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Some Thrilling Experiences of an Old Traile 
By L.D. Taylor, 429 Pruitt Avenue, San Antonio, Texas 

 

“One evening Monte Harrell said the prospects were good for a storm that night, and sure 

enough we had a regular Kansas twister. We had prepared for it by driving a long stake pin into 

the ground, to which I chained the wagon, and making everything as safe as possible. At 

midnight the storm was on, and within a moment everything was gone except the wagon and 

myself. The cattle stampeded, horses got loose, and oxen and all went with the herd. The storm 

soon spent its fury and our men managed to hold the cattle until daylight and got them all back 

the next morning and we resumed our drive to Abilene, reaching there in a few days. Abilene at 

this time was just a small town on a railroad, consisting of three saloons, one store and two 

hotels. Here we tarried to graze and fatten our cattle for market, and as several of the hands were 

not needed, they were paid off and allowed to return home, I being among the number.  

 “. . .we made preparations to start back to Texas, and went on the train to Junction City, 

Kansas, to get our outfit. It was the first train I ever rode on, and I thought the thing was running 

too fast, but a brakeman told me it was behind time and was trying to make up the schedule. We 

secured our outfit, took in several men wanting to come to Texas, elected a boss and started for 

home. The second night out we camped on a little grove of timber and during the night a storm 

struck us, another one of those Kansas zephyrs that was calculated to blow hell off the range. I 

located a stump and anchored myself to it, while the boss, a long-legged fellow, had secured a 

death grip on a sapling near me. During the progress of the storm his feet were constantly in my 

way, flying around and striking my shins and knocking the bark off the stump I was hanging to 

for dear life. I could hear him trying to pray, but I was so busy at that particular time that I did 

not pay much attention to what he was saying. The wind would pick us up and flop our bodies 

against the ground with great force, but I hung to that stump and got through all right. . . . 

 “In conclusion I will say that I have seen cowboys who had been in the saddle for twenty-

four hours without sleep or anything to eat, come into camp, lay down on a log and go to sleep 

almost instantly, and sleep sound with the rain pouring down and water four inches all around 

them. . . I was twenty years old when I made that trip . . .” 
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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. 

 


