
Primary Source Document 7 

Catt le Trail Cow boys  Kansas Historical Society © 2016 

 

 

 

 

Experiences “Tenderfeet” Could Not Survive 
By G. W. Mills of Lockhart, Texas 

 

“. . . In 1879 my old friend and boss, M.A. Withers, took through a herd and I went with him. 

We crossed the Colorado [River] at Webberville and arrived at Taylor about the 22nd of April. A 

rain, a terrible rain, came up about four o’clock in the evening, raining all evening and all night. 

It was very cold and we came very near freezing to death. At that springtime period several 

horses and cattle died of the cold. Every horse that we rode that bitter night was unfit for service 

the balance of the trip, so dreadful was the exposure. You understand cattle drift before wind-

driven rain, and by morning we were at Hutto, eight miles away; we had had no supper and no 

breakfast, and not until noon did we have anything to eat. When these ‘drifts’ take place every 

man and the boss is in front of the herd, holding them as much as possible; there are no shifts 

then, but every man to his post all night long, and the nights are long, too. On this memorable 

night I well recall my associates: M.A. Withers, in charge; G.B. Withers, G.W. Brock, A.N. 

Eustace, C.W. Pope, W.M. Ellison, Joe Lewis, the scout; Barney Roland, better known as 

“Pard”; and Edmundo Martinez, the Mexican horse wrangler. Next day it was still bitterly cold, 

but the rain had let up, leaving that country covered with water. About noon we got back to camp 

and our appetites, always good, were now ravenous, and we looked forward to boiling coffee and 

hot grub of some kind. Instead, imagine our disappointment at finding the trifling cook housed 

up in the wagon covered in his blankets, and hadn’t prepared a thing—hadn’t even started a fire. 

Mr. Withers, always mindful of his men, was outraged and hauled him out of there with a 

demand to know why he didn’t have the boys something to eat. He evasively replied that he 

couldn’t build a fire in that water. Mr. Withers gave him his time and told him to ‘light a shuck.’ 

I can see that cook now making it over to those hogwallows, filled with water to the nearest 

town. Under a camp wagon is usually suspended an old cowhide called the ‘caboose,’ and in that 

we throw stray pieces of wood, etc., as long as we are in a country where it can be had, just for 

use in such emergencies. It came in handy that time, sure, and some of the boys got it out, and 

with a lavish use of the oil can, we soon had things going, some of the boys doing the cooking. 

We were not particular and after a hearty meal our spirits were up again ready for any turn of 

fate in the cowboy’s lot.” 
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About this source: Early in the twentieth century the Old Time Trail Drivers’ Association 

collected stories from people who had driven cattle from Texas to markets along rail lines farther 

north. The Association published the collection, and this document is an excerpt from one of 

those stories. 

 


