became a hotelier.  He  was with 
the Frontier Battalion Co. F of the Texas Rangers 
under Captain Pat Dolan in 1878-9.  Today the West 
of the Pecos Museum proudly occupies these 
premises in Pecos, Texas.  



Captain R.S. Johnson 
 
Photos and text provided by Debbie Thomas 
West of the Pecos Museum 
Pecos, Texas 



Plants discovered by Charles Wright 
 
Penstemon dasyphyllus (top left), Eriogonum 
wrightii,(top right) Eupatorium wrightii, 
(middle left), Isocoma wrightii, (above)  
Calylophus tubicula (to the left) 



Charles Wright — Frontier Botanist 
 

The Sibley Nature Center was visited by a reenactor portraying an early West Texas bota-
nist. The following is an excerpt of his talk. 
 
Good evening. I am Charles Wright. I was born in Wethersfield Connecticut October 29th, 
1811. I graduated from Yale University in 1835 and after two years in Natchez Mississippi, 
moved to Texas. I became a teacher and in 1845 was the principal at the first college in 
Texas, the Methodist Rutersville College near La Grange. Because of a course in botany at 
Yale, I often taught botany to my students and by 1844 was corresponding with Asa Gray at 
Harvard. Dr. Gray helped me immensely – he bought my specimens, sent me supplies, and 
gave me letters of introduction to other botanists, including George Englemann in Saint 
Louis and Ferdinand Lindheimer in San Marcos. In 1847 I moved to Austin, still teaching, 
but also spending much more time making botanical collections. I was also hired as to     
survey Mason County. 
 
In 1849, Dr. Gray arranged for me to travel with Captain S.G. French to El Paso and back 
beginning May 21st in San Antonio. I was with the supply train for a battalion of men led by 
Major Van Horn, who was to establish a fort at El Paso. We had 275 wagons and 2500 head 
of livestock. At least two parties of ‘49ers had traveled our route earlier, as well as Lt.   
Whiting expedition three months before us. Rip Ford and Texas Indian Agent Robert 
Neighbors traveled our way a month earlier than us, but started from Austin. Captain 
Randolph Marcy would soon travel north of our route on his return trip after surveying the 
Fort Smith to Sante Fe route, and we would utilize part of his route past the Guadalupe 
Mountains on our return. 
 
To the east of the Pecos, we had several encounters with friendly Lipan Apaches led by   
Castellito, but west of the Pecos, we ran into unfriendly Mescalero Apaches under Espejo 
(looking glass). Our scout was a friend of Jose Policarpo Rodriguez, Whiting’s assistant 
scout. Richard Howard was Whiting’s chief scout. Our scout, Jose Ruiz, was a relative of the 
great Texas patriot Antonio Navarro and he knew the Lipan Apaches we had earlier met, 
and served as interpreter. He had been a go-fer on one of Richard Howard’s surveying 
crews that I had served on in Mason County – Policarpo had been Howard’s chief hunter. 
Ruiz was never mentioned in Captain French’s report, although Ruiz did a superb job     
during our trip. Although we were following a large command, his reconnaissance         
forewarned our wagon train of the presence of Espejo’s scouts. 
 
As I said, Captain French made me walk. I did not mind, not that much. The wagons only 
traveled six to eight hours a day, and at the same rate as I walked. With a wagon train that 
stretched out sometimes over a mile, I could wander away from the road when I spotted 
something and still catch up. French felt that I was placing myself in danger and would fuss 
at me for wandering off the way. This evening I would like to tell you of one of my             
adventures during the trip on August 12th.   



 

On the 12th we left the Pecos River (which we crossed 30 or so miles below Horsehead 
Crossing) and headed to Escondido Creek. We traveled up a wide valley, with a large mesa 
to our north. The road led up a hill beyond, and angling slightly southwest would pass into 
another valley – that of the Escondido. As we climbed up the hill between the watersheds I 
found a showy Oenethera that I had not seen before, and was not in Thomas Drummond’s 
collections west of Austin during the mid-1830’s. Nor had I seen it before during my         
explorations with the surveying party.  
 
It was an unusual Oenethera – a perennial with a long tubular calyx. It formed wonderfully 
floriferous clumps. Like many evening primroses, the flowers wilt by mid morning, but with 
this species the flowers hang on the plant and slowly turn orange during the heat of the day. 
Although it grew in limestone soils, it seemed to be more prolific in a white chalky soil. 
Young Ruiz later called the soil caliche – the first time I had heard this Spanish word. He 
said it was common in northern Mexico. He said it often was underneath the soil a few feet 
down in places where people tried to farm in regions with little rainfall.  
 
Intrigued by the soil, I wandered about examining the other flora. Being the heat of summer, 
the landscape was dry. Dry for the most part, that is. Rainfall comes by thunderheads during 
the summer, so isolated areas were as green as can be. The wagon train and cattle           
disappeared over the hill – but I was not worried – I could see the dust rising from it, even 
after it crested the hill.  
 
I found the dried remains of an Orobanche or broomrape, under a green mound of fine 
leaves on a multi-trunked perennial. Broomrape species are parasitical, but I had no clue 
what the little green mounds were. I kept looking, hoping to find blooms and seeds, but the 
rains that had greened up the Oenethera had only caused new green growth on the little 
mounds. Before I left the caliche I shifted my vasculum (a field collecting container) to my 
other shoulder and viewed the trail behind me.  
 
In the far distance I saw two horsemen. I immediately knew (or felt in my heart) that they 
were Indians. I also felt in my heart that these men were not Lipans – I cannot explain why I 
felt dread at their sight.  
 
Even at the distance of three or four miles, I believed I could see tension in their postures, so 
I looked in the direction their horses faced. Ruiz was skylined on the mesa to the south of the 
valley, and was headed my way. I decided to skedaddle and began jogging up the hill. After 
ten minutes I neared the top of the hill and turned to look back. I could no longer see either 
the strange horseman, or Ruiz. I went on over the top and alternated jogging with walking 
and constantly looked back. I jogged among a number of large Spanish bayonets standing 
taller than a man on horseback. I kept noticing a number of small round cactus in the crev-
ices of the areas where bedrock was exposed and wished I could collect them – one variety 
was in bloom, and the blooms were quite variable, with shades ranging from pinkish to    
reddish to even hints of orange. 



 

When I reached the point I could see down into the valley of the Escondido, I could see the 
wagons and cattle spread out along several ponds. Around the ponds were cattails and reeds, 
but there were almost no trees. Scattered here and there were a number of dwarfed mesquite 
bushes. Instead of forming multi-trunked bushes or trees as they did on the other side of the  
Pecos, here most were in the form of hillocks, as if blowing dirt had collected at their base 
and somehow kept their height down.  
 
Feeling safer, I decided to take a short rest. I sat on the last outcropping of rock of the hill, 
above the long slope to the valley. The late afternoon sun was about to be blocked by a      
towering thunderhead far to the west -- where Ruiz said tall mountains were to be found. I had 
asked him how he knew that, and he had replied that he had met a scout that had lead Dr. 
Connelly’s wagon train from Chihuahua City in 1845. As I sat there, I heard the sound of 
hooves. When I looked back, I could see Ruiz coming, so I waved him down and asked him 
about the two horsemen. 
 
“They are Mescaleros – some of Espejo’s bunch, I am sure. He is a young leader how to 
prove himself to Chief Gomez who lives in the mountains ahead. Gomez gave Whiting a big 
scare a few months ago. The Apaches are not happy to have so many visitors to their territory. 
They have dealt with the soldiers at the presidios along the river for years, but they don’t have 
much experience with U.S. army soldiers. I imagine Espejo will have people watching us, and 
then Gomez will too. If a small group gets separated from this wagon train, then they might be 
in danger.” 
 
I took Ruiz’s hint and started walking toward the encampments being formed up in the valley. 
About a half mile from the first camp I noticed another plant I had not seen before. It vaguely 
resembled a Sphaeralcea common further east, but the blossoms were paler, and the leaves 
had broader lobes. I couldn’t resist – after not collecting the cactus, I had to collect this    
species. When I knelt down, Ruiz chuckled and told me, “You’ll probably be safe – I hope my 
mess has some food hot.” He rode on and I dug in the tight gray clay of the valley.  
 
The Indians were Mescalero Apaches, but they did not catch Wright. Charles Wright returned 
to San Antonio with over 2500 specimens. Of these, 67 were type specimens – the first ever 
collected of those species, including the species mentioned above, now known as Calylophus 
tubicula. He later became one of the foremost botanical explorers of the 19th century. The trip 
mentioned above was one of the first ever co-sponsored by the Smithsonian Institution.  

 

Burr Williams, Sibley Nature Center,  Midland 
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Bill Loos 
 
Indian  
artifacts 
are       
common 
in the  
Texas  
Pecos 
Trails 
Region! 



A Lipan Apache captive 
 

In 1866 Frank Buckalew was a captive of Lipan Apaches in a camp along the Pecos River. 
In the early decades of the 20th century, a book was published about his experiences, but to 
my knowledge it has never been reprinted. I examined a copy at the University of Texas in 
1988, during a trip to research Lipan Apaches in Texas. 
 
In 1995 I was on the Texas Nature Conservancy’s Conservation Easement on the Chandler 
Ranch, 25 miles south of Sheffield, building a nature trail. During a break, while sitting on a 
cliff that overlooked the valley of Independence Creek, I spotted an isolated grouping of  
sotol plants in the lowlands near the confluence of the creek and river. No other sotol plants 
grew in the valley, which gave rise to the question – how did the sotol get there? Being 
prone to flights of fancy fueled by feverish imagination, I postulated that the sotol plants 
marked the location of that Lipan Apache camp. I did no more trail work that afternoon, but 
instead wrote about a pivotal day (that might have happened) in the life of Frank Buckalew, 
written as if it were by Buckalew. 

“Castillito has a visitor, hombre. The Kickapoo leader Noko-aht from the villages near 
Nacimiento has come to visit.” Magoosh, the wandering Lipan shaman, had come to the  
village a week ago, and had come to get me to translate. I had learned quite a bit of Apache 
and spoke some Spanish, as well. 
 
I had been teaching Castillito English, but he was still learning vocabulary. Castillito spoke 
Spanish adequately, as did Magoosh. Magoosh could speak some English, but not fluently. 
He told me that Noko-aht spoke excellent English, but was having a hard time learning 
Spanish, and spoke no Apache. 
 
I was 100 yards from the camp, down at the creek, with Castillito’s wife – I had to be with 
either her or Castillito at all times. She was enjoying showing off how strong her “slave” 
was, and how I would even do “women’s” work. The day before, a half dozen men returned 
from the San Antonio-El Paso wagon road, where they had watched the wagon trains go   
by. When the travelers were careless about protecting a camp, they would sneak in at night 
and steal what they could. To confuse matters, they would leave behind a Comanche       
moccasin, or some other trinket easily identifiable as Comanche. When the men had come 
dancing home, slapping sage-filled buckskin bags on their thighs to signify their success, 
Castillito’s wife had been given a cheerful calico dress during the giveaway of the spoils of 
the raid. 

I was washing the dress, after I had pounded yucca roots with a rock and swirled them in hot 
water over a fire in a big iron kettle. She had owned the kettle since John Horse of the   
Seminole Negroes (who also lived in near Nacimiento on the headwaters of the Rio Sabinas 
southwest of Piedras Negras, Mexico) had given it to her for bringing the proper fever     
reducing plants when his son had been delirious in an illness. 



In June of 1850, John Horse and Wildcat of the fullblood Seminoles had signed an       
agreement with Inspector General Antonio Jaurequi of the northeastern colonies of Mexico, 
a document that had given the Seminoles, the Seminole-Negroes, and a few Kickapoos with 
them,  permission to settle. In the late 1840’s Bigfoot Wallace led settlers that chased the 
Lipans out of the Nueces River area (where I had been captured), and they now roamed the 
land on both sides of the Rio Grande from Piedras Negras all the way to Ojinaga.  
 
In earlier years, Magoosh had taken some of the Lipans to live with the Mescaleros near    
Sierra Blanca, the first big deep-snow mountain seen when heading north along the Rio      
Pecos, but traveled back and forth at least once a year. After hundreds of Kickapoos (led by 
Noko-aht) had emigrated to the Rio Sabinas region about two years ago (after the Dove 
Creek fight where they soundly trounced Texas militiamen,) Magoosh kept trying to convince      
Castillito and other Lipan band leaders to move northwest, but Castillito believed that the 
canyons of the lower Pecos were safe not only from the Anglos, but also the Comanches. 
When I was captured, I was taken to the Rio Pecos camps, and had never seen the Rio      
Sabinas area of which Castillito often talked.  
 
When Magoosh and I joined Castillito and Noko-aht, I was surprised at Noko-aht’s             
appearance – his hair was cut short and he wore “white-man’s” clothes and shoes. He had 
a vest with a pocket for his watch on a chain. On his lap was a book – “History of the United 
States.” Educated in a missionary’s school, Noko-aht had been instrumental in negotiating 
for wagons and supplies during each “removal” of the Kickapoos from Illinoi, Kansas, and 
the voluntary departure from the Indian Territory. Behind him, Castillito’s sotol stalk 
wickiup had a map spread over its sloping walls of captured wagon canvas. Castillito rolled 
a cigarette in a dried sotol blade base as I sat down, and after he got it going, passed it 
around.  
 
“The Americans have ended their Civil War, and they will be sending out hundreds of      
soldiers to this area,” said Noko-aht, pointing at the map. “Some of the Seminole-Negroes 
and their Seminole kin are thinking about returning to Indian Territory. They have relatives 
there. A company of soldiers are at Fort Clark, helping them plan the move, and to           
accompany them back.” He gestured at me to translate, and I did the best I could. Magoosh 
helped, too.  
 
“This book talks about the Americans’ sense of “manifest destiny.” They want to make all of 
the land between the oceans “civilized.” It talks about “the savages,” meaning us Indians, 
and how we are not quite as human as they. We Kickapoos want to be your middlemen,    
trading for anything you do not want of what you steal from the Americans. We came to   
Mexico to be free – and not to be asked to move along time and again just because we are 
not white. We will meet you above the villages, high in the mountains, when you want to         
trade – just send a messenger as to when.” Again I translated. 
 
Noko-aht reached for a sotol cake – the heart of a sotol baked for three days and then mixed 
with whatever fruit and nuts had been available. I continued to translate for hours, well into 
the night. At the end, it was agreed that Castillito would bring American goods to the Rio   
Sabinas, and Magoosh would take one family to New Mexico for a visit to their relatives.  



Frank Buckalew later went to Mexico with Castillito, and when Castillito was offered a good 
price for Frank by a Mexican who traded with Texans, he sold him. Buckalew eventually got 
home to the Nueces. On May 18th, 1873, Colonel Randall Mackenzie’s troops raided the 
Kickapoo and Lipan villages near Nacimiento “without consent of the Mexican authorities” 
and Castillito was captured. I have yet to learn more about the life of Noko-aht. Magoosh 
died on the Mescalero Reservation near Ruidoso, New Mexico in 1918.  
 
Many west Texans have spent time at the Chandler Ranch campgrounds, but to my      
knowledge access is limited at this time. Look for Charlena Chandler’s wonderful book on 
growing up on Independence Creek, published by Texas Tech University. Pair it with      
Suzanne O’Bryan’s “Thoughts along the river” for a thorough immersion into the lifestyles 
of the Pecos Canyons. Both are superb bioregional works.  
 

Burr Williams,  Sibley Nature Center,  Midland 

Independence Creek 



Where is this church? 
 
For the answer, email 
bwilliams@sibleynaturecenter.org 



What town’s main street is graced by this old  
building? For the answer, email 
bwilliams@sibleynaturecenter.org 

 Please contribute to the next issue of the Texas Pecos 
Trails Newsletter!  We wish the newsletter to be the product 
of all of the towns of the region. 
 Thank you Debbie Thomas and Emily Broome for this 
month’s contributions! It took them just a few minutes to 
email the files, and we are sure many others have similar     
resources on their computers.  


