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PIONEER DAYS IN TUCSON
As Told By

Mr. Warren Allison

My father, George Allison, and my mother, Mary Jane Owens
Allison, lived on a farm in Solano County, California, and there
I was born September 23, 1857. This farm was located about four
miles south of a town called Silveyville. I went to a private
school there for about four years.

In our family there were four boys; Charles; Francis; Warren
and Julious, and one girl named Kate. After our father sold the
farm, we moved to a town called Dixon. In about 1867 the railroad
was built from Valejo to Sacramento. After this railroad was built,
it drew the business from Silveyville to the railroad town of Dixon.
Silveyville then became a ghost town and is not on the maps today.

We lived in Dixon for several years and attended the public
schools. Our father's business was running a butcher shop in the
town of Dixon, and we three oldest boys did the butchering and
delivering.

During the summer of 1874 our father decided to come to Arizona.

We sold everything and came by train to the town of Valejo, and there,

transferred to a boat, and crossed the bay to San Francisco. At this

time there was no railroad entering San Francisco. We visited at the
home of our uncle, Robert Allison, during our two or three weeks

stay in San Francisco.




Féther bought passage for the family on a boat called Crizaba,
which was bound for San Diego. It was a long narrow boat, and when
we passed out of the Golden Gate into the Ocean, it rocked very much
and most every-body became sea sick.

This boat stopped at many places and unloaded freight into flat-

boats that were called lighters. At a port, Santa Ana California, I

think, the crew unloaded much freight.

While on this trip we saw whales spouting water high into the air,
and whole schools of porpoises passed us. They were jumping out of
the water as they traveled along. We spent three days and nights on
this ocean voyage to San Diego. I have never been on the Ocean since.

At San Diego we disembarked, and while there, we stayed at the
home of an uncle named Doc Harper, who was the husband of my father's
sister. We stayed there about one month, while father bought a band
of about 2,000 sheep, out east of San Diego, in a valley called Otey.
He also bought a team and wagon, and after a months stay in Otey
valley, during which time, Father loaded a wagon with all neccessary
provisions, and accumulated all the things neccessary for the trip
to Arizona. In the fall we started on the Overland Stage road.

While on the way, we passed through E1 Campo, where there was
lots of Alkali, and the sheep got slightly Alkalied. They were sick,
but recovered in a day or two and we continued on to Mountain Springs.
Near there, we built a corral and picked out the strongest sheep,

about one thousand of them to bring on to Arizona.
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We passed Jacumba Springs, which is now, a well known
resort; but at that time there was nothing there, and it was used
as a camping place for wagon trains and travelers along this road.

We left my brother Charles and another man with the remainder of the
sheep, up in the mountains, while we continued on down the stage road
to Coyote Wells, California. Here we made camp, and dug into the
sand for water. At about three feet we found enough water for the
sheep.

Along about 2 A.M. Frank and I started out on the stage road for
Indian Wells. This place, about twenty-two miles distant, was the
next water. As we traveled, I remember that Frank kept on the north
side of the road, while I kept on the south side. It was very dark
and I would run to the road every once in a while to see if we were
still following it. Some of the sheep ate a poison weed--Rattle Weed
I guess-- and would go crazy. We had to leave them there beside the
road. That was sure some desert in those days.

Coyote Wells is on the west side of the desert, in California,
and when we left Coyote Wells we were right in the desert. When we
arrived at Indian Wells we found there was no water; so we had to
continue on to New River Station where there was a large Laguna on
what was called New River. The edge of this laguna was very muddy and

we could see from some distance, that we were getting close to it.

In the meantime, my father and the rest of the family had caught up

with us, and were following close.
As we neared the laguna, we had to get ahead of the band of
sheep and scatter them out, so that in case any of them got mired in

the mud at the edge of the laguna those behind would not jump on top




the mired ones and trample them to death. We got them scattered all
right, and while some of them were mired, we were able to pull them out,
and they all got water.

While we were camped there, we had to take turns to guard them.

All through the night one would guard while the other slept. There

were lots of mesquite trees and in many parts, there were roving

bands of coyotes. We saw more quail there, than I have ever seen
any where else. The water from the June floods would back up from
the Colorado River, and run down the New River for a good many miles.

The next day we hired a Yuma Indian to guide us. He was dressed
according to their latest fashion, in nothing but a breech clout.

We left the old stage road and followed down New River, as there were
lagunas down along the New River, and plenty of water for the sheep.
There was no Salten Sea on the desert in those days.

We got into the country that belonged to the tribe of Qndians
called Degainias;'so the Yuma Indian guide would not go any further
with us. One of the Degainias, I suppose a Chief--wanted us to pay
him for the water the sheep drank and the feed they ate. We had to
give him some of our sugar and food. We then continued on down the
New River to the Colorado River.

When we reached the Colorado River about thirty miles below
Yuma, at about 10 A.M., it was raining very hard. I ran up to the
house were Hualapi Smith, who owned the ferry boat, lived; which was
a mile distant. He would not come down; so we hired some Indians and
took charge of the boat.

We could not get the sheep on at first. It was raining quite
hard by this time and we were afraid the river would rise; but with the

S
help of the Indians. we loaded some of them on.




We had to tie two or three onto the back end of the boat, then they
all wanted to go aboard. We got too many on the first load, and the
boat was starting to sink just as we reached shore. We jerked out
the fence panal and they jumped off, just in time.

While crossing, the Yuma Indians would wade out into the river

and pull the boat diagonally across part way, and then, where the

water was too deep, they would jump on the boat, and with long poles
they would push the boat for about thirty or forty feet, across the
deepest part of the river. They would then jump off and pull it to
the shore. We got them all across the river before dark. We then
crossed the team, and brought the family over.

That night we let the sheep run loose. During the night it
turned very cold, and they were wet; so about seventy-five of them
died. After resting a few days, Father and I took the team and went
back across the desert to bring the balance of the sheep that we had
left in the San Diego mecuntains. We left Frank, Mother, Julious and
Kate, in the Colorado bottoms to take care of the first band.

Returning to camp we found everything all right; but the Indians
had tried to run off some small bands of sheep. Once when he caught a
body of Indians driving a small band of sheep, my brother Charles
shot at them, and after that, they did not bother us any more.

We got ready and started back with the last band of sheep.
Reaching Coyote Wells in about two days. On the return trip one of
those wind sand storms came up and everything looked bad for us; but
the storm lasted only one night, then we continued on our road.

We crossed the desert very well; because this time we knew the road,
and where to find water.

When we reached the camp on the Colorado River, we rested a while.







