 “I was commissioned as second lieutenant in the 6th United States Infantry, October 1, 1867. (At the time, I lacked a few weeks of being nineteen years old.) I left my home, at Louisville, Kentucky, to join my command. The 6th Infantry was stationed in the Indian Territory, its headquarters being at Fort Gibson. 
(I) journeyed from Fort Gibson to Fort Arbuckle…The garrison of Fort Arbuckle consisted of two companies of Infantry and two troops of cavalry. As both of the other officers of my company were absent, I assumed command of the company— a real test of the ability of a youthful lieutenant. (There were sixty men in the company, thirty-five of whom were Irishmen who had been recruited in the Bowery in New York City.)
During the winter of 1867-8, Doctor Congdon, acting assistant surgeon, Horace Jones, the interpreter and guide, and myself spent much of our spare time in hunting with a pack of hounds. The game consisted principally of wild cats, ’coons and ’possums, as deer and turkey were scarce in the immediate vicinity of the Fort. 

In the spring of 1868, General Benjamin H. Grierson, colonel of the 10th Cavalry, with four troops of his regiment— two from Fort Gibson and two from Fort Arbuckle— left Fort Arbuckle on an expedition westward to the Wichita Mountains, with instructions to select the site for a new military post. 

The night we were camped east of Snyder, we were joined by a band of Comanche braves who were starting on the warpath against the Apaches. We invited the chief to take dinner with us…That night, the Comanches had a war dance, during the course of which they boasted of the scalps they had taken, telling when and where they had taken them. Horace Jones told us that he was satisfied that several of the scalps of which they boasted thus were those of white people but that the Indians were careful not to say so. 

We were in camp at Fort Cobb when General Custer attacked and destroyed the village of the Cheyenne chief, Black Kettle. Our first news of that affair was brought to the post by a band of professed friendly Indians who came to the post for protection. They reported that eighteen soldiers had been killed. 

  While I was in command at Fort Arbuckle, Governor Cyrus Harris, of the Chickasaw Nation paid me a visit and brought me a copy of a treaty between the Chickasaw Nation and the United States, calling my attention to the fact that the commanding officer of the post was the judge in all matters in dispute between the Indians and the whites. I had occasion to exercise this prerogative several times. 

Although I saw many Indians at Fort Cobb and at Camp Wichita, including many of their leading chiefs, three were leading chiefs of the Kiowa tribe, namely, Lone Wolf, Satank and Satanta. Lone Wolf was about fifty years old when I knew him in 1870…His face showed the lines of intelligence and his eye was keen and quick. He was not a man of many words and he weighed them carefully before speaking. He was decidedly diplomatic… and was always dignified. Among army officers traders and Indian service officials he was regarded as a man of very great natural ability and one who would have made his mark in the world had he been educated. 

Satank was an older man than Lone Wolf, being about sixty when I knew him…Physically, he was a small man… but he was generally regarded as a man of superior ability…He was reputed to be cruel and blood-thirsty.
In the late fall of 1871, my company was transferred from Camp Supply to Fort Dodge, Kansas. Fort Dodge had an unsavory reputation, even among army posts of that region, in those days. As no liquor was allowed to be sold at any of the posts in the Indian Territory, there was a tendency to drink to excess just before leaving Fort Dodge. This served to give Fort Dodge a reputation for carousal and revelry that was unequalled by that of any other post on the western frontier. 
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