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CHARLIE REYNOLDS, ONE OF THE GREATEST OF MONTANA
SCOUTS, WHO MET A TRAM DEATH WOTH GENERAL CUSTER

By E, A. Brininstool, Copyrighted,
1920, by Hunter, Trader and

Trapper.

T
HE American youth of this day
and age who reads the stories of
life in what was known as the

"Far West" of forty-five and fifty
years ago, has formed in his mind his
conception of what the "scouts of the
Plains" looked like; and they gener-
ally run in a fashion somewhat to
this:

A picturesque figure, dressed from
head to foot in fringed buckskin,
with wide sombrero, long hair, an
eagle eye, a belt full of weapons and
a thirst for Indian blood.

There were quite a few of that
sort. Some of them drifted into the
Wild West show business after the
Indian had accepted the inevitable
and became a reservation ward of
Uncle Sam. Generally speaking,
however, such specimens of the fron-
tier were loud in proclaiming their
own prowess; ever ready for news-
paper notoriety and were their own
best press agents. But the men who
"did the business," who were the
most reliable scouts, trailers, guides,
hunters and plainsmen, were chary of
notoriety, avoided publicity, cared
nothing for public praise and detest-
ed anything that smacked of bragga-
docio. And as a rule they never wore
buckskin nor long hair.
Among this latter class was the

subject of this simple sketch, Charley
Reynolds, one of the bravest, most
modest, unassuming and best-loved
of all the plainsmen of the seventies,
who met a tragic death with Reno's
command in the battle of the Little
Big Horn, down along the banks of
that stream on June 25, 1876. His
fame as a hunter and scout was sec-
ond to none among all the noted
plainsmen of his time—indeed his
prowess as a slayer of big game was
marvelous, and the Indians looked
upon him with awe and admiration,
believing that he had supernatural
aid on his hunts.

Historians have left us very little
about the early life of Charley Rey-
nolds, or "Lonesome Charley," as he
was known, because of his extremely
modest deportment and reticent man-
ner. Some twenty-five years ago,
James H. Taylor, at that time a well-
known newspaper man of the Dako-
tas, and prior to that time a hunter
and trapper of considerable fame,
wrote a wonderful book called
"Frontier and Indian Life," now very
scarce and out of print, and from its
covers the following has been glean-
ed about Charley Reynolds:
"One day in the early summer of

1870 there appeared at the lower
Painted Woods of the then territory
of Dakota, a young man about 26
years of age, swinging a Sharps 44-
caliber rifle over his shoulder, and
leading a pony in pack. He unosten-
tatiously gave his name as Charley
Reynolds, and his occupation that of
a professional huntsman.
"This young man was about five

feet eight inches in height, heavy-set
and somewhat round-shouldered. A
pair of keen gray eyes, habituated to
a restless, penetrating look, with ra-
ther unsociable, non-communicative
habit. His voice was soft in expres-
sion—almost feminine — and what
was more unusual among rovers of
the border, he used no tobacco in
any form, nor was he ever seen by
his companions under the influence
of intoxicating liquor.
"He had passed the previous win-

ter around the old Grand river agen-
cy, and at Gayton's ranch on the east
bank of the Missouri river, nearly op-
posite the Standing Rock. In the
early spring he moved up near Fort
Rice, and while there first displayed
his retnarkable gifts as a hunter that
made him so much notoriety along
the Upper Missouri country.
"He contracted with the post com-

missary to supply the garrison of
Fort Rice with all the fresh meat
needed at the post. His fame as a
successful hunter spreading up the
river, the officers of Fort Stevenson
also requested him to furnish that
post in like manner.

"It was while hunting in the
Painted Woods that 'Reynolds' luck'
became a word of whispered familiar-
ity among envious hunters, and vari-
ous studied explanations were indulg-
ed in by disappointed nimrods who
could explain their own disappoint-
ment as being game stalkers decid-
edly out of luck.
"Reynolds' intuitive knowledge of

the habits of wild animals, such as
elk, antelope and deer, was marvel-
ous, and could only have been gained
by a very close study of the habits
of those animals. He would often
gay he would kill a deer or elk feed-
ing at a certain place on a certain
kind of herb or vine at a certain hour
of the day; and he would almost in-
variably return from the hunt with
a token of the accomplishment of his
promise.
"The large amount of game killed

by the solitary rifle of this extraor-
dinary hunter became a subject of
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much discussion among the neighbor-
ing Indian tribes, who, to a certain
extent, depended for food upon the
very game which Reynolds was kill-
ing. The feeling particularly grew
upon the Indians of the Fort Berthold
agency, many of whom were them-
selves good hunters; but Reynolds so
far eclipsed them all that they be-
lieved he was 'heap big medicine,'
and possessed of unknown superna-
tural power.

"The climax to the Indians' pa-
tience and forbearance was finally ex-
hausted in the matter during the win-
ter of 1874, when Reynolds started
out from Fort Berthold for an elk
hunt- along the Little Missouri river,
taking along as companion for the
trip one Peter Buchamp, a half-breed
Arickaree. At the mouth of Cherry
Creek they came upon a herd of eight
elk, and Reynolds killed them all
without scarcely changing his posi-
tion. After dressing them they load-
ed as much of the meat on the wagon
as it would hold, and then, after
cacheing the balance against wolves,
they returned to the agency. 13u-
champ was an intelligent half-breed
and at times disposed to play upon
the credulity of his red brothers. He
half-believed himself that Reynolds
had some magic charm whereby he
brought the game within reach. After
his return from this hunt, Buchamp
related to the Indians a wonderful
story about the 'White Hunter Who
Never Goes Out For Nothing'—which
name the Indians had bestowed upon
Reynolds. Buchamp detailed to the
Indians the story of finding the elk
tracks. He then said that as soon as
Reynolds had assured himself that
the trail was fresh, he had taken
from an inner pocket a black bottle
and poured out some of the contents
along the trail. He then sat down
on a log for the course of an hoer
or so, when every elk in the band re-
turned in its own tracks, and Rey-
nolds had nothing to do but shoot
them down.
"As might have been expected, this

story aroused the jealous, famine-
haunted savages to a pitch of super-
stitious fury. Reynolds, all uncon-
scious of the gathering storm, was
resting quietly at Trader Malnorie's
house. Suddenly the place was sur-
rounded by about two hundred Gros
Ventres. The yelling Indians demand-
ed that Reynolds give up the black
bottle—that source of all the mis-
chief, and the cause, so they sup-
posed, of this decimation of the wild
game thereabouts. The refusal of
the bottle was death. Reynolds, of
course, denied possession of any such
magic charm, and some of the Ind-
ians drew their knives and made a
rush for his team, hitched close by,
with the evident intent of cutting
the threats of his horses, Reynolds
leveled his rifle at the mob, with the
remark that the first Indian who
touched a horse was a dead man. The
aim of his well-known deadly gun
had its effect, and the Indians slunk
away."

At this point of his story, Taylor
branches off into some of Reynolds'
early life history, as follows:

"Charles Reynolds was born in
Warren county, Ill., March 20, 1844.
His father was a physician with an
extensive practice, and was a man of
fine mental attainments. During the
last years of the residence of the Rey-
nolds family in Illinois, Charley at-
tended Abbington College. Just what
started him out into the wild west is
not certain, but at about the age of
16 he joined an emigrant train for
California. Near the Platte they
were attacked by Indians. Some es-
caped, among them being Charley
Reynolds. At Fort Kearney, Neb.,
the boy fell in with an old trapper
named Green, who lived on an island
in the Platte; but the habits of the
old man bordered too much on the
cannibal for the lad. One day the
trapper found an Indian body in a
tree where the tribe had buried it in
accordance with their usual custom.
He shook the corpse down and used
it for wolf bait! That capped the
climax for Reynolds, and he departed
in haste, Fort Laramie being his des-
tination.
"Soon the great Civil war broke

out, and Reynolds returned east and
enlisted in a Kansas regiment. He
served three years in the conflict, the
greater part of the time being on
scouting duty.

"After the war he returned to At-
chison county, Kan., where he re-
mained until the following summer,
when he started out with a trader
named Walmsley, with a load , of
goods bound for Southwestern Kan-
sas. Near the Smoky Hill they were
attacked by Indians and the trader
was killed. Reynolds took shelter
in a wolfer's dug-out, where he stood
the savages off until nightfall. Then
in the darkness he crept out and
wriggled through the Indian line,
making his way by easy stages down
to Santa Fe, N. M. Here It is stated
he fell in love with a pretty senorita
and,married her. It was a case, how-
ever, of 'too much mother-in-law,'
and Reynolds finally quit the quar-
relsome home and made his way back
across the plains.
"During the summer of '66 Rey-

nolds was hunting buffalo on the
headwaters of the Republican. Hos-
tile Indians kept him constantly on
the lookout, and he had many narrow
escapes. Not feeling justified in
longer risking his scalp, Reynolds
crossed over to Jack Morrow's ranch
on the Platte—a won ire--
tnat day, where he remained through
the winter, during which time he got
Into difficulty with an army officer
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"Lonesome Charlie" Reynolds

at Fort McPherson. Reynolds was a
peaceable man, and never started a
quarrel, but would not brook an in-
sult. The officer made an unpro-
voked attack upon him, and when the
smoke of battle had cleared away
was minus an arm.
"In the summer of '73 the North-

ern Pacific railroad was surveyed up
the Yellowstone valley. General Stan-
ley was sent with a force of men to
protect them, and Reynolds accom-
panied the expedition as scout. In
1874, when Custer made his famous
exploration of the Black Hills, Char-
ley Reynolds was selected as the best
man for chief scout and guide. This
was the most important reconnais-
sance yet undertaken into the Sioux
country. It was on this trip that
Custer and Reynolds became so firm-
ly attached to each other—a friend-
ship which lasted during the remain-
der of their lives.
"The survey lasted all summer,

and Reynolds had ample opportunity
to prove his skill as a hunter, scout
and guide. Always on the danger
line, he proved his mettle in numer-
ous skirmishes with the Indians.

"After Custer had entered the
Black Hills and gold was found, it
became necessary to communicate
the important news to the outside
world. The greatest danger attended
the carrying of it. The country every-
where was swarming with hostile
Indians. Custer asked for a volun-
teer dispatch-bearer from his com-
mand to carry the news to Fort Lara-
mie, over 160 miles distant. Nobody
seemed in a hurry to undertake the
task. Reynolds was sitting on a log
nearby, and as nobody volunteered,
he quietly remarked:
" 'I'll go, general.'
"Custer objected. He needed Rey-

nolds with the command, but the lat-
ter insisted upon going, and Custer
reluctantly consented. When ques-
tioned as to how much of an escort
he desired, Reynolds said he prefer-
red to go alone. He was given the
best horse in the command, and after
darkness had settled down, the in-
trepid scout started out. Two days
later he rode up to the gates of Fort
Laramie with his dispatches, and
soon thereafter the civilized world
was informed that gold had been
found in the Black Hills, which start-
ed a stampede at once in that direc-
tion.

"Reynolds' fame as a guide spread
rapidly. Hunting parties from the
east, tourists from abroad, army of-
ficers, college professors in scientific
research, all engaged Reynolds, be-
cause he was a man of intelligence
with a taste for scientific matters,
and he was a general favorite with
all. The fauna and flora and geolo-
gical formations were familiar to
him. He became a devoted student
and admirer of both the botanist and
naturalist, and was in correspondence
with some of the leading men in east-
ern universities on subjects that were
dear to him.

"During Custer's expedition of
1873, there accompanied him a Dr.
Honzinger, the veterinary surgeon of
the Seventh cavalry, and a Mr. Bal-
leran, the sutler. They were men of
scientific tastes, and often left the
command to search for fossils. On
one of these trips they were over-
taken by Reynolds, who warned them
to return at once to the command, as
he had just discovered fresh Indian
signs. The men delayed, were soon
attacked and both killed and horri-
bly mutilated.
"During the early part of thp fnl-

sowing winter, Custer sent ('barley
Reynolds out on a scout. He attend-
ed a sun dance of the Sioux, at which
he heard a young warrior known as
Rain-in-the-Face boast of having per-
sonally killed both the veterinarian
and the sutler. Obtaining further
particulars, Reynolds at once sent the
word to Custer, who immediately or-
dered his brother, Capt. Tom Custer,
to arrest the Indian braggart and
bring him to Fort Abraham Lincolh.
This was accomplished, after Rey-
nolds had pointed out the reputed
murderer. The arrest was attended
by considerable danger, but was sue-

cessfully done. Rain-in-the-Face
was taken to the guardhouse, from
which he escaped in a few months,
and made his way to the hostile
camps along the Yellowstone, swear-
ing eternal vengeance against Tom
Custer.
"When it became known early in

the spring of 1876, that an expedi-
tion was to be sent out against the
hostiles believed to be holding forth
in the Big Horn country, Custer ten-
dered Reynolds the position of chief
guide of the expedition. The object
of the undertaking was to compel all
Indians to move onto the reservations
which the government had set apart
for them.

"Custer himself was not of the
opinion that the warring Sioux would
offer much resistance when faced by
military power, but Charley Rey-
nolds gave it as his opinion that the
Sioux would fight and fight hard. Pie
stated that he had observed the prep-
arations that had been going on for
some time; that they had been sup-
plying themselves with plenty of am-
munition and repeating rifles. He
further stated that he believed the
summer of 1876 would witness the
greatest Indian battle ever fought on
this continent."

s • •

The world knows what a truthful
prophecy was this declaration of
Charley Reynolds. Little did Custer
or Reynolds realize, however, that it
would be their last Indian fight.
The battle of the Little Big Horn,

or "Custer's last fight," is an item
of American frontier history which
has been attended by more specula-
tion and surmising than any battle
that ever occurred in the Indian war-
fare of the west. It is not the pur-
pose of the writer to go into the de-
tails about it here. Suffice it to say
that when Custer's scouts discovered
the immense Indian village in the
valley of the Little Big Horn, and he
aivided his forces into three sections,
Charley Reynolds, instead of accom-
panying the command of his chief,
was detailed with the Reno forces, to-
gether with Billy Jackson, Frank
Girard, Bloody Knife, the Ree scout,
and a few others of the same tribe.
As is well known, Reno was order-

ed to cross the stream and attack
the Indian village at the lower end,
while Custer was to strike the upper
end, Benteen was to "pitch into any-
thing You come across." Reno was
told that "the whole force will sup-
port you." Let us read from a sec-
tion of Reno's report, after he had
attacked as instructed:
"I soon saw that I was being

drawn into some trap; besides, I
could not see Custer or any other
support, while at the same time the
earth appeared to grow Indians, and
they were running toward me in
swarms and hordes from all direc-
tions. I saw I must defend myself
and so gave up the attack mounted.
This I did, taking possession of a
piece of woods, where I dismounted
my men and fought on foot. I 80013
found * * that I was fighting odds
of at least five to one, and that my
only hope was to get out of the wood
to higher ground. I accomplished
this by mounting and charging the
Indians between me and the bluff,
with the loss of 3 officers and 29
enlisted men killed."

• • s

Let us now return to Taylor's nar-
rative:

"It was In the earlier part of this
fight in the timber that Charley Rey-
tosios --at ass— ais asaat. w nen
the Indians were making a flanking
assault, with the evident intention of
cutting Reno's command in two parts
Charley Reynolds was standing not
far from where Dr. Porter, one of the
surgeons of the Seventh Cavalry, was
attending a dying soldier. The doctor
was wearing a linen duster, and Rey-
nolds, unmindful of his own danger,
shouted to him:
" 'Look out, doctor, the Indians

are shooting at you!'
"These were Reynolds' last words.

A few minutes later after fighting
furiously against the swarming
hordes of savages that poured out

against them, the daring scout was
shot and instantly killed. That he
died fighting is testified to from the
fact that over sixty empty cartridge
shells were found beside his body,
the headless trunk of which was dis-
covered two or three days later when
Terry's troops took possession of the
field to bury the dead."

* • •

At this point the Taylor narrative
states that Reynolds' bones were af-
terward reinterred by a professor of
Ann Arbor University near the site
of that Michigan institution. There
is an error in this statement, doubt-
less, as the writer tried in vain to
verify it. Correspondence with the
Ann Arbor authorities gave no light
upon the subject, the dean of the col-
lege stating that Reynolds was not
buried near Ann Arbor University,
and that there was doubtless a mis-
take in such a statement. It is more
than likely, therefore, that Charles
Reynolds was buried along the Little
Big Horn river with those of Reno's
command who fell at that particular
point, among them being Lieutenant
Donald McIntosh, one of the best-
loved young officers of the Seventh
Cavalry. Taylor's narrative states
that it was the professor above men-
tioned from Ann Arbor who bestowed
upon Reynolds the sobriquet of
"Lonesome Charley."

• • •

One of the finest testimonials to
the character of Charley Reynolds is
given by Mrs. Elizabeth Custer, the
widow of the general, now living in
New York city, in her Interesting
book, "Boots and Saddles." She
says:

"I wish that I could recall more
about the curious characters among
us. Most of them had some strange
history in the states that had been
the cause of their seeking the wild
life of the frontier. The one whose
past we would have liked beat to
know was a man most valued by my
husband. All the important scout-
ings and most difficult missions
where secrecy was required, were en-
trusted to him. We had no certain
knowledge whether he had any fam-
ily or friends anywhere, for he never
spoke of them. He acknowledged
once in a brief moment of confidence
that he was a gentleman by birth.
Startled perhaps by the look of curi-
osity that even a friend's face show-
ed, he turned the conversation and
said, 'Oh, what's the use to refer to
it now?' We did not even know
whether Charley Reynolds was his
real name or one he had assumed.
Soon after we reached Dakota the
general began to employ him as a
scout, He remained with him much
of the time until he fell in the battle
of the Little Big Horn. My husband
had such genuine admiration for him
that I soon learned to listen to every-
thing pertaining to his life with
marked interest. He was so shy that
he hardly raised his eyes when I ex-
tended my hand at the general's in-
troduction. He did not assume the
picturesque dress—the long hair and
the belt full of weapons that are
characteristic of the scout. His man-
ner was perfectly simple and
straightforward, and he could not be
induced to talk about himself. He
had large dark-blue eyes and a frank
face. I have known him to start out
from Fort Lincoln when even our
officers, accustomed as they were to
hardships, were forbidden to go. Year
after year he braved the awful win-
ters of Dakota alone. He had been
the best shot and the most success-

ful hunter in the territory for fif-
teen years.
"The year that the regiment ex-

plored the Black Hills, Charley Rey-
nolds undertook to carry dispatches
through to Fort Laramie, over 150
miles distant. He had elnly his com-
pass to guide him, for there were no
trails. The country was infested
with Indians, and he could only tra-
vel at night. During the day he hid
his horse as well as he could in the
underbrush and lay down in the tall
grass. In spite of these precautions
he was sometimes so exposed that
he could hear the voices of Indians
passing near. The tast nights of his
march he was compelled to walk, as
his horse was exhausted and he found
no water for hours. 'His lips became
so parched and his throat so swollen
that he could not close his mouth.
In this condition he reached Fort
Laramie and delivered his dispatches.
It was from the people of the post
that the general heard of his narrow
escape. He came quietly back to his
post at Fort Lincoln, and only con-
fessed to his dangers when closely
questioned by the general long after-
ward.
"When I think how gloriously he

fell fighting for his country, with all
the valor and fidelity of one of her
officers, my eyes fill with tears. He
lies there on that battlefield unwept,
unhonored and unsung. Had he worn
all the insignia of the high rank and
the decorations of an adoring coun-
try, he could not have led a braver
life or died a more heroic death; yet
he is chronicled as 'only a scout.' "

• s

On the Custer battlefield marble
markers have been placed in what
Is supposed to be the exact spot
where each officer fell in the line of
duty. General Custer, his captains,
lieutenants, sergeants and corporals,
are thus honored; but not even a
wooden slab marks the spot down
along the sluggish Little Big Horn
where fell the bravest of the brave—
simple, honest-hearted, courageous
Charley Reynolds, and it is indeed
doubtful if his lonely burial site
could even be found at this late day.

It would seem that this unassum-
ing hero of Custer's last battle should
be entitled to as honored a monu-
ment as the greatest of them all. The
United States government, for whom
Charley Reynolds laid down his life,
should take steps to erect a shaft
testifying to the worth of this noted
frontiersman, and to keep green the
memory of one of the greatest scouts,
guides and trailers of the wild days
upon the frontier when Uncle Sam
was trying to subdue his red wards
and bring them into the trail of the
white man and the path of peace.

Since the foregoing article was
written by Mr. Brininstool, we re-
ceived the following correction:

"I stated that Charley Reynolds'
grave and burial site was not known,
but in harking back it occurred to
me Ishat it had recently been marked
with an iron tablet, and I wrote to
the custodian of the battlefield to
find out if I was correct in my sur-
mise, and I find I was. Reynolds'
body was buried with the unrecog-
nized dead under the battle monu-
ment on the top of Custer Hill, so I
am informed. The spot where he
was shot and killed is about one mile
southeast of the railroad station of
Garry Owen, along the Burlington
railroad, which runs close to the bat-
tlefield—within a mile or so."

Why the Doctor asks:
"Do you drink coffee ?"

IF you are troubled withheadaches, insomnia, in-
digestion, or sluggishness of
the liver or bowels, prob-
ably one of the first ques-
tions your doctor asks is,
"Do you drink coffee?"

He knows, better than
anyone else, that the drug,
caffeine, present in coffee,
tends to irritate the nervous
system and is a frequent
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cause of disturbance to
health.

If coffee causes trouble,
and you value health, stop
coffee and drink Postum.

Postum is a pure cereal
beverage— absolutely free
from caffeine or any other
drug. It has a delicious
flavor, that many people
prefer to coffee.

Your grocer sells Postum in two forms- Instant
(III MIS) prepared instantly in the cup

by the addition of boiling water. Postuni Cereal
(in packages) for those who prefer the flavor
brought out by boiling fully 20 minutes. The
cost of either form is about one-half cent a cup.
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