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How many stiles exist in our region? Some ranchers used to provide stiles for 
travelers to go over fences to find a secluded place for people to take a “rest 
break” in privacy. Some old schools used to have a fence around them so 
livestock could not get in the school grounds, but visitors had to climb a stile 
to get into the school yard. Please let us know if you know of any still 
existing! 
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“The United States Army are to determine the value o f camels as beasts of 
burden in the Southwest.  Lt Echols set off on a re connaissance of the     
country between San Antonio and El Paso in 1859.” San Antonio Herald 
Report May 10, 1859 
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We estimate the cost of this event to be over $50,000. Donation 
advertising packages will be  offered to individuals and businesses 
who want to support such a historic event. 
 
DONORS ( GIVE ANY AMOUNT ) 
Donors will receive: 
Recognition during advertising for event 
Recognition on the web site  
 

MAIN SPONSORS.  ( COST PER DAY $2,000 )   
Main sponsors will receive: 
Recognition during advertising for event 
Recognition on the web site 
The caravan will carry a flag with your name or logo on a travel day  
Sponsor will be highlighted on the web site on that day 
Sponsor will be highlighted and recognized on any media coverage on that day 
 

EDUCATION DAY SPONSORS ( COST $2,500 ) 
The caravan will be stationary on Tuesday 13th. 
Re-enactors will provide educational programs for schools and groups. 
Sponsors will receive all of the above with flags being displayed on 
education day. 
 
FORT STOCKTON DAY SPONSORS ( COST $3,000 ) 
Fort Stockton’s 150th anniversary event 
Sponsors will receive: 
Large flag carried as the expedition caravan makes a grand entrance 
Saturday October 17, 2009 into Fort Stockton.  
Your flag will also remain displayed all day at this great historic event. 
(Recognition during advertising, web site and media also included) 

Fort Lancaster  Historic Site 
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Fort Lancaster  
By Erin Corbett Sanderson High School April 2008 (slightly edited for space)  

 
The field trip to Ft. Lancaster was very fascinating. I thought I would not be         

interested in the history of it but I was surprised. I thought it was awesome how it all came 
alive with how the people were dressed and the items and animals that were used.  

 Ft. Lancaster was established in 1855 on the East bank of Live Oak Creek, just 
where it joins the Pecos River. It protected the road from San Antonio to El Paso. At one 
point, the post played a major role in the protection of the southern route to California after 
the discovery of gold. Ft. Lancaster was originally made of picket canvas and portable     
prefabricated buildings. It housed approximately 150 men and three officers. By the time it 
was abandoned, all the major structures were made of stone or adobe. The fort housed      
between 25 and 29 permanent buildings including a kitchen, a hospital, a blacksmith shop,   
a bakery and barracks. 

 The men at Ft. Lancaster escorted mail, freight trains and watched for tracks of the 
Indians. In 1856, an Army Inspector visited Ft. Lancaster and was shocked by how poorly 
and untrained the troops were. He did not want them to demonstrate rifle firing. He also 
found 76 prisoners in a guardhouse, 15 of them for drunkenness. The Army inspector was 
furious. The problem stemmed partly from the lack of officers at the fort and partly because 
of poor conditions. It was an isolated post in West Texas. A lot of soldiers lived at Ft. Lan-
caster when all transportation relied on wagons and horses and communications relied on 
messengers.  

On December 26, 1867, Company K of the 9th Cavalry, under the command of Cap-
tain William Frohock, was attacked by a combination of Kickapoos, Lipans, Mexicans and 
some white American renegades, estimated at between 900 and 1,500 men. The  Buffalo  
soldiers would have been taken down if it weren’t for corralled horses that stampeded 
through the lines of the assailants. But the hostiles took control of the horses and the Buffalo 
soldiers withdrew and formed a mile-wide line of battle. Frohock would not accept the loss, 
so they went after the invaders and chased them for about four miles before running out of 
ammunition. This fight took about three hours and 20 Indians lay dead and two-troopers who 
guarded Ft. Lancaster were missing.  

In 1965, the 82-acre park was donated to Crockett County by the Meadows and 
Benckenstein families for preservation. In 1968 the property was finally transferred to the 
Texas Park and Wildlife Department. If was transferred to the Texas Historical Commission 
in 2008.  Even thought Fort Lancaster is not well known, I would personally advise more 
people to visit the fort. These soldiers and officers made a home at Ft. Lancaster and did 
their duty protecting the road to San Antonio and El Paso. I hope that Terrell County         
Independent School District continues on taking more school trips to Ft. Lancaster in the  
future. 



The Stiles Courthouse on a humid summer morning. 



Black Cowboys 
Burr Williams 

 As I passed through Colorado City on the way to a biological survey on 
the  Native Prairies of Texas Association's Maddin Prairie, I spent ten minutes 
roaming around the east side of town looking for remnants of cattle pens built 
in the 1880s. Around the little park and fairgrounds area I found some old posts 
that might have dated back that far. I would like to think so, because my   
grandfather might have leaned against those same posts 95 years ago, loading 
up cattle from Bull Shannon's place down near San Angelo.  
 I have been learning what might be termed "underhistory." The official 
history of the Llano Estacado is written from the Anglo perspective. In old   
diaries, old army reports, and as casual mention in the more official histories, a 
researcher can find mention of the exploits and successes of black and Mexican 
pioneers of the area. O.W. Williams, John Cook, and Frank Collingsworth all 
wrote of their experiences on the Llano Estacado, and often commented on the 
services of these “minority” individuals. Until recently, historians have not paid 
much attention to the subject. 
 My grandfather is another source. Sitting on my bookshelf is his      
memoirs. In the late 1940s my father asked his father and mother to write down 
about their early years. In 1990, my father carefully transcribed and annotated 
their memoirs, then my mother had it professionally bound. I recently picked 
up the    volume and reread it for the first time since then. As I read, I recog-
nized the name Payne – Isaac Payne won a Medal of Honor fighting Indians in 
west Texas.  
 In the 1870s, Isaac Payne, a Seminole Negro, served with Captain John 
Bullis’ scouting troop in west Texas, northern Mexico, and eastern New     
Mexico. When the Seminoles were sent to Oklahoma from Florida along with 
them were several hundred black freedmen, who had escaped slavery, and lived 
with the Seminoles in the Everglades swamps. Some of the Seminoles and 
black Seminoles went on to Mexico not long after being brought to Oklahoma. 
Wanting to preserve their culture, they sought a place where they were not 
forced to go to church and school. (Like the church of my great-great-great 
grandfather.) The United States Army asked these black Seminole residents of 
northern Mexico in the late 1860s to serves as scouts for the buffalo soldiers of 
the 10th Cavalry. The Mexican army had already used them in that capacity for 
almost twenty years. Seminole Draw (south of Seminole, Texas) was named for 
the scouts by Colonel John Shafter.  



 My great-grandmother on my grandmother’s side was born in the Indian      
Territory (Oklahoma) in 1846, and grew up speaking Creek and Seminole. She 
was often used as an interpreter during any dealings between those tribes and 
the federal government. The tribes had their own government and police force. 
My great-grandmother had been a classmate with many tribal members in her 
father’s school. In her adult years, affluent Indians and Seminole blacks had 
nice houses, drove fine surreys and buggies with matched teams, and dressed in 
suits. Before statehood changed things in Oklahoma (for the worst for many of 
my family’s friends), the chief of the Seminoles was Alice B. Davis, one of my 
great-grandmother’s best friends.  
 After the end of the civil war, and slavery was ended, many of the   
Seminoles and Seminole Negroes asked to come back to Oklahoma from 
Northern     Mexico. My great-grandfather was one of the soldiers that escorted 
them on their return. He then ran a store in Wewoka, Oklahoma until 1905. By 
the turn of the century both he and my great-grandmother were officially 
adopted as members of the Seminole tribe in recognition of their lifelong    
honorable dealings with the people.  
 Thanks to marrying my grandmother with all of her connections to the      
Seminoles, my grandfather began leasing Seminole lands in Oklahoma in 1898. 
He looked after cattle of Texas ranchers who sent them to him to fatten up be-
fore selling them. West Texas ranchers learned of his operation from their cow-
boys – Seminole Negro cowboys who would visit family around Wewoka.    
Although many of the Seminole Negro scouts retired around Fort Clark near 
Brackettville, Texas, some had joined relatives in Oklahoma. Their sons got 
cowboy jobs because of the connections formed in the 1870s, after growing up 
trading with my great-grandfather.  
 Over the last 120 years, black cowboys have not been an uncommon 
sight in West Texas. For example, for years west Texas ranchers of the        
mid-to-late 1900s respected the work of Blas Payne, great grandson of Isaac 
Payne. Blas cowboyed for ranches all over Trans-Pecos Texas. In the 1980s I 
sat in the roadside park in Madera Canyon in the Davis Mountains and shot the 
bull with Mr. Payne, unaware of my grandfather’s connections with his family, 
as he told me a little about his family's history. 



 The segundo of the LFD ranch east of the Pecos River in Lea County 
area in the 1880s was Mr. Add, Addison Jones. Some of his crew were black 
Seminoles. When he married, all the cattlemen of the region bought him and 
his new wife things they thought Mr. and Mrs. Jones might need. (He got 19 
cast iron cookstoves – they had neglected to confer.) A cowboy song was    
written about his knowledge of cattle brands. During roundups, when the pool  
wagons were out on the Querecho Plains west of Maljamar, his word was final 
about any questionable markings. He knew hundreds of horses, not only by 
name, but also by their individual character. He nicknamed every waddy 
(cowboy) that worked on the LFD. 
 In 1882, C.C. Slaughter held the largest roundup (over 100,000 head) 
ever along the headwaters of the Colorado River. I found a story in "The Trail 
Drivers of Texas" about a horse that could cut cattle out of the herd without his 
African-American rider touching the reins. The horse's name was Old Pompey, 
named for Pompey Factor, who also won a Medal of Honor at the same time as 
Isaac Payne. On the east side of Colorado City, just south of the cemetery, is the    
Wallace School. It is named for 80 John Wallace, a black rancher whose heirs 
still own ranchland in Mitchell County that Joe and Dalton Maddox have 
leased for years. I have roamed that country with the Maddox family many 
times.  
 My grandfather fattened Texas cattle in Oklahoma for 15 years. In the 
last decade of his life he and my grandmother lived with my parents here in 
Midland. During the late forties and early fifties he sometimes went down to 
the McElroy ranch to go around with Cliff Newland. Mr. Newland, although 
getting up in years, still put in a day's work for Buck Kelton, checking fence 
and waterings. The two men would talk about the early days, having known in 
common many of the first west Texas cowboys. I am glad that my father, upon 
hearing their "palavering," asked my grandfather to write down some of those 
stories. 
 Historians do not often pay attention to the stories of human connection 
between people that never were renown -- however, those unnoticed            
connections actually play a major role in determining what happens at any 
given time. Hollywood's depiction of shoot-em up cowboys has rarely hinted at 
the truth of history. There were over 6000 black cowboys in the late 1800s. My 
grandfather wrote in his memoirs, "it did not matter what color of skin a     
cowboy had, or how much education he had, or what country he was from -- if 
he could do the work, he was an equal on the early-day cattle ranges of the    
southwestern United States."  



Longhorn cattle were big and tough. Many a longhorn became a 
“mossyback,” hiding in the deepest thickets of brush during the 
day and grazing at night, coming to water every other day. Some 
modern ranchers now run herds of longhorn — not only to pre-
serve an historical icon, but because the meat is leaner and can 
bring high-dollar returns when properly marketed.   
 
It is unnerving to stand near a big ol’ longhorn. The horns swing 
about, whapping anything in the way. They can be a mite “ornery” 
and can plow through fences if they are of a mind to go their own 
way. Some ranchers have a tame one, though, that comes up for a 
nose rub and a pat.  



In Geddis Canyon south of Sheffield, a tall windmill marks the site of 
Geddis Spring. Near the windmill are two huge pecan trees, far from 
their native range on the Concho River. These trees were probably 
planted by Jumano Indian traders in the 1600’s. The site is visible 
from a county road down the canyon. 



The old-time ranchers spoke of “lake time,” when the playas of the 
Llano Estacado and upper Stockton Plateau filled after late August 
and September rains. The green growth from these rains fattened 
thousands of cattle for shipping after the “fall works.”  



Abandoned oil field camps (dating from the 1930’s to the 1960’s) dot 
the landscape from Midland to Iraan. Not much is left, except for the 
long dead trunks of old Siberian elms, the big green mounds of 
moonflower planted by the wives, and a smattering of broken  
crockery and rusted house-hold goods half-covered by dirt.  



Gunfighters of West Texas 
 Over in Pecos, a person can see the grave of Clay Allison, one of the   
infamous gunfighters of the old west. Allison had only lived in the area a few 
months     before falling off his wagon drunk and breaking his neck. There were 
other   gunfighters in the old days within 150 miles of Midland, who killed men 
and committed crimes. Some are remembered in the legends of the region, 
while  others are forgotten. After seeing a display about Clay Allison in the 
West of the Pecos Museum in Pecos, I decided to investigate that side of our 
history.  
 I wonder if the museum in Pecos has any displays about Deacon Jim 
Miller -- he was about the sorriest character that ever lived in the region. 
Well… John Selman might have been worse. Both of them sometimes rode on 
the side of the law, but abused their position, which makes them worse than a 
badman without pretensions. 
 When Miller arrived in Pecos in 1891, he hired on as a deputy to Sheriff 
George Frazer. Frazer did not know that been accused and tried (but acquitted) 
for his grandparents' murders at age 8 and brother-in-law's murder at age 17, 
and had likely killed the Ballinger city marshal. Miller did not drink or smoke, 
and became a member of a local church. He wore a black broadcloth coat, 
black boots, and black Stetson. Thanks to his appearance and churchgoing ways 
he became known as Deacon Jim. He married Sallie Clements and her brother 
Little Mannen Clements (a cousin to then-imprisoned outlaw John Wesley  
Hardin) became another deputy. Not long afterwards, cattle rustling and horse 
theft increased all along the Pecos River Valley. Miller spent most of the time 
"looking for rustlers," but never caught any. 
 Sheriff Frazer's brother-in-law, Barney Riggs, accused Miller of being 
involved in the rustling. A few weeks later, Miller killed a prisoner trying to es-
cape. Riggs said that the prisoner had known where Miller had hidden some 
stolen mules -- and Frazer found the mules where Riggs had indicated they 
might be. He immediately fired Miller. Miller's church friends supported his 
election as the city marshal in 1892. In 1893, Frazer was out of town, and 
Miller, Clements, and other gunmen took over the town until Frazer returned. 
He managed to get Miller fired, so Miller opened a hotel. 
 In 1894, after the man that had sent the telegram to Frazer about Miller 
taking over the town had been murdered, Frazer confronted Miller. Frazer sent 
3 bullets into the black coat right over Miller's heart. Miller went down, but got 
back up -- he always wore the black coat because it had a steel plate sewed into 
its fabric. Miller vowed revenge, and a few months later, he stuck his shotgun 



 through a saloon door in Toyah where Frazer sat playing cards. Miller was 
jailed in Pecos for the killing, and later tried in Eastland. He was acquitted,    
because he had spent the intervening time witnessing at prayer meetings about 
his devotion to God.  
 Miller became known as a contract killer, but due to his church connec-
tions kept escaping the hangman's noose. In 1909 he was arrested after killing a 
man in Ada, Oklahoma. He hired Moman Pruitt, a legendary defense attorney. 
The citizens of Ada, deciding that Pruitt would get Miller acquitted, hung him 
and three co-conspirators in a livery stable. 
 The story of Miller was new to me before I started looking into the sub-
ject. I already knew about the story of John Selman. In 1876 John Larn was 
sworn in as the sheriff of Shackleford county. Selman was his deputy. Along 
with a number of other men they became vigilantes, catching cattle and horse 
thieves and hanging them without jury trial. The local newspaper defended their 
actions, but although Captain H.L. Arrington of the Texas Rangers came and  
investigated, but did not file charges.  
 People began to notice that Larn and Selman's own cattleherds increased 
at a rate beyond nature's. Larn and Selman became inspectors of hides and    
animals, stopping every cattle drive through the area, and pocketed a hundred 
dollars for every herd they "inspected." They also won the bid for supplying 
beef to Fort Griffin. Finally the rangers returned and found cattle hides of 
brands not their own sunk in the Brazos River at Larn's ranch, but they         
professed no knowledge of their origin, so charges were not filed. A year later, 
the rangers captured Hurricane Bill Martin who spilled all he knew about Larn's 
operations. Larn was caught, and killed by 15 men that came to the jail and 
emptied their rifles into him.  
 Selman got away and headed west, and on the Llano Estacado plundered 
the chuckwagon accompanying a horse herd and stole the guns of the cowboys. 
He spent the next two years fighting in the Lincoln County War, heading up a 
group called Selman's Scouts, doing the bidding of merchants Dolan and Mur-
phy. When it wound down, 50 hardcases under his direction made plans to at-
tack Fort Union in New Mexico and set up their own fiefdom, but Selman con-
tracted smallpox.                                                                                                          
 He eventually recovered and became the jailer at Fort Stockton. From 
that position of responsibility, he communicated with his old cohorts hiding in 
the Davis Mountains who stole livestock and robbed stores at his bidding.     
Unable to get proof of his connection with the outlaws in the hills, eventually 
the rangers arrested him on the old charges at Albany, but he was never brought 



 to trial due to the lack of witnesses willing to testify. He finally ended up in El 
Paso as a City Marshall, where he was finally killed by another lawman.  
 These two stories illustrate the fact that a few men, when placed in      
positions of authority, come to believe that they themselves are the authority 
that they represent. Once their egos swell, their self-righteousness blinds their 
sense of right and wrong. Other gunmen of the old days were just outright bad 
guys. The most infamous of our regional badmen was Black Jack Ketchum. 
 Tom (Black Jack) Ketchum was bad as a kid. As a young teenager, he 
was arrested in San Angelo for shooting a dog at church. When a girl spurned 
him, he whipped himself with his gun. For a while he would hire on as a     
cowboy, but the work was too much for him. By his mid-twenties he had       
become a trainrobber. By 1890 he became part of the Hole-in-the-wall Gang, 
along with Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, operating from Montana to 
Arizona. Butch and Sundance went to South America, but Black Jack kept   
robbing trains in New Mexico, where he was finally caught and hung in     
Clayton in 1899. Some of his partners continued the "profession" -- the last 
two, Ben Kilpatrick and Ed Welch, were killed in 1912, robbing a train near 
Sanderson.  
 I love to search out the memoirs of the early settlers of west Texas and 
eastern New Mexico, and in over a dozen of them I have found where the 
writer tells of a time when he hosted Black Jack at a night's camp. Usually 
Black Jack would leave with somebody's gun, horse, and in one story, a brand 
new yellow rain slicker. When I go camping, I keep expecting his ghost to 
come riding up to my campfire!     …….Burr Williams 

Metal cutout art in 
Jal, New Mexico of 
a branding fire and 
cowboys.  



A number of ranchers in the region now own a few head of      
buffalo in honor of their historical role. Others keep a small herd 
of yearling buffalo so they can practice their roping skills. After a 
bovine calf is roped a few times, it gets tired and quits, but a 
young buffalo will keep on keeping on!  
 
During different periods of time, buffalo would travel far south, 
even traveling down to the headwaters of the San Saba and Llano 
River, back when that region was mostly grassland, and not     
covered by juniper (cedar), mesquite, and oak, as it is now.  The 
control of range fires aided the spread of the woody plants far   
beyond their original range. Before the days of settlement woody 
plants mostly grew along watercourses and in the rockiest slopes 
where fire could not do damage. 



Members of the Fort Concho Buffalo Soldiers group — familiar 
faces at living history events across the region. 



Please submit essays, notifications about 
events, photographs of events, historical 
photographs, photographs of historical 
buildings, and more! 
 
 Please help us  
celebrate the history of the Texas Pecos 
Trails region! 
 
Email your submissions to  
bwilliams@sibleynaturecenter.org 
by the 20th of each month 
 
Forward the Texas Pecos Trails Associa-
tion newsletter to everyone you know! 


