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View of Forts Ruins

This picture

of old Fort Benton was taken by

h Side drug store,

Carl B. Snyder,'proprit;tor of the Nort
in 1897.
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L have scen o good nman
° y descrip-
tlons of Liver-Eating Johnson Im
print, most of them wrong. In onc

Three men besldes myselt wero n
the saloon when the shooting took :
place, Sam Dustemrr, Iko Clark nndJ

:
voep of ho was described as o glant welghing| Mike Worley,  Mose wns glven al
‘;9[/ 300 pounds, with flery red halr nng vigllante trial, but the evidence |
! / beard. As a matter of fact, his aver-| Showed he shot In self-defense and

age welght was 200 pounds and his

he was cleared. Hls troubles were not
hair and beard were dark brown.

over. Ile was constantly mixed in

Some persons beileve to this day that
Johnson acquired the handle to hils
name from actually killing an Indlan
and eating his lver. I asked him
once how he got his name and I
think he told me the truth,

1o sald ho had three tenderfect out
hunting In the Shonkin mountains
a few years before and they were
fired on by a war party., He dropped
a8 It he had been shot and fell back
of a Dblg log. The three tenderfeet
ducked into thick brush for safety.
The Indians, belleving they had
killed Johnson and that they could
get a white man's scalp, started
crawling through the tall grass to-
wards him.

All this tlme foxy Johnson, well
protected back of the log, lay watch-
ing thelr movements. He had e re-
peating Henry rifle and was a dead
shot. When the Indlans were within
50 yards, Johnson opened fire on
them, getting their chief the first
crack and killing two more Indlans
before they managed to get to the
brush. With half of their party of
six dead, the rest fled for thelr llves.

Johnson sald that wherr he knew
the Indlans were out of gunshot, he
cut the livers out of two of the
dead Indlans, threw one away and
drew the other across his mouth and
beard, leaving plenty of blood on
them. Then he called to his buddies
who thought him killed, and finally
persuaded them to come out of the
brush. He held up the Indlan's llver
before the frightened men and shout.
ed, “I have a treat for you, boys. Here
1s some Indian ‘llver. I just ate one
and thls Is for you fellows.” The men
threw up their handg in horror, and

sald, “We are no cannibals!
that for us!” °

“Just taste It mow, while it ¥
fresh,” Johnson (nsisted. “It's nol
good after it geta cold.” The tender-!
feet refused, but ey  finally ven-
tured out to look a¥ the dead Indians.
“How could you eat that llver?” they
asked. When they rcturned to Fort
Benton, the tenderfeet told their
horrlfying storles and, when listenerg
tried to tell them ‘that- the whole
thing was a joke, they would have it
that the story was ' a fact becausd
they had seen the: blood all over
Johnson's whiskers and hoth Indians’
livers had been cut out and one was
missing. A 1

The story and joke were often told|
by Johnson, with much mirth on hls
part. On the atrength of it ho ac-
quired a name that stayed with him
untll hils death in-Callfornla some,
years later,

Value of a Dalry

I have often regretted, of late, that)
1 didn’t keep a diary from the tlme
I first came to Montana. The years
have blotted many matters of interest)
from my memory. The resldence sec-
tion of Fort Benton 60 years ngo I|
shall never forget. I could draw 4
plcture of it, with ity geattering atring
of log cabins along the water front,
mostly occupled by squaw men and
their familles. The place was full of
halfbreed chlldren. Some of them,
like thelr Indlan parents, copper col-

None o1

with light complexion and even with|
blue eyes. The heads of familles were
mostly hunters or frelghters., Thelr
faces were marked with manhood and
courage. The latchstring of thelr
cabins always hung on the outslde
and anyone who called found a
hearty welcome. P

It wes a custom of the country at
that time, if a traveler came hungry
to a man's cabin, for him to ent
whether the owner of the shack were
home or not. If anytling were pbolen,
that wa's an unforgivable oﬂengc and
If the culprit were caught it was like=
1y to be his last theft. I know sev-
eral men who mada thelr getaway
between two days after the vigllante
3-777 was marked around- town and
I knew some who didn't escape. The
vigilante notlce was usually respected.

In the spring of 1881 there were
two Chinamen in town who were not
wanted. Onc night the vigllante
warning was written on thelr door
and the next morning the Chinamen
were at the stage statlon, bag and
baggage, in a hurry to leave town.

ored with black lhalr;: some of them|—-

dangerous scrapes but scemed to bear
& charmed llfe. Not long after he
put Mlke out of the way a drunken
Indian came into the saloon, drew
his gun and demanded whisky. Mo.
told the Indian not to sloot an
that he would give him the whisk
He reached under the bar and go
the bottle in one hand and ht
needle gun in the other. He set th
whisky on the bar. The Indlax
grabbed 1t and turned to go. Mos
got his needle gun into actlon. On
more *“good Indian’” went to fill an
other shallow grave. *

When I visited Fort Benton 1
years ago, I found graves where the
dead had been lald 50 years before.
Since I first watched a vigllante trial
I have served on many clvil cases as
Juryman or witness but I have never
seen a court that carrled greater
merlt of falrness and prompter jus-
tice -than the old vigilante trials.

After many escapes, Solomon dled
a natural death on the Marlas river
at an extreme age.

. Met an Old Frlend

During my visit to the old fort I
stayed at the Pacific hotel. The land-
lady, Mrs. Casey, told me Charley
Bristol roomed there. I hadn't seen
Charley for more than 40 years and
asked that he be brought Into the
lobby. When he came in with falter-

ing step, stoop shouldered and gray
haired, his nppearance impressed me
more than anything else had done
with the changes made by the passing
years. Charley was in hls ninctles
and was losing his memory. At first
he didn't seem "t6 remember me.
asked him Iif he remembered the fight
with the Nez Perces and he sald he
did. Then it all scemed to come to
him and he sald, "You are the kid
that was with us.” He dled a year or
two later at Fort Benton.

When I left Fort Benton years ago,
two ferry boats were in operation, Ed
Smlith ran one and Mike Lynch the
other. I have lost track of both of
these old . tlmers and hope agalnst
odds that they are still allve. On my
visit to old Fort Benton I went in
from the south and found a modern
bridge across the Mlssour! river. When
I crossed it I saw, stralght ahead, in
large gllt letters the slgn of the River
Press. I sald to a companion, “I am
pleased to see that. One . of the old
timers is still with us. That slgn
looks natural, for I was one of the
1irst stockholders in the paper.”

The next bullding  that attracted
my attention was the Grand Unlon
hotel. I helped haul 18mber from
Helena to bulld it, John Hunsberger,
its first manager, has long since
crossed the great divide. The hotel 18
now cut into offices and apartments,
but 1t used to be the headquarters for
all the old ploneers, where they
swapped storles and told of halr-
breadth escapes. We always had lls-
teners, It was headquarters for John
X. Bledler, too, when he used to be
in Fort Benton. X. as he was always
called, was a great story teller. He
enjoyed a joke, even when It was on
him. He was our first deputy United
States marshal and was known all
over the territory.

X. Pulls Fast One

One night in, the hotel lobby X.
started to tell a story and every one
wehit to sleep. A few days later, when
X. came In off the road, he posted
me on what to say in the lobby that
night. About supper time X. came
rushing in, apparently exclted, and
sald he had missed his dinner on a
man hunt and wanted hls supper
right away. I sald, “I heard you
caught Skinny Waterhouse.” Skinny,
was a notorlous stage robber.

“Yes,” he sald, “Skinny s wearlng!
a ball and chaln in jall for a change.”
The news caused some excltement
among the hotel crowd. I sald, “I'd
like to see that prisoner.” By this
time a dozen or more old timers were
crowding around, cager.to hear about
the prisoner and get a look at him.
After supper X. put on his hat and
started out, saylng he wanted to ex-;
amine the lock on -the jall before
night. I asked Bledler It I might go
with him. Then the rest of the men
wanted to go and Bledler said they;

-

might. We nll started out to see the °

Paris Gibson Arrived

Along about 1879 tho iate Parls
Gibson came up the Missourl river
from the states, as the cxpression
went in thoss days. I have forgotten
whether ho told me he came from
the Twin citles or 8t. Louls, but at
any rate he brought with bim a lim-
ited amount of lumber and started
a small lumber yard at Fort Benton.

0 He found ready salo for building ma-

terial and replenished his stock from
time to time that season as long as
the steamiboats could run. The next
iprmg he brought his two sons with
aim, Phil and Theodore. After the

ys came Mr., Gibson began to
ranch out. Ho took up land on the
1ssourl river slx mlles above town
t what was called *“Threo islands,”
nd stocked it with sheep. He put
his boys in charge. My father was
running a road ranch and stage sta-.
tion at Elght
time. We
nearest neighbors, and {ine neighbors
we found them.

Not long after Parls Gibson started
in the sheep business, his progressive
spirit began reaching for larger
achievements.

Montana, that the overland stage had
trouble making its dally trips

cold day and the driver, Gus Shaffer,

hesitated about continuing the trip,|
Glbson sald he must get to Sun River
that day If possible, as he bad an en-
gagement there.

brought Gibson back with me the
next day. I found out afterwards
that Gibson's mission that cold day
was to buy a squatter’'s rights to
what is now the townsite of Great
TFalls. His superlor judgment recog-
nized the great resources of water
power that would make a commerclal
conter in the wost. !

Early in the spring of 1885 my fa-
ther and I rounded up our horses
and started for Yellowstone valley.
We passed through Great Falls on
our way. There we met Mr. Gibson
again. There were 15 houses in the
town.

on as an inducement for us to stay
and go Into some business in the
growing city.

[Montana history records that Parls
Gibson came to Fort Benton from St.
Anthony's Falls, now Minneapolis, in
1879. He had bullt the first flour
mills there, and bullt and operated
the first woolen mills at St. An=
thony's, 50 he was Informed as to the
value of water power. He became im-
pressed with the possibilities of the
Great Falls of the Missouri In 1882
and enlisted the support of James J,

in November, 1884.—Ed.)]

I belleve W, O. Dexter was the first
man to operate a steam power saw-
mlll in the Fort Benton country. It
was during the summer of 1878, That
spring the first steamboat tylng up
at Benton unloaded a steam engine
for Dexter. He had a llght sawmlll,
As soon ‘as the engine was unloaded,
Dexter filled the boller with water,
the tirebox with dry wood and started
firing up. When It was pretty well
steamed up Dexter sald to the crowd
in his stuttering way, “I d-d-d-don't
n-n-n-n-know how m-m-much
8-3-8-stcam that thing will s-s-s-stand
bef-f-f-fore it b-b-blows up!” Then
he hooked up four horses to the out-
11t to pull it to his house,

Iad llighwoods MIIl.

Of course the steam outfit was the

1 the mouth of the Marlas river, and
''W. O. Dexter wintered with us.

Mile springs at that)
were the Glbson boys'||

I think it was in the
winter of 1880-81 [probably 1881-82—!
Ed.], the worst winter I cver saw In.

through deep snow. One morning the,
stage had as one of its passengers,
Mr. Glbson. It was an extraordlnnrlly]

had already frosted hls fingers and

Shatfer asked me if
T would make the drive for him. Gib-

o e i3 an
f(m spoke: up iand. sald, Thero: 18 4 at the mercy of the swirling water.

extra 10-spot In 1t for you If you
think you can make it safely.” '
I made  the trip all right and.

men

'make it on foot.
ilock gun,

put up hay for the mounted police
that summer, When the work was
finiehed, all of us Americans went to-
gether to Fort Benton, accompanied
by Colonel Walsh and 12 mounted
police. That fall my father bought
Murray Nicholson's trading post at

The second sawmill man that drift-
cd in was George Wines. He started
a mill on Belt creek about 1879.
George was a fine man and a blg fel-
low. He weighed 300 pounds and was
not fat, either. He cut a lot of logs
that winter and in tho spring ran
ther: down Helt creek to the mill. His
log drive was a success and there was
a good demand for lumber. Thg next
winter he went into the timber busi-
ness a little stronger. He put his
bhoom across Belt creek and started
the drive. The river was high from
melting snow and the logs began to
pile against the boom. It broke and
his whole winter's work went down
the river. This was a terrible loss to
Wines, who watched $8,000 washed
away at one swoop. The last I saw of
him he was leaving on a saddle horse,
all his earthly possessions on a pack-
horse at his slde. This was a deplor-
able incldent. The Belt was atreach-
erous stream during high water.

Another family named Morris, or
Morton, found this out, to their sor-
row. A few days after Wines left, they:
were returning from a shopping trip
to Fort Benton. They had to ford
Belt creck to reach home. The swift
water caught them and drifted them
past tho ford Into deep water. The
tecam was drowned, with the family

The son got to shore some way. The
parents and their little girl were
drowned.

The day after the accldent search
was begun for the missing family. A
half mile below the ford we found a
man’s boot tracks on an island. Ap-
parently the man had reached safety
here and then gone back to save his
wife and daughter, and lost his life
trying to rescue them. Farther down
the river the woman's body was found
in a plle of brushwood. Her body was
submerged, but her legs were thrust
up through the brush heap. Searchers
removed the log drift, hoping to find
ather bodles, but {f any others were
recovered I did not hear of it. .

There was another old timer of

Mr, Glbson was heart and

Fort Benton whom 1 remember, who
soul In the development of the place ibad a hard journey getsing to the
and offered us a corner lot to bulld '\ ) oo™ yn wae Thm Flett. a Scotehe

who had worked during the
early sixtles for the Hudson's Bay
company in Canada. Employes of the

Hudson's Bay company were under

almost as rigid discipline as men en-
listed in the army. The company had
autocratic powers and men were sent
to the extreme northwest to remote
and Isolated parts where the fre-
quently took Indidn women for wives
and reared large familles of halfbreed
children.

Flett and a companion became dis«

Hill in development of Great Falls [satisfied with the company and de=

termined to run away. They had
heard of Fort Benton, 250 miles away,
as a place of freedom. In the spring
of 1871 they headed for the American
fort. Thelr route lay through a wild,
unsettled region and they had to
Each had a flint-
two pairs of blankets and
limited supply of ammunition.
They had to pass through a ocoun=-
try infested with hostile Indians, but
they had broken thelr bondage and
were determined not to turn back.
They had a light supply of hardtack .
and dried beef when they started, and -
figured on killing game on their long
journey. They didn't do any shoot-
ing while their provisions lasted, be-
cause they were afrald the shots
might attract Indlans.

On thelr fourth day out, Flett told
me, they ran out of grub. Buffalc,

a

We dldn't have any more Chinese in;captured road agent. The log jail was
town until 1885. Then one came in a dark old hut, with only a hall
with his halr shingled the same as a window in it for light. As we came
white man and he was allowed to close, X. stopped us and sald, “Men,
stay. It has been stated that two I don't want no.funny business about
Chinamen kept a restaurant at Fort this—when I open the door a little,

center of attractlon to a crowd of deer and antelope were plentiful, and
spectators. When everything was they killed an antelope that evening. -
ready, Dexter got to the drlver's seat, Not wishing to camp where they had |
gathered his lines, spoke to his team, killed the game, each took a hind !
and pulled open the whistle. The re- quarter and continued their journey .
sultant blast was such a surprise after nightfall. They traveled four:

Benton in 1884, that one kllled the you all crowd in.” X. opened the
other and that the murderer was: door a little, the men shoved through

hanged. This is a pipo dream, as there
was not a Chinese restaurant in Fort
Bentorr at that time and I doubt
whether there has been once since.

Fort Benton had the largest grave-
yard I had seen In the west when I
arrived there. The cemetery was @&
10-acre plot between the post and
the butte back of town. It was a
gruesome place, for many of the
graves were shallow and human bones
were exposed to the clements. On
the south side of the butte old graves
were .washed out by the spring rains.
I suppose long before this the old
skeletons have been reburled or care
ried away.

promptly and X. slammed the door
shut and locked It, with most of the
gang Inside, “Now, boys,” X. sald, it
you are not too slecpy I'll tell you
the rest of that story.”

“Windy"” Pete Moon shouted, “To
hell with your story!” “No,” X. re-
torted, “I'm going to keep my story
here for you fellows.” X. went around
to the various saloons to tell the joke
on the gang and get a drink on it,
then he would go back and tell them
some more of the story. He kept thls
up until midnight, when the jatled
men agreed to treat and were turned
loose. X. spent most of his Ilater
days at Fort, Benton. During 1885

everyone jumped back and Thomas miles and came to a river which they
! 8hears, not realizing how close he was decided to cross so they might camp *
to the river bank, went backwards  for the night on the opposite side.
into the water and was fished out |1t was dark and they got into deep

by friends while Dexter drove up and | water.

down the street blowing his whistle

All their powder except the
charges in their guns got wet. That

As loud as there was steam to make it || was a serlous situation in a hostile

blow,

That fall Dexter set his sawmlll in
the Highwood mountalns and con-
tinued to get out lumber there for
scveral years, By the time he moved,
quite a few scttlers had come into
this part of the country and some
were beginning to raise grain. Dex-
ter added a threshing machine to his
portable englne, and for years he
sawed lumber in the winter and ran

| & threshing outfit in the fall. Later

icountry,

and 1886 he was a speclal officer sta-'I belleve he operated the first ferry

They were compelled to do
most of thelr traveling by night to
avold Indians, but eventually they
came to a hunters’ camp on the
American slde of the line. Sore footed
and nearly starved, they were brought
to Fort Benton by the hunters, Jack
Ripley, Jim Rutherford, Pete Politte,
Charles Jackson, Charley McFall and
Lew Ell

Five years later Flett was drowned
while swimming horses across the
Missourl river near Fort Benton. Lew

0O1d Saloon Keeper
I have mentioned Mose Solomon.
He was quite n character and one of
the oldest saloon Kkeepers at Fort
Benton.

tloned at Firehole, basin in Yellow-
stone park. From the park he went
to Helena and died there during the

He had morc than one ad- | Winter of 1886-87.

venture. Blg Mlke, a bad man when
drinking, came into Mose's saloon
one day. drew his slx gun, and fired
at Mose polnt blank over the bar.
Mose ducked and dropped back of
the bar. Mlke thinking he had killed |
Mose. started around the end of the
bar to help himself to whisky. He|
didn't get far, for Mose shot him as
he came in sight and ended thc|
career of one morec had man. He®
fliled one of the shallow graves south ;
of the butte. :

Hli‘ﬁffhg FArtics
Brought Winters
Catch to Benton

boat at Great Falls,

I first met Dexter at Fort Walsh in
;: 1874, while wo were helping build the
| Canadlan military post there. Dexter

Ell, who had assisted him years be-
fore, was stabbed to death by an out- .
law the same sprin), and ths outlaw
stretched hemp. "
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