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Locked in Lonely Cabin With

WILD CATAMOUNT
Turpentine Worker in a Primitive Battle

with the Fiercest Member of
All Cat Family

That backward step came near being fatal to Rule Jackson, for as he
moved, the giant cat launched itself with a scream straight into his face.

By WILLIAM HORNE

if-HE Okefenokee swamp is a
I wild, awe-inspiring region.

!Like a world of its own, it
,stretches from far up in
IGeorgia down and into the state
of Florida, nearly a thousand
square miles of wildness and
tropical beauty.
; Giant saurians abound plentifully
in the shallow waters and lie bask-
ling on banks of silt throughout the
'region, and the dim game trails
are still the haunts of deer and bear
jand timber wolves, . loxes and
rcoons, 'possums, otter, beaver and
party species of the dat family.
But the meanest of all members,

'pi the feline tribe that prowl the
fastness of the swamp is .thse‘catir•
;mount.
He is not so voracious Or Wel:

cious as his close brother, the pan-
ther, but he is, nevertheless, a kill-
er, and scas-cely a day that passes
,he fails to take his gruesome toll.

; He grows to enormous lengths.
!Catamounts that measured eight
feet from nose to tip of tail and that
alanced the scales at 180 pounds

'have been killed in this swamp.

'As a rule the catamount is vicious
:and quarrelsome, sometimes killing
dor the sheer love of killing, and
'although generally very much
afraid of man, he has been known
to attack without warning and kill
la lone native with his savage, rip-
ping claws and terrible teeth.

Catamount Is Bloodthirsty.

i Many natives of the swamp carry
hideous scars in mute testimony of
the blood-thirsty nature of this giant
killer of the Southland's little-known
Jungle. Rule Jackson, a turpentine
worker who lives alone in a one-
room cabin of cypress slabs well
within the swamp limits, probably
knows more about the nasty temper
and fighting prowess of the Okefen-
okee catamount than any living na-
tive.

lie carries deep scars on both up-
pr arms and across his chest, ard

livid mark down his cheek from

his forehead to his chin from the
raking talons of one of the mur-
derous felines, and he recalls vivid-
ly the details of the hand-to-hand
encounter that came near costing
him his life.

Lonely Linemen's Havens.
At different points in the swamp

the turpentine crews have small,
one-room cabins for the conven-
ience of workers when they are

i caught away from their homes at
' nightfall.

These "line cabins", as they are
called, are equipped merely with a
crude bunk, a small wood stove and
a few cooking utensils, arid when
a man knows he will be toe far

. away from his home at dark to con-
veniently return for the night, he
takes with him a small supply of.
uncooked food and prepares it at
the line cabin at the end of the day.
Rule Jackson was caught several

miles from his home one evening
at nightfall. He had with him a
small supply of bacon, meal and

. coffee, and with first dark made his
way alone to the nearest cabin, half
a mile distant.

On his arrival there he found the
cabin door open, but this did not
surprise him, for men were care-
less, and he had found the same
thing many nights before.
So he crossed the small clearing,

taking with him a small tin trough
filled with raw resin, applied a
match and placed the improvised
flambeau just outside the doorway
so he would have sufficient light
to prepare the evening meal.

Mosquitoes, aroused with first
dark, came down in swarms, and
this smoking torch served to drive
them off.

Flee to Face With "Cat."
But he never prepared the eve-

ning meal. For he had no more
tean swung the sack of uncooked

food from his shoulders as he
crossed the floor of the tiny cabin
toward the stove than there came
to his ears a low, ominous snarl
from the doorway behind him.

He swirled about and peered into
the deep shadows where the flickfr-
ing light failed to touch, but saw
nothing. He walked toward the
door' with the, intention of . bringing
the dancing light inside, but as he
neared the open door the growl 
Came again. This time it was dead-
lier and nearer. He swung the door,
half shut and looked behind it in
the corner of the room.

He froze at what he saw. Scarce-
ly five feet away crouched a long,
dark form. Green eyes glowed from
the darkness upon his face.

7He had no weapon except a keen-
edged hunting knife hmalways car-
ried in his sheath at his belt. is
hand sought its hilt, and-WithOut
taking his eyes from those . gleam-
ing orbs behind the door he slowly.
drew it and stepped backward.1
But that backward .step cerne.

near being fats) for Rule' Jtiekson,
for as he t si the giant cat
launched it . with sa. scream
straight up into his face.

Locked With Death.

111.Days That are Gone]

Rule Jackson screamed,stoo, and
as he did he fell backward •bard
against the open door. Itsslamtned
violently and the crude WoOden
latch clicked in place and held it
shut.
Then the catapulting body crashed

full into his chest, and with a cry
on his lips he was carried backward'
to the floor.
He threw up his armia to ward off

those clawing talons and raking
fangs. The cat's claws sank deep
into his forearms and ripped them
to the bone.
Madly, savagely he thrashed ow

with feet and flailing arms, and war,
:ow snarling gaspr th^ hg
raked him mercilessly wsli iers,as:
claws.
He felt hot blood run entVil h

leek from a long, deep gash across
eit face, and he felt the needle-
sharp claws lay his chest wide open.

One of his arms encircled the
tawny attacker's rippling shoulders, ,
and now he thought for the first
time of the keen knife in his •
clenched, bloody fist.
In desperation he struck out at

the heaving side, he felt the point
sink deep, he drew it out and with
sobs on his lips drove it in again
and again and again.

Blade Holds Balance.

The big cat screamed in agony
and raked its rear feet up and
down in terrific jerks that would
have disemboweled Rule Jackson
had he not swerved his lithe body
aside and once again he drove home
the long knife.
This time the great claw that had

been clutching him like a giant hand
on one ripped shoulder jerked away
and there came a shrill, trembling,
agonizing cry from the open mouth
there so close to his face in the
dark.

It died away to a gurgling moan
and he felt the heavy body go limp
and slide to the floor beside him.
For a long time after the cat had

died from the final thrust through
its savage heart Rule Jackson lay
there gasping for breath and dizzy
and sick from the pain and loss of
blood.
Finally he managed to crawl to :

the door, open it and pull himself
erect and stagger off through the
trees to the house of a friend four
miles distant.
Rufus can't remember how he

managed those. tour miles through.
the thick swamp, but he did. And
the surgical skill of his friend,
learned during years of life in .
the great swamp, although crude, '
saved him from certain death.
He will always carry deep scars

of that encounter with one of the
swamp's worst denizens.

C Bell Syndieste.—WNU Service.

St. Ignatius in 1883
This country seems so full of inter-

esting people that one does not have to
look far for a good story.
This one comes from a kindly, white-

haired woman who came to the Mission
as a small child in 1883. Her father,
Wm. Dowd was one of General Sheri-
dan's Raiders and soon after the Civil
War was transferred with his young
wife, whom he had married in New
York, to the Presidio at San Francisco.
From there the soldiers were sent to
Klamath, Oregon.
Here he was given the contract to

carry mail from Colville to Spokane, 80
miles distant. The mail was carried
on horseback. In 1882 that mail route
was discontinued and he was given the
contract to carry mail from Ravalli
across the reservation and as far as
Dayton and Ashley on the West shore.
In 1883 he sent for his family. As he

was away with the mail that day he had
an Indian meet them at Ravalli and
they drove to the Mission in a terrible
storm. Her brother, Davy, who was
six years old at the time was given the
Indian name of Steepay, meaning storm
and was always called that by the In-
diana.
One year after the family had moved

there, her father was drowned at
Brown's Crossing below Arlee as he was
fording the river during high water.
This left her mother alone with four

small children. She kept the mail con-
tract for 8 years, hiring various men
to make the trip.
At that time the only other white

people there were the post trader, Alec
DeMers and family, four Sisters of
Providence and the resident priest,
Father VanGorp.
By special permission the Dowd

children were allowed to attend th
Sisters school as it was strictly an In-
dian school.
She tells of the time when the widow

of General Custer visited the school and
the children read for her. At that time
she was in tile west getting material
for her book, IBoots and Saddles."
Also Capt. Jack Crawford, partner of

Buffalo Bill came and read some of his
poetry and sang some of his poems to
the tune of Red River Valley.
Pierre Paul and Lala See came often

to church and to trade. Pierre Paul had
an 'ugly 'reputation even then but Lela
See was a very kind, and fine looking
man.
The worst otitlaw and bad man at

that time was Laurence Finley who was
stabbed by a nephew of Pierre Paul and
died a few weeks ago. He was always
being hunted by sheriffs and Indian
Police.
She recalls how ter4r-stricken she

was at seeing Finley ,strapped to a horse
his arms bounds aid being herded
ahead of five Indian policemen and
the sheriff following. It seems the
policemen were amusing themselves by
euirting his Simie ever so often causing
It Ito jump with the helpless iamn. .
Lela Bee was living at the Mission

Part of the time he was being hunted
for murder. his friends' keeping hire
hidden in their teepees. 'Both he and
Pierre Paul were brought to the Mission
for burial after they were hung for
tbeir Crimea. There was great wailing
and excitement all night ahd much re-
sentment against white man's justice.
Perhaps a great many of us thought

of this country as the native habitat of
the buffalo, but Mrs. McCormack re-
members the first ,two ever seen here.
They were driven in by an Luellen call-
ed Walking Coyote, and several riders,
from the Swan River country. This
tarted the herd which was later sold
o Michael Pablo and Chas. Allard.
They were later sold to the Canadian
sovernment and that Is another story
which will be told later.
We had few pleasures those days, she

said. but the greatest was given by Mrs.
beMers who was a fine musician. At
lint she had an organ which she sold
to the Poisons who lived at the -foot of
:he lake," and had a piano sent from
St. Paul.
She tells of coming here to see the

first steamer come in across the lake
with an excursion load of dudes from
the east. Pablo was persuaded to drive
his herd of buffalo down to the waters!,
edge so the people could see them. d
At Ronan which was only Spring

Creek at that time, there was a trad-
ing post and the sub.-agent named
Jones. Lizzie Jones, his daughter had
just come from school in Spokane. She
was a great friend of the Dowd girls
and had a great, if somewhat fearful
interest in Indians.
There had been an Indian killed at

the encampment and Lizzie wanted to
view the body and talked Davy and his
sister into driving round by the camp
The nearer they got to camp the more
nervous the girls became, and when
they were stopped by several Indians
horseback they were more than ner-
vous. The men asked "what do you
want?" "Nothing," said Davy. "Why you
come?" "Oh, just come.' "What name?"
"Davy Dowd,' he said. They talked
among themselves and even Davy be-
gan to get nervous when his sister had
an inspiration "Don't you know Steep-
ay" she asked. Their faces cleared, they
knew him by that name and took the
young people into camp and to the tent
where there was the usual walling forthe dead and then they with others.
had to march around the gruesome
bloody corpse and take its hand in a
gesture of farewell.

Lizzie all but fainted and her inter-
est in Indians began to wane from that
time.
Dave was subpoened later to appear

at the trial of the murderer and was
much more afraid of appearing in court
than of all the outlaws on the reserva-
tion.
He was stock inspector for many

years befofe his death and was well
known.
Mrs. McCormack tells of the rancn

they rented that once belonged to
Walking Coyote. It WRS at the junction
of Mission Creek and Mud Creek with
the Big River (Pend d' Oreille). Theyalways called it Big River then. There
in the most beautiful setting one could
Imagine was a well built log cabin which
no Indian would go near as it was
inhabited by the ghost of Walking
Coyote who was murdered. His wife,
Sabine Mary, was buried in the cellar.
The Moiese was a cattlemen's para-

dise and they turned their cattle to
graze there using the cabin for a Came- I

Mrs. McCormack enjoyeà that part of
her life very much—the long rides on
a horse, the cattle coming down to
drink in the evenings and the big river
rolling by made a never to be forgotten
memory. Would that we all had one
as beautiful.
Mrs. Vincent McCormack who told

me of those early days was Agnes
Dowd. She as well as her sister Lizzie
still live at the Mission, also an older
brother who works for the reclamation.

Mrs. Chas. Buell,

AT THE HOSPITAL
Mr. and Mrs. M. J. Herreid are par-

ents of a son born today.
Mrs. Leonard Marsh underwent an

appendectomy operation yesterday.
Carl Johnson of the Johnson fox farm

is a medical patient.
Mrs Rusell Vessey of Ronan was a

medical patient a few days this week.
Mr. and Mrs. C. H. Joy are parents

of a daughter born Sunday.
Ruby Taylor, daughter of Frank Tay-

lor of Hot Springs, was able to leave
the hospital this week after being treat-
ed for a broken collarbone which she
sustained in an automobile accident last
Friday.
Mrs. R. J. Harris is a medical patient.
John Lacock was able to leave last

Friday after being treated for a dislo-
cated elbow.
Thomas Reid is a pneumonia patient.

Local News Notes

at the home of his sister, Mrs. Frank
Richardson in Ronan.
Mr. and Mrs. Bob Carson and family

of Poison spent Sunday at the E. B.
Peppard home,
The Leon Study Club held its regular,

meeting at the home of Mrs. Lee Big-
gerstaff Friday afternoon with fourteen
members preesnt. Mrs. R. Mitchell, Alice
Llewellyn and Mrs. Goettsche and Hel-
en Johnson were visitors. The meeting
opened with singing of "Montana" and ,
repetition of the club creed. Lora Ran-
dall and Nellie Williamson conducted
parlimentary drill. Mable Violette con-
ducted the business session. Laura Ol-
sen and Fern Cary were named as del-
egates to the June Federation meeting,
with Lela Steitz and Maude Kerns as
alternates. A program of Mother's day
quotations by each member and a piano
solo by Betty Biggerstaff was enjoyed.
This meeting was the semi-annual 41111.111111111.11.111111111
birthday party and the remainder of
the afternoon was spent in a social way. SATURDAY, MAY 22
The hostesses were Lucille Williamson,
Lora Randall, Virginia Jensen, Jose-
phine Biggerstaff, Anora Belisle and
Fern Cary. Refreshments were served,
the tables being very prettily decorated
In a red and white color scheme, with
red tulips as a centerpiece. The next
meeting will be held at the clubhouse.
Mirian Keller and Fern Cary will be
hostesses and Vivian Billings will give a
book review with biography of the auth-
ors given by Lela Steritz.

FRIDAY, MAY 21
Lucky Numbers Win

Play Screen°
and

Seventeen persons attended the
Mr. and Mrs. Everett Kershner are clothes cleaning demonstration at the

parents of a six-pound boy, born May home of Mrs. B. J. Violette Wednesday.
11th at the Dunn home. Mrs. Kershner A covered dish luncheon was served at
and son expect to return to their home noon and the remainder of the day was
today, givem to the demonstration, which
Harold Gregg, Eddie Pinkney, Gwynn proved very interestins and instructive.

Neifert and Al Cameron attended the The Leon Farmer's Union will hold itsElk's boxing card at Kalispell Monday regular meeting at the cluthouse onevening. The local fans were very Friday evening. This will be a jointmuch disgruntled by what they con- meeting with the Marto local and allsidered a "lousy" decision in the main members are urged to be present. Theevent which gave Spider McCallum of Juveniles will meet in the clubroom for

of
anverthe nod over Mickey Martin their regular meeting..

Alice Ross began her duties as clerk
at Hubbard's Pharmacy the first of the
week.
Dr. and Mrs. Bert Koons and Mr. and

Mrs.
Wednesday.
V. L. Holding were Missoula call-ers

Paul G. Wapato is broadcasting each
Monday, Wednesday and Friday even-
ings from 8:15 to 8:45 o'clock over radio
station EGEZ at Kalispell, Evangelist
Wapato conducted a series of meetings
in Poison last month which were well
attended and his radio broadcasts will
no doubt be well received. He plans to
be in Kalispell for the next two or
three months.

Leon and Vicinity
Mrs. F. Belisle and children of Poison

visited at the Hen Olsen and Bert Olsen
homes Friday.
Mrs. T. Moore of Ronan called at the

Robert English home Saturday evening.'
H. E. Wining left last week for Coulee

Dam, where he expects to be employed.
Mr. and Mrs. G. W..Kerns and grand-

daughter of .Poltioi were Sunday dinner
rests at the James Kerns home.
Marten rhorshein spent the week end
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Wu your flows and save labor!
•

* GET YOUR CIRCUS TICKETS HERE *
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A FLOOR POLISHER! 

Dewey
Lumber

Co.
Illonsebuilders-

• Do you want satiny waxed
kora? Rent a Johnson electric

tiocc polisher faraday. No effort

to run. No pushing or bearing

down.

Shabby floors change to beauti•
ful glowing wood when you give

them a protavve wax-polishing.

This new improved Johnson

machine rented at mull coat.

Delivered at no extra charge.

Matinee 2 p.
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WILLI:AMS ,

STARTS-
Saturday, May 22

Special Premier Showing
11:15 p. m.

After Regular Saturday Show

-M-G-M's
GREATEST
MUSICAL
ROMANCE!

aYiliffeJOHN
BARRYMORE

A
ROBERT Z. LEONARD

Production
Produced by
Hunt S.:embers

Shows All Day Sunday
1:30-3:15-5:05-7 and 9

SHOWS MONDAY 7 and 9 p. m.

TUESDAY, May 25

BANK NITE
Big Cash Drawing

WED.-THURS., May 26-27
Remember William Powell in "After
The Thin Man?" He is a riot in
this one

FRANK

° MORGAN
JESSIE RALPH
NIGEL BRUCE

Miss Plitt Zeralon, Aerial Performer, with Barney flees. Chews


