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and changing barrels about every lilty shots.

After this match I was laid up for several days with a lame arm that was most painful, and an aching head, and could
realize fully the work I had accomplished, and which was a feat of cndurance that many prominent New York physicians,
who were present, asserted could not be done, as the physical and nervous system of man could not stand the strain.

But I could go on ad infinitum, taking up your valuable space with matches that I have won, and upon which I rest
my claim to the name of “ Champion Shot of the World.” .

The medals, badges and cups which I have won, both in England and America, I have not had wrested from me, and
consequently hold to-day, when I retire from the shooting arena, as it has long been my intention to do, upon reaching my
half-hundred years of life. % 3

‘When appearing in public, in my shooting acts, I wear these badges, and have my cups at hand, that all may be seen
to be bona fide, and just what they are represented to be in every particular, and which were won as follows:

1st. The old “ Rhode Island Badge,” for American Championship, won at Fleetwood Park, N. Y., May 23, 1871.

2d. The “ Lorillard Medal,” for pigeon shooting championship for five traps, won at Stamford,«Conn., October 4, 1874.

3d. “Championship Medal of the World,” won at Welsh Harp, Hendon, England, August 7, 1875.

4th. “Championship Glass-Ball Medal,"-won at Deerfoot Park, N. Y., in the Fall of 1877.

5th. Silver gold-lined vase, worth $500, for Championship of England, won June 20, 1878, at London Gun-Club Grounds.

6th. Silver goblet, $250 value, won at Hurlingham Gun-Club Grounds, England, the only public match ever shot on
these grounds, July 23, 1878.

Tth. A Maltese cross badge of gold, won in the Coventry Match, England. This I prize above all others,

Upon the 19th day of last September I was fifty years of age, and to keep to my determination, I issued on October 20
the challenge, addressed to one person in particular, and open to all, and which the American Field published, for I was not
willing to retire from * match shooting” without giving all who called themselves ehampions a fair opportunity to capture
from me the honors I had won.

That challenge has now been published five weeks, holding it open one week over the month required for answer, and
no response having come to it, [ hereby publicly withdraw, with my medals, badges and cups, from the championship, and
leave the field to others, with the hope that the best man may win the coveted prize, which proves that thereis so much in
A name. ’

In writing this long letter T have been egotistical, for the subject called for egotism ; but my claims I bave placed before
the public as modestly as it is in my power to do, and by the public Iam to be judged as to whether I have assumed a
title to which I have no right, or one that I have consciously won after long years of arduous work, worry and painstaking.

In conelusion let me add that, certainly expecting to have my challenge accepted by some of the noted shots, I recured:
through William Read & Sons, of Boston, Mass., agents for W. & C. Scott & Son, of London, England, a shot-gun for tlis
special mateh, and no better piece did man ever hold in his hand than I have found that gum to be, for it ig perfeet throngh-
out, stock and barrel, having two sets of barrels, and weighing seven pounds one and a quarter ounces.

But as I have not been forced to use it, my retiring challenge to defend -the championship to the last remainingun-
answered, it will serve me well in the spring, when, as a partner of the Hon. W. F. Cody—Buffalo Bill—in the ** Buffalo
Bill Wild West Show,” I go on the road to do my *shooting acts,” and will be accompanied by my four sons, aged respec-
tively eighteen, thirteen, eleven and eight years, and than whom no better marksmen of their ages live, as can be tested by
any one who cares to challenge themn to prove my words, while my oldest son, of eighteen, will meet any adversary of any.
age, with shot-gun or rifle, as he also wears championship rifle badges for glass-ball shooting.

Thanking the American Field for its many favors, and regretting to occupy so much of its valuable space, I am, with
respect, ? CapraiNy A. H. BOGARDUS.

CAPTAIN BOGARDUS'S SONS—EUGENE, PETER, EDWARD, HENRY.

The distinguished exponent of marksmanship, Captain A. H. Bogardus, has been singularly blested in his domestie
relations, and is the proud father of a large family—three daughters, all married, and four sons. The eldest, Eugene
Bogardus, is nineteen years of age, and became so early imbued with a love for his father's profession that, when eleven
years old, he was quite an expert in the field, naving the practical experience that association with suchan adept tutor could
alone give. When the father went to Engiand, in 1878, yeung Eugene accompanied him, and shot his first match with a
gentleman at Woolwich Gardens, London..  The contest was at eleven birds, twenty-six yards rise, English rules, when, he
astonished the natives by tieing his opponent, each scoring 9 birds—English swilt-flying Dluerocks—out of 11. He gave ex-
hibitions throughout Fngland and at the Paris Exhibition—everywhere the “young American” creating genuine surprise,
and receiving many tokens of appreciation. Returning home, he won the *Boys' Champion Medal,” and having added:
rifie-shooting to his accomplishments, entered for the championship of glass-ball_shooting with rifle from the trap. The-
conditions were * to shoot with Winchester rifle at 100 glass balls sprung from a Bogardus trap,” and he won the same withi
a score of 717, and retained it for the required two years over. all-comers. All the known rifle feats scem to him easy ofi
accomplishment—hitting two glass balls thrown in the air, half dollars, quarters, nickels, marbles, etc., with a bullet. The-
correspondent of the very reliable American Field thus notes an exhibition at Leadville last summer:—

“The rifle-shooting of Engenc is simply marvelous, and his feat of shooting double balls, both thrown into the air at’
the same time, will be found difficult to equal by any living person with a rifle. He breaks the two balls within a foot off
each other, and to satisfy any ‘ doubting Thomas’ as to his ability to break balls out of a trap, he broke ten straight with-
his forty-four Winchester, and, to top off with, broke two pairs of doubles with the same little rifle.  Who can equul that ?.
e town and Fucene can find five thousand dollars backing him here against any rifle-shot in t‘he-
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Ludvior American field: In your issue of September 15 you published a letter from a prominent shot, addressed to another
person, who likewise lays claim to the title of “ Champion Shot of the World,” and in response thereto I wrote a communi-
cation whiclr you kindly gave wide publicity to by a place in your columns.

Said communication from me was a letter in which I made the very true assertion that “there could not be two
champions for any one thing,” and to show my willingness to back up my claims to the honored title of “ Champion Shot of
the World,” a title which I have wonand claim, I issued the challenge which you published, and certainly expected that
said challenge would be accepted by some of the so-called champion shots, especially as T placed in your hands a deposit of
two liundred and fifty dollars as a forfeit on one or all matches that might follow the publication of my letter in the Ameri-
can Field, for it was open to any man in the world. -

Twelve years ago I won the title of “ Champion Pigeon Shot of America,” and since then no one has wrested from me
that championship, while; upon going to Encland with the American Rifle Team in "5 T iesned n ohallongs ta the Tritad





EPUB/image_0008_00.jpeg
TIITE HUNT OF THE BISON.

W'lk'clvqu’ufs Lm;cflaﬁglngﬁ% E;‘ ’lig);a;s Jack ” gave the following laconic, yet realistic description of this exciting sport in
i irit, Mar 5 { !
Fort McPuersoN, NEB.,
March 1, 1877,

DEAR SPIRIT: M{ old friends,
‘W. F. Cody (“Buffalo Bill”) and
Major North, paid me a visit the
other evening, having returned
from a successful hunting trip.
The camp fire téte @ téle reminded
me of my first buffalo hunt with
Indians. If I don’t get like the
buteher’s calf and “kind o’ give
out,” I'll try and give you an idea
of one of the most exciting scenes
1 ever saw or read of, not except:
ing my school-boy impression of
Andy Jackson’s hoo-doo at New
Orleans. I thought I had seen
fun in a Texas cattle stampede,
heen astonished in a mustang
chase; but it wasn’t a marker, an
it made me believe that Methuselah
was right when he suggested that
the oldest could ““live and learn.”
It is a pity the old man didn’t
stick it out. He could have en-
joyed this lesson.

A few years ago I was depu-
tized United States Agent, under
Major North, to accompany a
party of Pawnee and Ponca In-
dians.  Although ¢ blanket In-
dians ” (living wild), they have for
a long time been friends of the
Government, and have done ex-
cellent service under cominand of
the justly cclebrated Major Frank
North, ~whose famed Pawnee
scouts (now at Sidney, Neb.) have
always been a terror to the Sioux
nation. Owing to their hatred of
each other, it is necessary to send
an agent with them to prevent
*“picpics,” and also to,settle dis-
guta‘z with the white hunters. As

Lajor :North was in poor health
at that time, this delicate task fell
to me.

As I don’t like to be long-
winded, I'll pass over the scenes
and incidents of wild Indian camp
life, the magnificent sight of a
moving village of ‘‘nature’s chil-
dren,” looking like a long rainbow -
in the bright colors of their blank-
ets, beads, feathers, war paint,
ete., ete., as it would form a full
chapter, and skip an cleven-days’
march from the the Loup River
Reservation to Plum Creek, on
the North Platte, where our run-
ners reported.

Early in the evening, as we
were about making camp, my old
friend, Baptiste, the interpreter,
joyfully remarked: ‘‘Jack, the
blanket is up three times—fun
and fresh meat to-morrow.”

There was a great POWWOwW-
ing that night, and all the warriors
‘were to turn out for the grand
«puffalo surround;” leaving the
squaws and papooses in the vil-
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lage. .

Just before daybreak, there
was a general stir and bustle on
all sides, giving evidence of the

complete preparations making for : — ;
the coming events. As it was dark, and I busied in arranging my own outfit, thinking of the grand sight soon
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Major FRANK J. NORTH, Chief of Pawnee Scouts.

Frank North, as he is familiarly called upon the prai-
ries, was the first man to enlist Indians in the United
States service, he having organized a band of twenty-seven
young Pawnee warriors and been made Lieutenant over
them. { :

Major North is a native of New York State, and was
born in 1840; but his father removed to Nebraska, settling
near Columbus, in the winter of 1856-57, and directly
thereafter was frozen to death at Emigrant Crossing, on
Big Pappillion Creck, while trying to secure wood for his
suffering family. i

Shortly after the death of his father young North
joined a party of trappers —McMurray, Glass, and Mes.
senger—and began taking beaver and otter on the tribu-
taries of Platte River; but, meeting with indifferent suc-
cess, returned to Columbus and engaged in anything that
promised remuneration, as the family was almost entirely
dependent on him for support. Z

In 1860, being now twenty years of age, Frank pro-
cured employment with Agent DePuy, at the Pawnee In-
dian Reservation. Here, while performing his other
duties, he acquired such a thorough knowledge of the
Pawnee language that in the following year he was en-

ga%ed as interpreter by the Indian Commissioner.

From the breaking out of the Sioux war, in 1864, Major North began to win a name for himself as a man
who had no superior for bravery, and whose abilities as a scouting officer were something wonderful, while his
management of his Pawnee Indian scouts was perfect, he having them under better discipline and control than
their own chiefs could gain over them.

Acting under orders from Gen. Custer, Lieut. North enlisted one hundred more Pawnee warriors, who were
then equipped like the regular cavalry, and North was commissioned Captain.

On the 13th of January, 1865, the company was mustered into service, the delay being due to difficulties
regarding their acceptance by the Government, but when regularly put on the muster rolls Capt. North began
active operations. Learning of depredations being made by the Sioux in the neighborhood of -Julesburg, he
took forty of his Pawnecs and proceeded directly to the scene of trouble. On the route to Julesburg he was
horrified to find the bodies of no less than fourteen white persons, pilgrims on their way to Pike’s Peak,
mutilated beyond recognition; their scalps torn off, tongues cut out, legs cut open, and bodies full of arrows.
Julesburg had also been attacked, and the garrison was on the point of yielding when rescued. North now
pushed after the Sioux with all possible speed, and, meeting with twenty-eight of the incarnate devils, he fell
upon them with such irresistible force that not a single Sioux in the party escaped his vengeance.

These Indians whom North had thus annilu'latei were a predatory band from Red Cloud’s forces, and had
done an inestimable amount of damage through the section they had invaded. Only a few days previous to
their disastrous meeting with Capt. North this same party had suddenly attacked Lieut. Collins, with fourteen
men, and killed the entire party. ¢ :

Shortly after this successful sortie, Capt. Northéwas ordered to pursue a body of twelve Cheyennes and
punish them for atrocities committed in the neighborhood of Fort Sedgwick. Taking twenty of his Pawnees,
he got on the Cheyenne trail, and, after following it about thirty miles, came up with the enemy, whom he
found in line of battle. At the first volley, however, the Cheyennes fled, followed hard by Capt. North. In
this pursuit the Pawnees were unalle to keep up with their captain, as their horses were too badly jaded to
endure extra riding Capt. North, however, was mounted on a superior animal, and, being full of desperate
pluck, was determined to kill one Cheyenne at least. Looking back, at length, he saw his men fully a mile
behind him. and several of them dismounted. Realizing the danger of his position, he took deliberate aim and
fired at the Cheyennes, one of whom tumbled from his pony dea%i. At this the other Indians turned on the
Captain, and he was compelled to flee for his life.

The Indians rode rapidly after him, shooting constantly, until a bullet struck the Captain’s horse in the
side, rendering him unfit for furtler travel. Leaping to the ground, Capt. North used his horse for a breast-
work, from which he fired until the position had become too dangerous. ' He then started to run, but after
getting several yards he remembered the two holsters on the saddle, each containing a loaded revolver, and he
boldly returned for these. With these pistols he fought the Cheyennes nearly half an hour longer, and until
relieved by' Lieut. Small. - This fight, one of the most daring ever made, is still spoken of, and-the story
frequently told over and over again among Western men. who almost reverence the name of Frank J. North.

In March following, while acting under the orders of Gen. Augur, Capt. North raised a battalion of two
hundred Pawnees, who were divided into four companies and taken to Fort Kearney, where they were equipped
for cavalry service. He was then given a Major's commission, and, with his Indian soldiers, guarded
construction trains on the Union Pacific Railroad until its completion to Ogden. In this service he was engaged
almost constantly with depredating Sioux and Cheyennes, who descended on the construction trains at every
‘oppertunity. After the road had reached Utah, large shipments of silver were being made almost weekly, and
as this precious metal was brought into stations in large bricks, which, for want of other storage, was usually
piled up on and about the platforms to await shipment, Major North's Indians had also to perform the duty of
guarding the precious metal :

When the road was completed, Major North retired to a ranch on Dismal River, sixty-five miles north of
North Platte, where he went into the cattle raising business. Buffalo Bill, after his first meeting with Major North
at Fort McPherson, served with him on several campaigns, and in this service a very warm friendship sprang
up between them, which led to the formation of a copartnership in the cattle ranch on Dismal River. &'he firm
of Cody & North is known among cattle men in every part of America; they now have seven thousand head of
cattle and four hundred head of horses, and to every one who calls at their ranch there is a hearty, white man’s
welcome. Major North, asidp from his reputation’ as an Indian fighter and brave man, is a gentleman of the
anost generous and noble instinets, popular with all classes, and a friend honest and honorable to the end.

Lfajor North is at present, and has becn for several terms, a member of the Nebraska Legislature.
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Hon. W. F. CODY—" Buffalo Bill,”

‘Was born in Scott County, Iowa, from whence his father, Isaac
Cody, emigrated a few ycars afterwards to the distant frontier
territory of Kansas, settiing ncar Fort Leavenworth. While still
a boy his father was killed in what is now known as the * Border
War,” and his youth was passed amid all the excitements and
turmoil incident to the strife and discord of that unsefiled
community, where the embers of political contentions smouldercd
until they burst into the burning flame of civil war. This state
of affajrs among the white occupants of the territory, and the
ingrained ferocity and hostility to encroachment from the rative
savage, created an atmosphere of adventure well calculated to
educate one of his natural temperament to a familiarity with
danger and sclf-reliance in the protective means for its avoid-
ance.

From a child used to shooting and riding, he at an carly age
became a celebrated pony express rider, then the most dangerous
occupation on the plains. He was known as a boy to be most
fearless and ready for any mission of danger, and respected by
such men then engaged in the express service as Old Jule and the
terrible Slade, whose correct finale is truthfully told in: Mark
Twain’s ““ Roughing It.” He accompanied General Albert Sidnéy
Johnston on his Utah expedition, guided trains overland, hunted
for a living, and gained his sobriquet by wresting the laurels as a
buffalo hunter from all claimants — notably Comstock, in a con-
test with whom he killed sixty-nine buffalo in one day to Com-
stock’s forty-six — became scout and guide for the now celebrated
Fifth Cavalry (of which General E. A. Carr was major), and is
thoroughly identified with®hat regiment’s Western history; was
chosen by the Kansas Pacific Railroad to supply meat to the
laborers while building the road, in one season Kkilling 4,862,
besides deer and antelope; and was chief of scouts in the depart-
ment that protected the building of the Union Pacific. In these
various duties his encounters with the red men have been innum-
erable, and are well authenticated by army officers in every section
of the country. In fact wherever you meet an army officer, there
you meet an admirer and indorser of Buffalo Bill. He is, in fact,
the representative man of the frontiersmen of the past — that is,
not the bar-room brawler or bully of the settlements, but a genuine
specimen of Western manhood —a child of the plains, who wes
raised there, and familiar with the country previous to railroads,
and when it was known en our maps as the ‘“Great American
Desert.” By the accident of birth and early association, a man
who became insensibly inurcd to the hardships and dangers of
primitive existence and possessed of those qualities that afterward
enabled him to hold positions of trust and without his knowing
or intending it, made him nationally famous,

Gen. Richard Irving Dodge, Gen. Sherman’s chief staff,
correctly states in his ““Thirty Years Among Our Wild Indians ”:
“The success of every expedition against Indians depends, to a
degree, on the skill, fidelity, and intelligence of the men employed
as scouts, for not only is the command habitually -dependent on |
them for good routes and comfortable -camps, but the officer .in
command must rely on them almost entirely for their knowledge
of the position and movements of the encmy.”

Therefore, besides mere personal bravery, a scout must pes-
sess the moral qualities associated with a good captain of a ship —
full of self-reliance in his own ability to meet and overcome any
unlooked-for difficulties, to be a thorough student of nature, a
self-taught weather prophet, a geologist by experience, an astron-
omer by necessity, a naturalist, and thoroughly ecducated in the
warfare, stratdgems, trickery, and skill of his implacable Indian
foe. Because in handling expeditions or leading troops on him
alone depends correctness of destination, avoidance of dangers,
protection against sudden storms, the finding of game, grass,
woods, and water, the lack of which, of course, is more fatal than
the deadly bullet. In fact, more lives have becn lost on the
plains from incompetent guides than ever the Sioux or Pawnees
destroyed.

Our best Indian-fighting officers are quick to recognize these traits in those claiming fronticr lore, and to no
one in the military history of the West has such deference becn shown by them than to W. F. Cody, as is
witnessed by the continuous years of service hie has passed, the different commands he has scrved, the expeditiors
and campaigns he has been identified with, his repeated holding, when he desired, the position of ““Chief of
Scouts of United States Army,” and the intimate associations and contact resulting from it with Gen. Wk
Sherman (with whoin he was at tlie making of the Comanche and Kiowa treaty), Gen. Phil. Sheridan (who has
often given him special recognition and chosen him to organize expeditions, notably that of the Duke Alexis),
old Gen Harney, Gens. W. 8. Hancock, Crook, Pope, Miles, Ord, Augur, Terry, McKenzie, Carr. Forsythe,
Merritt, Brisbin, Emory, Gibbon, Royal, Hazen, Duncan, Palmer, Pembroke, and the late lJamented Gen. Custer.
His history, in fact, would be almost a history of the middle West, and, though younger, equaling in term of
service and in personal adventurc Kit Carson, 0ld Jim Bridger, California Joe, Wild Bill, and the rest of his

dead-and gone associates,
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CAPTAIN A. H. BOGARDUS.

This rugged specimen of the hardy Ameri-
can hunter and honored sportsman was born in
_Berne County, New York State, and commenced
ghooting when but fifteen years of age, his first
armament consisting of the *“old flint lock”
musket, his career thus covering the era of
advancement in gunnery from that ancient arm
to his present superb piece of mechanism known
as the “ William and C. Scott & Sons’ gun,” of
Birmingham, England. Removing ‘in 1856 to
the broad prairies of Illinois, he found himself
in the then paradise of the hunter, and where
his acquired skill could be used to commercial
advantage. Game being plenty, he commenced
bunting, trapping for the market, and with his
tent and outfit making expeditions of three and
four months' duration year after year, and pass-
ing through the inevitable adventures attendant
on such a life, relishing its joys, overcoming its
‘obstacles by his natural enthusiasm in his work,
while at the same time he handsomely supported
a wife and large family, while not neglecting the
injunction regarding *the rainy day.” During
_the Rebellion he served as a captain in the
145th Regiment, Ill. Vol, from whence he de-
rives the title that he has so worthily worn in
many a victorious struggle in friendly contests
at home and abroad when representing in for-
eign lands his country's colors as its *“ champion”
against “the best men of the Old World.”
Published books for sale on the grounds
contain a minute history of the Captain’s career,
“and are replete with valued information. to. the
shooting fraternity. He first won the title of
“Champion of America” at Fleetwood Park,
' New York, 1871, afterwards shooting matches
from the Atlantic to the Pacific, and. going to
England with the American Rifle Team, he
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As another evidence of the confidence placed in his frontiersmanship, it may suffice to mention the celebrities
whose money and position most naturally sought the best protection the ‘Western market could afford, and who
chose to place their lives in his keeping: Sir George Gore, Earl Dunraven, James Gordon Bennett, Duke Alexis,
Gen. Custer, Lawrence Jerome, Remington, Professor Ward of Rochester, Professor Marsh of Yale College,
Major J. G. Hecksher, Dr. Kingsley (Canon Kingsley’s brother), and others of equal rank and-distinction. All
books of the plains, his exploits with Carr, Miles, and Crook, published in the New York Herald and 7imes in
the summer of 1876, when he killed Yellow Hand in front of the military command in an open-handed fight, are
tvo recent to refer to. - 3 3

The following letter of his old commander and celebrated Indian fighter, Gen. E. A. Carr, written years ago
relative to him, is a tribute as generous as any brave man has ever made to one of his position: ;

“From his services with my command, steadily in the field, I am qualified to bear testimony as to his
gualities and character. . .

“He was very modest and unassuming. He is a natural gentleman in his manners as well as in character,
and has none of the roughness of the typical frontiersman. He can take his own part when required, but I have.
never heard of his using a knife or a pistol, or engaging in a_quarrel where it could be avoided. His personal
strengzth and activity are very great, and his temper and disposition are so good that no one has reason to
quarrel with him.

< His eyesight is better than a good field glass; he is the best trailer I ever heard of, and also the best judge
of the ‘lay of country’—that is, he is able fo tell what kind of country is ahead, so as to know how to act.
He is a perfect judge of distance, and always readgr to tell correctly how many miles it is to water, or to any
place, or how many miles have been marched. ¥ byl

« Mr. Cody secmed never to tire and was always ready to go, in the darkest night or the worst weather, and
usyally volunteered, knowing what the emergency required. His trailing, when following Indians or looking
for stray animals or game, is simply wonderful. e is a most extraordinary hunter.

- _ «In a fight Mr. Cody is never noisy, obstreperous, or excited. In fact, 1 never hardly noticed him in a
fight, unless 1 happened to want him, or he had something to report, when he was always in the right place, and
his information was always valuable and reliable. v
"« During the winter of 1866 we encountered hardships and exposure in terrific snow storms, sleet, etc., ete.
On one occasion that winter Mr, Cody showed his quality by quietly offering to go with some dispatches to Gen.
Sheridan, across a dangerous region, where another principal scout was reluctant to risk himself. 3
““ Mr. Cody has sinc;: s:rvgd ;vith me as post guide and scout at Fort McPherson, where he frequently
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