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Played the Fiddle on Herd at Night 
By Lake Porter, Falfurrias, Texas 

 

“. . . I was barely in my teens when the big Kansas cattle drives started, and, like other boys of 

that time, I wanted some of the experience of outdoor life, so in the spring of 1871, with a herd 

belonging to One-armed Jim Read, I bade adieu to the southern climate for a season and headed 

northward, finally winding up at Abilene, Kansas. After remaining there for a short time we got 

rid of our incombrance, the long-horned steers, and turned our faces southward and in due time 

arrived safely at our starting point in Goliad county. Nothing apart the usual happenings of the 

trail life took place on this trip. Abilene was a wild and woolly town in those days, at least it 

seemed to be to a country boy out on his first jaunt. There was plenty of game on the trail, 

Indians, buffalo, deer and antelope. The principal hotel in Abilene was the Drovers’ Cottage, 

Mrs. Lou Gore, proprietress, which was general headquarters for all cattlemen. After five 

months’ trip I arrived at home pretty well hooked up, my earthly possessions being a suit of 

clothes, a pair of star-topped boots and two dollars and fifty cents in cash for my trip. We done, 

good and faithful servant! 

 “. . . When I was growing up I learned to play the fiddle, but there were only two tunes that I 

could play to perfection, one of which was ‘Seesaw,’ and the other was ‘Sawsee.’ Often I have 

taken my old fiddle on herd at night when on the trail, and while some of my companions would 

lead my horse around the herd I agitated the catguts, reeling off such old time selections as 

‘Black Jack Grove,’ ‘Dinah Had a Wooden Leg,’ ‘Shake That Wooden Leg, Dolly Oh,’ ‘Give 

the Fiddler a Dram,’ ‘Arkansaw Traveler,’ and ‘The Unfortunate Pup.’ And say, brothers, those 

old long-horned Texas steers actually enjoyed that old time music. I still have the old music box 

which I used to play in those care-free, happy days.” 
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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. 

 


