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The John Jones Story

-
t

John Jones was born in Wales on October 3. 1807, and died at his home in
Sanilac County on November 29, 1897. His grave is in the Washington Cemetery,
about a mile west of his old home. ) '

The manuscript from which this étory was taken was written by Mr. Jones
in 1890. Mrs. Madeline Felker, his granddaughter, who lives near the old
home owns the original manuscript.

The first survey of this part of Michigan was made in the year 1834 by
a party under the direction of Captain Hazrvey Parke. This survey was made
to establish the exterior lines of the townships north of Town 9 N (now
Golbraith line) and as far west as the east boundary of Lapeer County. This
work was urgent as the ssle of public lands was becoming big business and
Michigan was about to become a state. Captain Parke's record of the survey
and of the difficulties he encountered make interesting reading.

When John Jones first hunted in Sanilac County in 1835, Captain Parke's
markings were fresh and could be easily located. And the records of these
two ventures, one in 1834 and the other in 1335 give us an authentic des-
cription of early Sanilac before the white man cane.

Add to this the records of Oliver H. Perry's hunting trips through
Sanilac County in 1850 and 1852. We are very fortunate to have all these.

The reader of this story will bear in mind that when Mr. Jones mentions
Sandusky, He means Sﬂndusky, Ohios and.when, he mentions Watertowm, it alludes
to the city of that. name in“the state of New York.

There were no indians living in Sanilesc. Both the Canadian Indiang and
those living along the Saginaw River hunted and fished here. ALl of the .
indians that Jones lived and travelled with were Canadian Indians. The farnm
he worked on in 1835 was near Sarnia, Ontario. There were no elk or deer
near there at that time, so the indians crossed the 8t. Clair River to go
north and hunt in the swamps of Sanilac County.

Jonathan Burtch was an early settler in St. Clair County. He built a
sawmill at what is now Burtchville Township.

George Pack owned Pack's dam and Pack's mill on the Black River (1855~
1875). His son later bullt Pack'e dam on the AuSable River.

In the twenty-second infantry records, Mr. Jones' birthdate is listed
ag October 30, 1817. This would make him 45 when he enlisted. He was
actually 55 years old in 1862,

The John Jones' homestead was two miles south and one mile east of
Carsonville or on the northeast corner of Washington and Loree Roads.

‘John Jonea joined the Masonic Lodge at Port Sanilee on April 1, 1879.

He wag supervisof of Washington Township for 12 years. He was elected
eight times before the Civil War and four times after.the war.

Sanilac County -Historical Society
April 10, 1972




Record of John dJones = Written in 1890

I was born on October 30, 1807, in a frrmhouse near the seashore on
Cardigan Bay (Wales). BEvery schoolboy should know vhere that is. I was
sent to school when I was young. The farm was a mixed farm, the same as I
have now. My father said, "John, I wvant you to herd the sheep today." Maybe
the next day he would say, "John, I want you to herd the cattle," and so on
and maybe the next day, "I want you to teke care of the bees.! My father
also had a share in a fishery on the bay. 1 learned to make all kinds of
fish nets and mend them. When I got older, I went to work on one of the
fish spmacks. They were something like a pilot boat and were out in all weather
on the rough coast.

T was not satisfied. I went to work in a market parden in the city of
Bristol. When I learned the business well, I left to go to a nursery wvhere
I learned to graft and other things. And besides that, I was a good shot
with a shotgun. I mention them all because they all became useful to we
in America.

On March 1, 1835, I left Liverpool on the ship ALBION and landed in New
York on April 14. When I landed in New York, the talk was about Ohio, Indiana,
and Michigan. I bought a map of Michigan and that was a great help. I came to
Detroit in May. Michigan was a territory then and Detroit was a muddy place.
I helped the French to pry the carts out of the mud in the best streets of the
city. I found out that old Mr. Campau was the owner of the most part of
Detroit and Belle Isle. I got acquainted with a fur merchant. I helped him
pack fur, I found the indians handle the fur better than the white man.

T saw some large horns there. By putting the points on the ground, &
man can walk under them. I asked where the animals live. He sald there were
lots of them within a hundred miles of Detroit. I asked him where and he
said, "north of Port Huron.'

1 thought there was no rest for me £i1l I saw them. He said, "if you want
to see indians, it would pay to go to Malden (near Windsor, Canada) where there
were a good many thousands of them to draw the presents from the Canadian
government.!

They were Canadian Indians. I went the next day. I never forgol the
sight. They came around Lake Huron and across somevhere at Mackinaw Straits.
The trail could be seen for ten years after. They never came agaifi. The
government wouldn't let them. They told me they were the Sioux tribe.

Then I came back to Detroit. Then I went up the river on a BCOW. The
scow was Ifrom Sandusky, Ohio, and the captain wanted me to stay with him all
summer and make him a seine in the winter. He got me to partly promise to
meke a net in the winter. He said Sandusky was a good place for fishlng.

They were going up for shingles. We went across Lake St. Clair and we
stopped at Algonac. It wasn't much. I don't think I went ashore. Then we
went up the St. Clair River. We passed a house and the captain said a man
by the name of Westbrook 1ived there. He owned a great tract of land on the
river that he got from the government for bis services in the war. Well,"
1 said, ""he must be a happy man.' They sald he is not. He is afraid for
his life everyday. They said if they catch him in Canada, he will never
come back alive. ' : .




We went to Newport, now Marine City and then we went back to Port Huron.
It was only a small place. I asked the landlord about the animals with big
horns. He said he saw the indians with such horns and if I wanted to know
where they were, I must see Mr. Jonathan Burtch. He lived seven or eight miles
north of Port Huron on the banks of the lake (Huron). He had some indians at
his place. I asked him some guestions aboul the indians. He said the govern~
ment had them move off some time ago except one indian. He was in the swamp
about one year when he found out that nobody would molest him. He came out
then once in a while. He said those indians you sce in Port Huron are Canadian
Indians. They go at times up to the swamps to hunt. I asked him if any white
people go where the moose and elk are. He said, "no, unless they want to get
away from the sheriff and then steal a boat so they can go out on the lake,"

I stayed at Port Huron for a while and worked. I tried to make friends
with the indians, but I could not.

Sometimes I would rise early in the morning and go to the river with a
troll or a minnow on a hook and throw it out in the river as far as I could.
Sometimes there would be a pickerel on the hook before the line was out. They
would weigh from one to seven pounds.

There was a man and his wife come with butter to the house where I was
boarding. Sometimes the woman would come with a squaw to carry the butter. One
day the landlord asked me if I ever worked on a farm. He asked me if I could
stack hay. He said there was a man there who wanted a man to stack hay. He
said he was a good, honest man and if T made a bargain with him, the man would
pay what he promised. I went with him and his wife about a mile to the bank of
the river. Under some bushes there, he had hidden a bark canoe. It was not
very large. He told me to get into it and sit in the bow. When I stepped in,
T thought it would pitch me out. Then I sat down in the bow, his wife in the
middle, and he stood up in the stern and paddled. He made it spin across the
St. Clair River.

This was the first time I was ever in a bark canoe. I had been in a Welch
carrock. Some people might want to know what a carrock is like. Take a fat
goose and cut his head off and see the body go up the river, tail foremost.
The man sits in the middle of it with his face to the tail and his paddle in
the water and paddles tail foremost. They use them in salmon fishing. There
are two carrocks that go out in the river. They have a net about six rods
long that they drag with a strong current. One has hold of one end of the
net and one has hold of the other end, When the fish run ogainst the strong
current, they strike the net. The men feel it and raise the net up and the
fish is& between them as if it were in a bag. They go to shore and every man
takes his carrock on his back. A big man must have a big carrock and a boy
a small one.

The indians value a bark canoce very highly. There is much labor in nmaking
one of them. They are made like a basket of Norway pine roots and covered with
white birch bark and the bark is fastened with splints and then pitch. I
saw some of them carry 15 indiang.

My friends and I landed at last and two indians came down to the bank and
commenced to talk. I found my friends could talk with the indians. They carried
the canoe up the bank and let it down by the wigwam, bottom side up. I went
home with them and found they had a nice, little farm. T worked for them on the
farm. ) . .
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o One day he came to the house and said to his wife, "I think the indians

are going to have a dance on our flats." She said, 'what makes you think so?"
"he indians are coming from all directions and are stopping on the flat by
the spring,'" he said. It's strange as we gon't get an invitation was her
reply. The man turned to me and asked if I would like to go to an indian dance.
T said, '"yes.," The woman told me T would have to act like a gentleman and if I
acted rough, I would never be invited again. 'You may think they are all drunk,
but they are not. There will be one old squaw there and she will watch you as
closely as a cat watches a mouse. She is the governess that night and she will
hide every gun and knife so the indians will have nothing but their fists to
fight with. You will know the old governess by a big bunch of beads hanging on
her breast. They call it wampum."

I asked them what tribe the indians were and they said they were the
Chippeways. The coat of arms was the turtle. If you ever go in the woods and
see a turtle cut on the bark of a tree, that is their hunting grounds.

Two squaws came to the house and said they were going to have a pow wow and
they said they wanted them to come. The man said, "this man is a brother hunter
and would like to come.'! The squaws looked at me and laughed and said, "he may
come too.! The woman said, "it will be something worth seeing. I have only seen
it once before and it will be a wonder if I ever see it again after tonight."

T msked what it was the woman said. The indians believe that a witch or
wizard has bewitched one of the tribe, an indian, or a Bquawv. They go through
such a performance so that the witch or wizard will die in less than a year.
You will see it all. :

That evening I went with my friends. The woman introduced me to all the
squews, young and old, and said 1 was her brother and had just come across the
big waters. Also that I was a good hunter and could catch fish and that I had
a blanket and no squawe. 'The man introduced me to the indians as a brother hunter.

The camp had a large wigwam covered with bark. In the middle was a little
fire and an.indian lay with his feet to the fire. By his side lay an otter skin
well stuffed. After a little, the music commenced. The drum was two or three
feet of hollow log with a piece of moose or elk skin on it after taking the hair
from it. He did make a noise like a big bass drum and some shot or shook gravel
_in-a gourd. When the music commenced, they danced around this men and every
time they came near him, they took up the otter skin, pointed it at the man
and said, "boo," and put it down. The indians got tired of dancing around the

sick man.

They had some refreshments of corn and venison and some whiskey, but little.
Tn the morning they went to the edge of the woods and cut the likeness of an
indisn on the bark of a good-gized beech tree., The indians stood about four rods
from the tree with a small bow and arrow with the shape of a turtle on the bow.
The indians think those bows are sacred. They walk to a certain place and shoot
at the likeness on the tree. ' Then they cut four poles, four or five feet long
and drive them in the ground in the shape of the four points of the compass
around the tree., Then they took the bark of the poles and painted them red.
They girdle the tree below the likeness. The witch or wizard will die when the
tree dies. They all went away. I saw some of the squaws and they said they were
going up the lake in a big canoe to peel some white birch bark to make sap
troughs and wanted me to go along.’ I thought the best thing I could do was to

stick with them till I found the best hunting ground.
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I went with them. ye had three cances to carry the indian squaws. We went
up the lake north of Burtchville ang there was a big grove of white birch, They
said this was the best time of the Year to peel bark, They pick all trees of the
sSame size and talce only the thin layer of bark on the outside, a 1ittle thicker
than a sheet of brown baper. I asked an olg Squaw how to make a sap trough with
them. She took one of them and doubleq the end of it, made a little hole in it
and put g string in it, tieq it across the top and on both ends. The trough

One indian and I wallted back to Port Huron. He told me after they take care
of the corn they were going to hunt, T asked him where and he pointed north ang
said in the big swamp. I went back to the farm. Tt wag not long before tuo
Squaws came and saig they were going to have a wabanow, That was a dance. They
wanted us to cone the next day. The Canada lady friend said, "the squaws ftook a
great liking to you. I warn you, they try to get you drunk ang marry you to a
Squaw.!  She said, "if you won't live with her, the old squaws will have revenge
on you,'" "yell . gaig Iy "how will I manage itgv "Well," she said, "I think
you licked enough of the blarney stone to manage that.! "Well," said I, "1
should like you to tell me how to manage that affair if Jou were in my place.n
She said, " it should be gimple enough. When the old governess shows you g
pretty squaw, you say, 'Mother, you take a great interest in e, I don't want
8 squaw yet. I don't know where the hunting ground is, I don't know how to
make a wigwam' ang hand her a present. A little silver coin will do and put
your face close to the old squaw's ear and say, '™Mother, don't you think you
will have a nicer one bye and bye?' ang thank her for her advice and ask what
sort of a performance the indians have in their wedding." The woman laughed
and said that a wedding with the indians is very simple. Let me warn you, they
don't want a gentleman with a hite shirt over his pants, nor a gentleman with
a big cross over hig back. The olg Boverness puts the bride and groom on a
pole and the indiang dance around them. And the more whiskey they have, the
more they dance,

We went to the parting dance, 'The man said he was not well, but his wife
said, "I want you to see this feast again and it may be a chance that you wiil
never see another. But I must warn you again that when you are there, you must
doasﬂm]%mmsdm” ﬂmxmnsﬂdhewmﬂdcmm]amrom

" Supper was the first thing. The hunters all sat down with the chief at
the head of them, I was among them, but the Squaws were not. There was a
big roasted raccoon put before the chief and he cut off one hing leg and drew
it through his mouth and handed it to the man on his left and at last, it came
to me. I wished then that I yas away somewhere else, but T had to go through
the same performance, 'The meaning of all this was that if T would not lick
the coon's leg, I wished then bad luck in the winter's hunting.

After the dance coitmenced, the olgd Bquaw pointed to a young squaw who was
very nice. I went to her and told her the same lingo as the woman told me to
and I gave her a half dollar. That filled her eye and the old one said thag
maybe a nicer squaw would come after a while,

They fixed me up with everything I could carry that would be of any use to me,
They laughed and said, "it won't be long before you will be back from this tramp,"

.




We started across the St. Clair River and went up the lake shore till ye got
near the county line by my map. ‘Then we went to the Black River and up the
river. The indians scatter on-both sides of the river to hunt, T kept with
the squaws. I was afraid of getting lost, After g while, we heard a shot

and the squaws stopped. We heard‘another shot and after a little, two indians
came in with a small deer. The squaws skinned the deer and out it up with a
knife, They were very careful to save the brains. We started again and went

to some o0ld camps. Then we stopped and I saw an open place at a distance. The
Squaws sald it was g cranberry marsh and to come with them. It had a good crop
and we picked some for supper,

!

The next morning we started again, but some of the squaws and indians
stayed in the ol4 camp. We went north and travelled all day. Just at night,
we came to an olg camp. I must describe thig camp because it was near the .
center of Sanilac County. There was a big marsh on the east of the camp. I
told one of the Squaws that the water was bag and it would make me sick, She
said, "I know vhere there is good water angd L will go with you."  She said,
"you take your gun." The squaws were beginning to think something of my
shooting. The dogs would scare some partridges and they 1it in the trees,

I would shoot them in the head every time. The squaw and T took and birch
pail and went west, I saw a mark on a tree TOWN 12 (this territory had been
Burveyed the previous year, 1834, under Captain Harvey Parke and all township
lines had been blazed on trees), Ve found the water, It was a well and the
quicksand came up with it. I tasted the water and it was sweet and good,

A short distance away was a tree blazed T 11, .

This was the best spring water I foung in the éwamps of Sanilac County.,
There were blenty of springs along Black River and Elk Creek, but the water
had a sulphur or brackish taste.

That day the indians killed a big cow elk. They skinned her before I saw
her. I went with the squaws to pick cranberries. One squaw laughed and said,
"I wish you would ki1l an  elk with big horns before the indians do.n She
said, "we told the indians you shoot more ducks and partridges and shoot them
all in the head. If you go and stop right near the river you will hear the
voice the elk makes. Tt is not like a dog's voice nor like a horse's voice.
You must be up early. Indians sleep late in the morning, !

I asked her how far it was to the river and she held up her hand and showed
me four of her fingers and said so many miles. I ask her which way and she said,
'"me show you, come vith me." She took me to the line on the trees. I found
that it was the 1ine that I saw when going after the water. When I went back
to the camp, one squaw was taking the hair off the cow elk skin and the grain
with it, They said they were going to make some moccasins. I took the patl and

took out my map. Then I remembered that when the fur merchant gave me the map,
he said, 'it is a map of the place where the mooge and elk are. Don't losge it,
I may want it back,: I said that maybe we'd never see one another again, IHe
laughed ang said, ‘there is too much of John Bull in You to want to sell your
fox skins there.” I had the whole map of St. Clair County which took in thoge
days all of Sanilac and Huron, I hagd a compass the- Canada man gave me, Then
I counted the miles to the lake, just fifteen. I could g0 to Port Huron in a
day and a half that way. : ‘
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A Bquaw came to look for me there and I told her there was no need for them
to look after me, that I could go anywhere. That mark on the tree told me I was
fifteen wiles from Lake Huron. They never looked after me again,

This camp was near where the court house is now (Sandusky, Michigan).

I took my gun, blanket, and hatchet and travelled east through the cran-
berry swamp. In about half a mile T came to some scrub cedar. It was white
cedar., I never did see any red cedar in Sanilac County, I followed the line

It was about 30 feet high and very thick and appeared to be evergreen. White
moss hung from the tops like ribbons, six and eight feet long. They told me
afterwarde that it was black spruce. When I went a mile I found the section
corner, About three quarters of a mile further I found a pine ridge. The
pine ridge was about forty rods on the line east and west. After I went
through the pines, I found a section corner. Another mile east at the edge
of the dry land, I found still another section corner.

I should not say much about it except Sanilac County has had a great
history. This was in the fall of 1835 and in the fall of 1850, it was all
burned and came up in low bush huckleberries. T tock a pole and shoved it in
the bog 15 to 20 feet. Tt burned again in 1871 and again in 1881. There were
about seven sections in this swamp or bog. ) :

I got to Black River and brepared a place to spend the night. It was the
first time that I was alone in the woods. The indians were six miles from me.
I fixed my bed so if anything came to take me away, they would have to come -
through my caip fire. After a while, an owl began to hoot and the wolves began
to howl at a distance and after a while, an old buck came and snorted like a
small steam engine. At last the morning came and I g0t up. After a while I
heard a voice. The squav had said that it was not a bray nor a whisper, T
crept to where it was and saw that there were five of them. One had big horns,
one had small horns, and three had no horns at ali, They ran off and I couldn't
get a shot at them. I went to where they had been ang found the ground all
trampled and wet and found it wag a salt lick. I looked around and saw a big
oak tree with a short body and a big top. I went to the tree and found a sort
of ladder up against it. T climbed to the top and found a place where indians
stopped overnight. T thought this is the place where I'11 stay tonight., I
poked along the river and say three others and then went back to the indian camp.

I was in the tree again before dark. I slept mich better.that night. There
were a good many deer or elk in the lick, but I could not see them.

In the morning I saw three elk come: one with big horng and two with no
horns. The one that hag the horns ran after the one with no horns and made that
voice. The big one came pretty close to the tree and stopped. I was.in. the top
and shot and broke his back. Then I came down and went near him. There he wasg
with his head up and his big horns, which I later found to be five feet, six
inches from the tip to his skull. -

the horns.

Now, what was.I going to do after all my trouble. He was of no use to me,
I could no ccarry his hide nor his horne to Detroit for what I would get for

them. Then I made up my mind to give it to the indians. ‘When I was:looking at
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the elk, I saw something running on a log. I thought it was a squirrel. When he
came near me, he raised his head and I saw it was a marten. Well," said I,
"if your skin was in Detroit, it would be worth more than the skin and horns
of the elk." I made up my mind that there was money in thig part of the country
if T could go to work in the right.way. The question was-what was the right way?

I went to the camp and told the squaws that I shot the elk. They asked me,
'did you kill him?" I said, 'no," and the Bguawsg all laughed and said he is
far off now. I said, 'no, I broke his back." They asked me what I was going
to do with it. I said I was giving it to them. ’"To me? to me?" they all said.
"No," said I, "not to one, but to all of you. You must draw cuts yourselves.
I like you all now, but after a while I may see a squaw that I like better than
any of you.'" "Well," they said, 'you may find a nice ong bye and bye."

Two indians came along and the squaws told them about the elk. Two
indians and three squaws went to where the elk was and T went with them to see
the performance. They shot the elk in the neck and sald they were going to
camp there. I wanted to go to the big cranberry marsh. They said they would
go tomorrow.

They skinned the elk and-hﬁng the meat in a tree with the hide and horns.

The next morning three squaws and three indians started out., We went
north and a little west. . At last we came to the best marsh in Sanilac County.
It was full of cranberries.

I think it was in Town 13 about the west part of range 1h4. I left the
indians and went north to Saginaw Bay. I was looking for small game. I came
back through the country till I struck the county line and then went on the
lake shore. I was looking for a place to land a boat.

I got to Port Huron and went to see my friends. They asked me many questions
about the country and the man said, "I should like to go there and trap, but my
health is poor. If my health were good, I could make money there. I will give
you all the information on how to make your traps and run your lines.! I
asked the woman how I could get clear of the squaws. They will be after me
always. X can't find bread for them in the swamps. The women said, "very
easy, make yourself look like another man and don't let the man at the tavern
know you are up the lake. They will ask him about you.! '

The man asked, "did you see them dress a deerskin?"' I said, “yes and elk
skin' too." The woman said, "that is strange. I haven't. I tried to get them
to dress one here and the squaw said she must have it in the wigwam." The
man said, "it will be a great help to you as dressed déerskins always sell well.!

I went acrosa the St. Clair River to Port Huron and the Sandusky scow was
there after more shingles. I went back with them for the winter and worked at
making nets. In the spring I fished for pickerel and in the summer I fished
for catfish. I spent the winter of 1836 in Sandusky (Ohio). In the fall of
that year I got a small skiff and put it on the scow and all the bread and other
things I would need to last me till the coming April. I had a new gun made and
that gun I have yet., I have killed in Sanilac and Huron counties sbout 1,200
deer and other game. All the money I ever got for meat was fifty cents. I
got that from Thomas 0ldfield. It was a quarter of- a deer. He got that when
he carried the mail from Tuscola. He said they had no meat 'in Port Sanilac.

The last deer I killed was on the Tennessee River. I was a guard on a govern-—
ment steamboat. We were going up the river one morning about sunrise. The boat

-




Was full of soldiers. The pilot called out, "a deer ahead." Tt was Just a

good rifle shot away. ' I suppose there were 200 shots fired at her. She was
Just going into the brush when something turned her around and she went right out
into the river. Then the pilot steered right towards her. T saw some of the
men shoot right down at her head. . There was a boat on.the deck with oars in

1t. I called to some of the men working on the beat to come quickly and shove
the boat out and three of us jumped in it. I told them to pull right behind

the steamboat. The deer rose a few feet from the boat and I knocked her on the
head and got her in the boat. By that time, the steamboat stopped. They pulled
us all in the boat and the captain told some of. the Negroes to skin the deer.
The captain turned to me and said, ''sergeant, you have a claim on that deer.

We will make it right with you." 'The next day I was called up to the cabin to
get my dinner. The venison was cooked real good.

I got my disguise from an old detective. I don't think my mother would
have known me., Nothing happened till we got to Port Huron. T put my things in
the skiff and went up the lake., T stopped at Burtchville and got a pack of the
indians' birch to cover my shanty in place of shingles,

. 1 landed about a mile below Bark Shanty Point (Port Sanilac). I carried
all my things up and hid them in the woods. I got the boat in a creek and got
it up as well as I could. I made up my mind that my motto should be "peace 1if
I can and war if I must.

The first things T carried wers one rifle, one shotgun, one axe, one hatchet,
and one auger. I went across Black River and up Elk Creek where there was a sand
bank and a little spring of water that was pretty sweet. I went to work in
earnest to carry my things and put them safely in the bank, not the county bank,
but the sand bank. I found the white birch bark vas very good. Put the bark
in the right way around anything and in the right way, it would be as good and
as tight as a barrel to bury it in the sand bank.

I worked hard all winter and had good luck. I packed all my furs and
skins and had to make three trips to get them to Port Huron. The mink, martens,
otters, fishers and about thirty wild cats and one lynx, eleven fox, and 150
pounds of dressed deerskin. I took them to Detroit and sold them for gold.

If T worked at anything else, I would have to take my pay in what they call
wild cat money which was very slippery at that time in Michigan.

When I was in Port Huron, I heard them say there were a great many of
McKincey rebels down the St. Clair River and soldiers on the other side. 1 was
going up after my second or third trip with a fourteen pound rifle on my
shoulder and somewhere near Burtchville T met a man. He looked at me and at
the gun end said, "you are going the wrong way." I asked him where he was going
and he said he was going to halp take Canada. I looked at him and sai l, "your
taling Canada will be like me killing the big elk. After I killed him, I had
no use for him and had to ask the indians to take him off my hands. What are
you going to do with Canada after you take it?" The man said that he had
never thought of that before. "Well," said.I, "that's the way it was about the
elk." He said, "I don't think T will g0 any farther.m

After I sold my skins I went to Sandusky (Ohio)} and I fished for catfish
for a month or two. I did the same for several years. I met a good many who
were asking about Sanilac. I met General Harrison at. Sandusky. He was going
to Indiana where he had fought-a big battle with the indians meny years before.
He was then electioneering for president. :
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About the. year 1828, some settlers came to Sanilac and settled in the
southeast side. This was at Steven's Landing and Lexington. I had no acquain-
tance with them then. I was only passing through as a poor trapper. About the
year 1840, the pine hunters came in.

In 1845 I didn't have the disguise any more and met the old squaw in Port
Huron. She hung on to me just as a mother would embrace her son. I had to
promise to come over and see her. I did not want to be all hog as I had made
enough out of them in the dressed deerskins. When I went I found the indians
changed the place of meeting. That night they met in the church and the
preacher looked at me. The old squaw said to the preacher, "this is the hunter
that used to be with us. We thought he was dead, but he is not." The preacher
asked me what countryman I was and I said I was a Welsh man. The preacher
said, "by what the indians said, you were a Welsh man or a Scotch man. They
are the best marksmen, I hope you have no bad intention." I sald, "no sir,

I want to pay them for what they taught me." He said, "my blessings to you.
There are more indians and squaws who want to talk to you." One of the squaws
was with me in the swamp. I asked her how many of them were here and she sald,
"five." I asked her to come and bring the others to Port Huron tomorrow after
breakfast. Then the old squaw said, "I want to introduce you to a very hand-
some squaw.!" The old squaw said, "don't you think she is nice?" I said, ''she
is," and the old squaw said, "I am glad you like her.! After a while the
meeting broke up and the preacher came to shake hands with me. I shook hands
with all of the squaws and most of the indians. The old governess kept the
pretty squaw near me all she could. She was a nice looking woman and she was
half French. I told the preacher I would be there again, but I never saw him
again. ‘

The next morning the five squaws came and I took them to Mr. Dowing's
store in Port Huron. His wife attended them. I asked her how many yards of
calico would make a squaw a short gown. I told the squaws they had the cholce
of the patterns. I told the woman I would pay for the five short gowns. She
called one of the clerks to attend me. He laughed and said, you are lucky
you are acquainted with five. A good many here can't get acquainted with one.
How long have you known them?" I replied, Mabout ten years." I said, "ask
one of the squaws,' and he asked one of the squaws, "how long have you been
acquainted with this man?" She lifted her hand and opened her ten fingers and
said, ''so many years." He said to me, fwhat is your name?" I sald, "John
Jones." He sald, "are you the hunter and trapper I hear so much about?' I
said, "that is my profession.! Then one of the squaws came over and giggled
and said she was going to get her gown made for the wedding. 'The clerk asked
if-she were going to marry the hunter and she said, 'no, I am not nice enough
for him." The clerk then said, '"who is the squaw?" The governess said, "she
is Susan Wapoose. Mrs. Dowing said Susan Wepoose is a very handsome woman.'

I went up to Sanilac and made up my mind to take up a plece of land. I
liked the ridge between the Black River and Lake Huron the best. I know it
would make a good fruilt country. The land along the lake shore was sandy in
some places. Sometimes the trail ran across the shore and sometimes across
a point in the early days. One time there was a gentleman who asked a shingle
maker, "how do you live here?" '"Well,!" said the shingle maker, ''we live here
by shaving. In the summer weShave shingles and in the winter we$have new-
comers.' !'Suppose there are no newcomers?" he was asked. '"Well, then, we
shave each other.!" D

I don't think there were ever many indians between Port Huron and Saginaw
Bay. There were never many signs.’ I hardly ever found an arrowhead or stone
axe nor a burying ground except a turtle cut on the trees.
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When I was in Ohio between Sandusky and Portage River I saw many indian signs. .
There were lote of arrowheads, stone axes, and big mounds. Another man and I dug
in a mound and we found it full of human bones.

I am becoming lazy and indolent. I can't tell the year exactly between 1843
and 1862. I picked a piece of land, the southwest quarter of section 12, .town 1l
north, and range 15 east. That has been my home ever since on a little creek
.called Maple Creek. Sanilac County contained a lot of big timber. Some of it
was marked out by the surveyor., Section 10 and some of the adjoining sections
contain one block of pine of about 1,500 acres. In town 11 north and range 15
east was another stand of pine called the Farnsworth tract. It was said he lost
all in one evening at cards. "The timber was taken off by the white. Another
block the surveyor picked out was in town 1l north, range 16 east, section 28
and surroundings, maybe 1,500 acres. It was bought by Judge Smith of Watertown,
State of New York. It fell into the hands of his son, Garret Swith. There was
a man named George Pack who owned a stony farm near Watertown, New York. Pack
traded the farm to Smith for the pine land. I told Mr. Pack, "you made well in
that trade.” He said, "I made fifteen thousand on that trade." It was the best
tract of pine land in Sanilac County. There was a tract of old locking pine in
Town 9 N, Range 16 B. I think it was in section 6 and they called it the bank
land, There were other big tracts. Judge Reuben Dimond had a great many tracts.
He had one in town 12 north, range 16 east, but the family lost all of it from
the years 1845 to 1852. 'The woods were alive with men looking for pine timber.
There was not much pine weest of range 1l%. The most of the pine was in the east
half of the county. There was good oak in the west part of the county, but the
wood was so heavy that the logs would not float. The first sawmill and dock was
built by Judge Dimond at what we now call Stevens Landing. He had a tract of
pine in the vicinity.

There were two or three brothers keeping a dry goods store in Sandusky
{Ohio). Some of them built a mill and a dock at Lexington. Other docks and
mills were built, one about three miles north of Lexington and a mill was built
at Port Sanilac by an old gentleman named 0ldfield, and another big mill and
dock was built about three miles north of Port Sanilac called Osgood's Mill.
But it was owned by J. L. Woods and was built to cut a block of pine formerly
owned by Judge Dimond. I never saw Judge Dimond. He died in 1846 when 1 was
a itrapper. '

There was another big mill at a place now called Forester. I was in town
13 north and belonged to a company (Imaly, Smith, Kelly & Compeny) somewhere in
the east. There was another mill in Town 1k, but I was never there. Those
- mills were no good for Sanilac County. They got all of the timber out by boat
and as quickly as the timber was gone, the men left too. If you could look at
the Black River from 1848 to 1852, you would think that all of the lumberjacks
from the state of Maine were on the banks of it. Also, all the French from
lower Canada. You would think that all they left back there were the priest
and the sexton. A good many indians would visit Sanilac County. They found
out where my wigwam was but many didn't come near. Sometimes I would give them
tobacco.

One day two squaws came along and they giggled in squaw fashion and said,
"you can't see your nice sguaw any more." I asked why and they said, "{he
governess 1s no good for you any more." I said I would like to see the old
governess. "Well," said one of the squaws, "she will be at her camp tomorrow."
The next day I went to see the old governess and gave her a new pipe and some
tobacco. The old squaw got in good humor and sald, "you were not in a hurry for
a squaw. Maybe another nice one will come along."
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B About the year 1853, there was a jam of logs on Black River near Port
Huron, all of twelve miles long. All the logs came from Mill Creek, BElk Creek,
and the head of Black River. ‘ '

Now for the fisheries of Saniiac County. We had to go out in the lake
about twenty miles to catch white fish. The reason we had to go so far was
that the fish feed on a litile whilte worm in the sand.

To make a marker or buoy for our nets, we cut a pine about thirty feet
long with a big top and trim off all the lower branches. Then we take a big
stone and tie a rope to it about sixty fathoms long. Then wa let the stone
to the bottom of the lake, pull it up about fifteen feet and cut the rope and
tie it to the tree and let go. The tree stood up as if it was growing there.

We used to get about five barrels of white fish and a barrel of trout each time.

One day I was hauling in the nets and the day was still. A 1ittle cloud
was over the sun and I could ses about forty feet down. I saw a big fish away
down and he was near a white fish. I thought he was fast in the net. He kept
near a white fish and it appeared that he never moved. When he came about four
feet from the top I could see he was not fast in the net. I took a gaff hook
and hooked it under him. I got him in the boat and he was the biggest salmon
ever brought in. He weighed forty-six pounds.

I fished one year from a big vessel. We went out on Lake Huron in April
and anchored and had a large skiff to attend the nets. A steamboat came out
to us every Sunday to fetch us what we needed and to take the fish we caught.
About the fourth of July, a United States cutter came to us and said they had
orders from Washington that we must go away within 48 hours or they would sink
us. We had to go. '

I think it was the year 1852. TPive or six men- came to me and said, ‘we
have this township -organized (Washington township) and we have no supervisor.
We want you to take the job." I told them it was out of my profession. They
sald, 'we know you can do it and if you don't, we will lose our organization.!
HWell," said I, "if that is the case, you can put my name on the ticket." And
so they did from that year until 1862. The township then had plenty of money.
There was another man who wanted to be the supervisor, Mr. Arthur Carson.

- Now I have time to look back at the early religion of Sanilac County.
The first was the indians or spiritual mockers about Lexington. The next was the
Mormons. After Prophet Smith moved in from Palmyra, New York, where they dug
the golden plates or where he gaid they dug them. He got a revelation to move
to Kirkland, Ohio., I saw Mr. Smith in Ohio. Mr., Smith had another vision to
move. ‘There were three families stopped in Indiana. They said they had a vision
to move to Sanilac County, Michigan. One family moved on the northwest quarter
of section 18, town 10 north, and range 16 east. They held Mormon meetings
there on Sunday and wanted me to come. My wigwam was in the southwest quarter
of section 12, town 11 north, and range 15 east.

1 did not go on my lines or hunt on Sunday, so I used to go to thelr meetings.
I took my gun with me. I know they were all cowards. I was pretending that I
was afraid of the wolves going through the woods. I said, 'now neighbors, I bet
the first elk I kill against a woodchuck that I can beat all of you shooting
at a mark-whong! whong! whong!

I never thought that three ignorant families; the Deforest, Drown, and
Cooper families should be the head of the Mormon church in Michigan.
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T worked on my farm in the summer of 1861l. I saw some honeybees at my door
“and I followed them about a mile and found a hemlock t{ree. I cut the tree amnd I
found the body of it was about 18 feet long and hollow and full of honey and bees.
I hauled it home like a saw log and put it by my house. I told my friends I was
thinking of going to the upper peninsula. :

But about that time, the government called for six hundred thousand men and
Sanilac County was called to raise one company. Mr. A.M. Clark, Mr. E. Chadwick,
and Doctor W. Brown all asked me to enlist and go in the army. 1 told them I was
too old, but they said I was all right. I saw old George Pack and asked him if
he would take care of my things till I came back. He said he would. I had some
stock and four hundred and forty acres of choice land in Sanilac County. Mr. Pack
gol a man.the next day to move into my house. I told the man he may have all
the increase of the bees, but he must not meddle with my old gun.

I went to see John Simons at Lexington. He was a second lieutenant. T
enlisted in Company K, 22nd Michigan Infantry at Port Sanilac on August 12, 1862,
for a three-year term. I was made a sergeant. They never asked me how old I was,
but they did ask what countryman I was. I told him I was a Welsh man. He put
down that I came from the state of Wales. I think he was drunk then.

. I was going to leave the place and I went to bid old man Pack good-bye. He
gave me his blessing. I don't think he ever gave his blessing to anybody else.
Hov I must 1eave Sanilac Gounly for three years.

I voted for Douglas because I thought the war would pass away. On that I
made a mistake. The same as I did many times before.

Well, I went to Pontiac and joined the regiment. I am not going to give a
history of the regiment, only a little of myself. We were mmking after the
rebels in Kentucky and they had bombed all the bridges and we had to go through
the water to cross the rivers. We were all wet when we got to a crab orchard
just at dark. I wae just going to lie down when the orderly came and called
out, "Sergeant Jones, get your things and report to the adjutant.® VWhen I got
there, they had twenty or thirty men there. I saw old Captain Hatton there,
the oldest captain in the regiment (Captain Ezra C. Hatton of Farmington). He
called me to him and said, "I am tired. You can do just as well as I can. You
go back about a mile the way we came, to a crossroad. The scouts sald there
were a good many rebels following us all day. If they come, try to keep them
back, but make a noise o we can hear you.'"

I found the place. The men were wet and the night was colde They said,
'we must have a fire.," I said, ™"you are crazy. If the rebels come and see
you around a fire, they won't want a better mark. They will out you all down.
But I will look and see if I can find a place where they can't see the fire."
I found one close by and the men made a fire. There was a house near and a N
man from it came and asked who was in command. I asked him what he wanted. He
said, 'Y don't want you to burn all my fence rails.! I said, "the men were
wet and cold and needed a fire.'" He said he had no objection, but he would
fetch all the cord wood we needed from the wood pile if we did not burn the
raeils. After the men carried enough wood, he sat beside us and sald he had
a store at the crab orchard, but the guerillas had solen everything he had.

I found he was a Douglas man. I asked him, "do you think 1f Douglas had
been elected that this war would go on?" He said, "I will ask you one question,
do you know how many votes Douglas got in the rebel states?! I told him that I
did not know, but not many. He said not one and I mean electoral votes and it
would go on the same even if Breckenridge had been elected.
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Then it passed on till the spring of 1864, I was in Chattancoga. The gom~

mander of the company asked me if I ever worked in gardening. I sald, "yes, I
have worked in market gardens." 'He said, "I thought so by the way you handle a
spade.' The next morning the orderly came and called, 'Sergeant Jones, pack
your things and report to the adjutent.!" - When I goi there, I saw forty or fifty
men there. The colonel told me that if any of the men disobey me to send them
back as prisoners under a corporal. We went to the top of Lookout Mountain and
reported to Chaplain Whitcomb. I think he was the chaplain of the Ninth Michigan
Regiment. One of the men I had with me was Mathew Peak (Mathew Peak of Sanilac
township enlisted at Port Sanilac on August 12, 1862, in Company K, 22nd Michigan
Infentry). When we went up on Lookout Mountain, it was cold at night. The
chaplain said he wanted us to make a garden for the hospital.. There were other
men from two other regiments working there. I locked at the work -and knew they
did not know much about gardening. It looked like a woman's garden. The

- chaplain asked me if I knew anything about a garden and I sald, "I have worked
in a garden in England." I said, "do you want your garden looking nice now?"

He said, "they don't look very nice now. I will leave it to you. Do the best
you can." Then I had my own way and the chaplain was well pleased.

The weather got nice on the mountain, but the nights were cold and dampe.
Tn the course of time I had to go down to the valley on business. 1 had to get
cabbage plants. I went past the regiment and saw the colonel. He said, "the
chaplain gives you credit for a fine garden." I said, "I'm glad to hear it. I
always try to do my best.” We began to pick onions and other vegetables and
thought we were going to have a good place &ll fall.

But about the last of July a man ceme along with a piece of paper in his
belt. He handed it to me and it was an order for me to turn everything over,
take my men and rejoin the regiment as quickly as I could. It was not long
before we were on our way down the mountain. When we got to Chattanooga all
the regiment was sboard the railroad cars ready to move. The colonel said,
ttare all the men here?" T said, 'yes sir.! By that time I wes on top of a car
and we were going to Raccoon Mountain. Aifter the fall of Atlanta, the 22nd
regiment came back with General Thomas. The 22nd regiment was the headquarter's
guard. The second day after we returned to Chattanooga the orderly came to ue
and sald, "Sergeant Jones, you must pack end report to the adjutant.” I did not
like it very much as I was tired. We had just walked .from Atlanta-about 200 miles.
I looked over the men and I think there were 45 or 46 of them. The adjutant
counted them and said, *report to Captain Somebody.? I have lost the name now.
He was the captain of transportation. They told me to report to Captain
Lathrop on the steamer #Missionary.!! After I was there about two months, an
orderly came with a dispatch for me. I was ordered to take the men back to the
regiment. I showed the orders to the captain and he said, gon't. go until I
coie back.'" He walked uptown as fast as he could. He was not gone very long
when he came back and said, #it is all right. Don't go for a little while."

It was not long before an orderly came with a dispatch ordering me to stay on
the steamer and send the men to the regiment with a corporal. I stayed with

thé boat until spring and the captain said, "Sergeant, I can get along without
you now, but you are just as well here as any place else." I stayed there

until the regiment was discharged. I was mustered out at Nashville on June 26,
1865. I got back to Senilac County early in August. When I was in Port Huron
that fall, I saw some of my indian friends. They said they knew I was a soldler
and they were glad to see me back. The chief sald, '"we shall have a hunt
together when I come back.' '
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The supervisor had just moved out of Washington township and the board
nominated me in his place. The township was in bad shape. When I went on my
0ld farm the old man sald the tree.is still full of bees. When I cam back, it’
was not hard to get acquainted with the ladies. I found one and married her.
About a year later, she presented me with a boy and sald he was mine. He is
now about eix feet tall. She found five girls somewhere. In sixty-seven, the
four squawa came in the house. I was not home at the time. There were two very
old squaws and two young squaws. My wife told me¢ that oxne of them was the hand- -
somest woman she ever saw, was dressed very costly and about twenty years old.
They played with the baby about two hours and went away. That was the last time:
the indians were around.

They hadn't gotten all of the pine off when I came back from the army. We
worked until everything was cut: pine, cedar, and black cherry. All of the big
cedar was made into telegraph posts and shipped away and the cedar posts all
went the same way. That left the woods full of dead timber.

In the year 1866 I was pupervisor again. That spring I planted ten acres of
orchard. I paid two hundred dollars for trees and thought I was getting along
better than when I was in the army paying taxes on 440 acres of land out of the
small salary they give you to carry a musket. But I liked to carry a musket
if my pay had been better.

Time passed away until spring of 1871. We had but 1ittle rain in the spring
and none in June. The fire began to run in July and August and went through
my orchard and took the apples on the trees. The fire kept burning all fall.
On the 8th of October, that night was the worst. There was still smoke in the
woods on New Year's Day. _ '

" That was the first setback for this part of the country. There were many
people who needed relief. John Cleland, the supervisor, came to my house that
fall and said the governor asked him to find out how much people lost in the fire.
He wanted to know how much I lost. I told him I would mention the things and
he could set the price. I mentioned the things and he set the figures. After
we got done I said, "how much does it come to?'! and he said, "a little over
thrée thousand dollars." I told him I would like to get a little money to
replace my orchard. He msaid, '"we don't pay any money." I sald, "what do you
pay?" and he said, "something to keep the soul and the body together until
spring." I paid, "I think I won't starve this winter." Mr. William Thonpson
kept the store at Carsonville. He had some relief hay end he sent me word to
come and.get some of it. He showed me fifty-pound bales of it. I sald, "I may
come end get some of it." I saw Mr. George Pack and told him about the offer.
He said, "Johmny, I would not dirty my hands with it. That is not all the
damage the fire did. It killed all of the fish in Black River.'' I never sav a
fish or a c¢lam in Black River since end the fish in the lake failed about that
time. I think the smoke killed them. When I was fishing, we used to get not '
less than a thousand pounds a day. Other things failed the same way-the elk and
the deer disappeared.

The fire of 1881 came the same way, but I did not lose as much as I did in
187.. Two men came to my house. One was Mre Barrett, the preacher of St. David
Mission and the other was Bishop Harris and handed me twenty dollars that was
from the bishop, I told them I did not want alms as long as I -was able to work.
They said the church wanted me to have it. The bishop and I were always good
friends.
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He used to get me to repeat the Apostles Creed and the ILord's prayer in
the Welch language. The missionary came again and gave we ten dollars. That’
was all the alms I ever got and it is now the year 1890,

And I never got any army pension and I don't think I ever will. When they
gave me my discharge, they said they did not know any reason why I could not
re-enligt. I did not spend the balence of my time in the convalescent camp
and if anybody wants to know my record in the army, I belonged to the 22nd
Michigen Infantry, Company K, and I was Sergeant Jones in the company,

I have no reason to grumble, I get two meals a day of good food. I keep
myself looking as at parade dress and I walk to my church with my head uncovered.
You would not think that I was over fifty years old and if you want my likeness,
wy friend, Honorable Richerd D. O'Keefe can get you one.. He has known me since
he was a boy.




