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This is The Butler Hole, on James River, in Galena, Missouri.
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MEET THE AUTHOR

I was born 1955 in Klamath Falls, Oregon. In 1961 my family moved to a farm in Ozark, Missouri, where I grew up and attended school. Several years after graduating from high school I attended Southwest Missouri State University in Springfield.

I began to write lyric poetry at an early age and was also interested in the “good old days.” On Saturday mornings I would sit in Mom’s kitchen and churn butter while I listened to May Kennedy McCord’s radio program Hillbilly Heartbeats on KWTO. Her stories fascinated me. She would end her program with a promise to return next week, “the Lord willing,” as she would say.

I was fortunate to have been born into this heritage. My Layton grandparents were born and grew up in Taney County. They both had good memories from their childhood and knew many stories handed down to them through older relatives. Grandpa talked about the old days continually. One day he mentioned that I should record the history they knew, and from then on, I did. My grandma helped me start my collection of old photographs by giving me copies or original ones she had. Then other relatives contributed stories and photographs.

No matter what happened in the early 1800s and on through the years, someone in my ancestry was involved. I love life in this area with its beautiful Ozark hills and other scenic views, especially its intriguing and colorful past. I often visit those places which belonged to my ancestors one hundred years ago. I love to go to the old family cemeteries and touch the stones which have stood for a century.

I’ve been able to collect various personal items which belonged to some of my ancestors. To hold these treasures in my hands makes the reality of their existence very real. Like the tiny pair of wire-rimmed glasses my great-great-grandma Whorton wore. I can visualize her seated in her rocking chair as she read from the Bible by the light of a kerosene lantern.

I am a charter member of the Ozarks Writers League which organized in the early 1980s. I have worked in factories and restaurants for 15 years. I wrote this book while on a kidney dialysis machine for six years prior to my kidney transplant. I’m thankful to have my writing as a hobby and pastime as I continue to write and photograph in the Ozarks.

I have traveled through 16 different states and lived in California and Indiana. I currently live in the historical community of Galena where the James River flows a quarter of a mile behind my home.

I sincerely hope you enjoy reading Ozark Pioneers. To write and publish this has been a dream of mine for ten years. I also wrote a second volume entitled Fallen Leaves Volume II: A Visit to White River Country. I regret my Layton grandparents didn’t live to see this in print, but at least they sowed the seed, and now is the harvest.


 Happy Trails, 
Vickie Layton Cobb




INTRODUCTION

THE JOURNEY

The pioneers written about in this book loaded their wagons and left their homes and families in search of a new land of their visions. The journey was to take them into the vast Missouri-Arkansas wilderness.

They knew not of the dangers which lay ahead of them, or of the lives they would have and the hardships they would endure. In time, their faith brought them to the land they sacrificed much for.

Some journeyed thousands, and some traveled hundreds of miles. They faced obstacles which challenged their strength and determination. The natural forces of weather, swollen streams and rivers, unfamiliar mountains and valleys, Indians and outlaws in uncivilized territories, encounters with wild animals, and the uncertainty of sickness and death were frequent visitors.

When they crossed the final horizon, they unloaded their wagons and called it home. They broke soil unacquainted with the plow. They cleared timber which knew not the sound of the axe or cross-cut saw. They drank water from cool, clear, and unspoiled streams. They walked through blue stem grass that grew to the horses’ shoulders.

They planted crops of wheat, corn, oats, potatoes, beans, turnips, and more. Neighbors helped each other build cabins and shelter for the farm animals. They encountered summer’s heat and winter’s cold. They prayed for rain when the streams ran dry. The droughts brought pestilence and their crops were destroyed.

Men were killed by Indians as they fought to protect their families. Children witnessed the death of a parent and sometimes the death of both. Children had to take on many responsibilities with the care and raising of those even younger than they. Many of the boys knew how to plow the fields at the tender age of nine. They became acquainted with hard work and it remained a part of their character throughout their lives.

The Civil War came with its glory and cruelty, touching the lives of all. The once beautiful wheat fields of gold soon ran red with the blood of men who so willingly gave their lives for the cause in which they believed. The fertile valleys, where cattle once grazed, lay full of dead men. Mothers, grandmothers, wives, and daughters walked the floors of their cabin homes night after night, while they anxiously waited for their men to return home.

The women who remained behind continued to work on their land, tending the cattle, hogs, sheep, mules, horses, chickens, and other animals. They had to be careful and aware of the bushwhackers that roamed the land. They would kill, steal, and destroy, taking all they could get their hands on.

Many of these women knew how to hide their meat in their ash hoppers and cover it with ashes. They would shell their corn and take it to the caves nearby where they hid it in barrels. They would go to the cave and retrieve the amount of corn needed at a time to make bread for the family.

They had to keep their money and other valuables hidden. The many caves that existed in the hills were a refuge for these women. Their young boys would hide their guns there. The women would bind together thus strengthening the character of all. No book could ever be written to fully describe the perilous time the Civil War bestowed on the women who fought battles of their own as they struggled to maintain the homesteads.

After the war ended the pioneers sought to rebuild that which had been destroyed. They looked to the God of heaven for strength to continue their journey to the sunset of life. Beyond all the calamities that befell, God sustained them through all their endeavors.

Even after the end of the war the bushwhackers still terrorized many of the pioneers. Then the organization of the Bald Knobber era came, and it too left its scar upon mankind. The pioneers were familiar with the many ways of lawlessness that plagued the land.

Yet through all these hard times, it was those who trusted God that held the land and its people together. It is to their names that honor is entrusted and their memory is kept alive.

They chose to journey to the land at the end of the road beyond the distant mountains.

Many leaves fell along the way. Yet the promise of eternity beckoned them on. So their journey took them on to the land where fallen leaves from God’s tree of life rest forever at His throne.
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Sharon Church, located near Hunstville, Arkansas.
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Hazel Layton Cobb’s great-grandparents homestead just east of Branson, Missouri, on Highway 76.



PART ONE

THE ALLEN AND COGGBURN FAMILY

Psalms 78:39 For He remembereth that they 
were but flesh; a wind that passeth away and 
cometh not again.


 Psalms 89:48 What man is he that liveth, and 
shall not see death? Shall he deliver his soul 
from the hand of the grave?

SAMUAL AND REBECCA ALLEN

In 1842, Samual and Rebecca sold their farm in Monroe County, Kentucky, keeping only a young team of mules, two cows, two mule colts, and various farm implements. Their covered wagon was practically new and Samual had made a new set of harnesses for his team of mules.

He built a 4-foot overjet for the top of the wagon box. Slats were put across this for the bed tick and quilts that Rebecca had made. This made a good comfortable place for their 11-year-old daughter Elizabeth Ann to ride, while Samual and Rebecca rode on the spring seat.

It was February 9 when Samual and Rebecca tied the two cows to the back of the wagon after loading the last of their possessions into place for the long journey to Missouri. Rebecca’s wood cookstove was securely packed away within the wagon with the other essential items: food, clothing, tools, cooking utensils, and the old family trunk. Tucked away inside the trunk were items handed down to Rebecca from her parents and grandparents, along with a few yards of calico material, and the family Bible. Sugar was a delicacy for those who lived during their time. It was so precious that she kept it hidden in the trunk to be used only on special occasions.
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The author’s maternal great-great-grandfather Samual Allen, 1802–1867.



There were three other families in covered wagons who were also leaving Monroe County to move to Missouri. So bidding farewell to life as they knew it, the band of wagons set forth on a journey to a new home west of the Mississippi.

The first few weeks of the journey went well with only a few minor problems to slow them down such as one broken wagon wheel and the loss of a horse when he stumbled into a ground hog hole and broke his leg. Thus, the horse had to be shot.

One of the families had with them an older woman, who was the grandmother of the man. One night on the trail as they were camped beneath the stars in the chilly night air, the older woman took ill and passed away before daylight.

That morning the men carefully cut down a large tree nearby. They cut a slab off one side and hollowed the trunk as if it were to be a dugout canoe. They placed the elderly woman’s body within it, covered her with one of her own quilts, and then carefully laid the slab back and nailed it down. They dug a grave, placed the makeshift casket within, read a few scriptures from the Bible, said a few words of farewell, and prayed. They flattened the grave after they had filled it with dirt and drove back and forth over it with the wagons, so that the Indians wandering in the area wouldn’t be able to tell someone was buried there.

After confronting the loss of a loved one the tiny band of travelers once again resumed their journey to the land of “milk and honey.” They made their way over mountains where bears and other wild animals were plentiful. Always the excitement and anticipation of homesteading the Missouri frontier lightened their sorrows, and the wagons moved steadily along.

Near the end of April the wagons reached the land of their visions. They split up and went their separate ways as each family had a different area in mind in which they wanted to homestead. Samual and Rebecca headed toward Miller County and arrived about two weeks later.

They chose a beautiful piece of land with lots of timber and a creek flowing nearby. They were soon busy building a small but comfortable one-room log cabin about a quarter of a mile from the stream. When that was finished they began clearing brush from one area to plant spring garden crops, raising their own supply of needed foot items such as potatoes, corn, wheat, tomatoes, and squash. Rebecca had carefully packed seeds for those vegetables before they left Kentucky.

For the Allen family, their new life in Missouri got started and things went very well for them. The crops did well, and the animals stayed fat and healthy. Several other children were born in the years that followed. Other homesteaders soon settled nearby and everyone enjoyed helping their neighbors.

Then one tragic day in 1846 while Rebecca was standing over the fireplace brewing some soup for a sick child, lightning came down the chimney and struck and killed her instantly. The family did mourn their loss. This left Samual with several small children to raise without the help of his wife, but the oldest daughter Elizabeth soon filled the shoes the death of her mother had left vacant. A few years after the death of Rebecca, Samual met and married a woman whose name is not known.


ELIZABETH ANN ALLEN COGGBURN

Elizabeth Ann Allen was born November 4, 1831, in Monroe County, Kentucky. She came to Missouri with her family when she was 11 years old.

Elizabeth grew up on the homestead in Miller County, Missouri. She married a neighbor boy, John Shell Coggburn, on November 11, 1852, when she was 21 years old. They attended the same school earlier and their family farms joined each other. Shortly after their marriage John and Elizabeth left their family homes to journey to Taney County, Missouri, where they settled 1-mile north of Kirbyville. Today, although there are very few of the “old-timers” left, the land is still referred to as the old Coggburn place, although it is almost within a subdivision of Branson now. John and Elizabeth raised 11 children there.
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The author’s maternal great-great-grandmother, Rebecca Allen, 1805–1846.



The Coggburn family was one of the first families to settle in this area and were very well known throughout the community. Elizabeth was known for being a devoted servant to the Lord. It was a common sight to see her rejoicing at local baptisms, walking along the river bank shouting “hallelujah” and “victory in Jesus.” She was also good at singing the old time hymns and she held the Bible and its teachings to be quite sacred.

Elizabeth and John enjoyed attending church services with their children and taking basket lunches with them when baptisms were to be held following services. The beautiful singing of the local people could be heard from afar, and many enjoyed the simplicity of dinner on the grounds by the banks of the White River.

Elizabeth would always wear her best dress for such occasions and dress the children up too. She believed this was part of honoring the Lord on such sacred traditions. She often wore her fine, high-buttoned black shoes and stockings, with a flowered calico dress extending a couple of inches above her ankles. The neck and sleeves of her dress were ruffled and she wore her Sunday bonnet of white with a red rose from her garden pinned on it. She would ride her little gray mare Daisy on the side saddle that her father had given her when she was a young girl. It had a lovely flowered seat of material similar to the texture of carpet. And oh, how Elizabeth did enjoy riding Daisy.
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Elizabeth Ann Allen Coggburn, the author’s maternal great-great-grandmother, age 20.



Over the years the children grew up and one by one married and began families of their own. The Civil War era began in the 1850s, and like all families in the area, the Coggburns felt the brutal hand of war touch their lives. Two of their elder sons found their young lives entangled within the web of war that separated the northern states from the southern.

After the war had ended and their lives settled once again, John passed away on February 9, 1868, leaving Elizabeth with one son, Thomas Jefferson Coggburn. After John’s death Tom never left his mother. His devoted love for her was touching and beautiful. It was a familiar sight to see them on Sundays going to church or going to visit a neighbor. Even at the age of 81 years, Elizabeth would ride a little mare with the grace and smile of a young girl.

Those years passed pleasantly for Elizabeth and Tom. He tended to the livestock and farming while his mother cared for her chickens and made butter that always found a ready sale. Tom made weekly trips to the village of Kirbyville, carrying with him a basket of eggs to trade at the small country store never demurring at loosing time, as some good men are wont to do. Eggs were 6¢ a dozen, and 10¢ would buy Elizabeth enough material to make a new dress. The lace, trimming, and thread were just a few cents more. She would spend the next day or two measuring and cutting a dress to sew by hand. She also made shirts for Tom and bought him ready made overalls.

In Elizabeth’s little attacks of sickness, Tom cared for her tenderly, never leaving her side for a moment. But one day there was a tragic accident, which left Tom burned over most of his body. His mind went blank and he poured kerosene on himself, then lit a match. As the flames engulfed him, his mother ran to him, broke the ice from the top of the water barrel, dipped out a bucket of cold water, and threw it on Tom, putting out the flames.

After this terrible experience, there wasn’t much one could do for Tom to ease his pain. But he was surrounded by his family as he lay on his death bed. Then on Sunday morning, March 10, 1912 at 3:00 a.m., Tom drew his last breath.

Thinking of all these things, his honest, upright, useful life, unmarred by the stain of evil, one wonders why he should have been taken in such a manner. Many hearts went out to his bereaved relatives, his heartbroken and aged mother. Yet one had the understanding that “He doeth all things well. And in His own good time, His strange and dark ways shall be revealed unto us.” Elizabeth was comforted in knowing that her son was prepared to meet the Lord, and that he left an honorable name. All who knew Tom were proud to remember him as a friend and neighbor. Tom was laid beneath the sod of the Vanzandt Cemetery at Kirbyville.

Following Tom’s death, Elizabeth left the old Coggburn place that had been her home for 60 years, and went to live out her remaining days with her daughter, Mary Elizabeth Coggburn Smith, the wife of Tom Smith. She remained with them for 11 years. Elizabeth was confined to her bed for nine weeks before she died on July 22, 1923. She was 91 years, 8 months, and 18 days old. While she lay on her death bed she spoke often about dying, saying she was ready to meet her Savior.

John Shell and Elizabeth Coggburn had 11 children, 49 grandchildren, and 93 great-grandchildren. Elizabeth attended the Presbyterian church for 59 years, living a devoted Christian life to the end. She too was laid to rest in the Vanzandt Cemetery with the Rev. Ivy Brown conducting the funeral service. The following poem was written to her memory by one of her lifelong friends and neighbors:


We miss thee from our home dear one 
We miss thee from thy place 
A shadow o’er our life is cast 
We miss the sunshine of thy face 
We miss thy kind and loving hand 
Thy fond and earnest care 
Our home is dark without thee 
We miss thee, everywhere.



IN MEMORY OF THOMAS JEFFERSON COGGBURN

The tombstone that bears the name Thomas Jefferson Coggburn is the only remembrance of this young man. No photograph of him could be found. Tom was different from most men his age; he was rather quiet, and a home body. He always lived at home with his parents. Then when his father died he took care of his mother until his own tragic death.

During his life he enjoyed working on the family farm, tending to his cattle, the mules, the horses, the pigs, and the land from which he grew crops. He was a loner, minded his own business, kept to himself, and didn’t indulge in the things the world had to offer away from home. He was content with the simple things of life, the fruit of his labor was his compensation. He never traveled away from home, never left the land of Taney County, the land on which he was born.

He enjoyed rebuilding old harness equipment he used on the farm and also some of the neighbors’. He was a good hand at anything pertaining to leather. He could raise a beautiful garden of vegetables and made many trips to the local store in Kirbyville with his goods, which sold easily.

Tom was born February 2, 1875, and died March 10, 1912, at the age of 37. He never married. His stone stands quietly in the Vanzandt Cemetery nestled off Highway J near Kirbyville, Missouri, and near the old Coggburn home place that was his home for the duration of his short life.


KERN AND REBECCA ANN COGGBURN MCNALLEY

Rebecca Ann Coggburn was born May 23, 1854, and died September 20, 1882. Her parents were John and Elizabeth Coggburn. She married Kern McNalley and they left Kirbyville to move closer to the Arkansas line.

They homesteaded a piece of land and became farmers. They spent many hours working side by side clearing timber and brush from the land to make a field large enough to plant their spring crops to sustain them through the winter months. Kern was a small man but very stout for his stature and he worked hard.

Shortly after the first year of their marriage they had their first child. At this time Kern was working off and on with his brother-in-law, Tom Smith, who managed a freight crew and wagons. So there were times when Kern would be gone from home for a week at a time to make the trip from Kirbyville to Springfield taking a load there and bringing a load back.

Not afraid to be by herself, Rebecca went about her work as she could. Not long after the child had been born she returned to the fields to work in the corn. She carried the baby with her, and laid it on a pallet close to where she worked. Every few minutes she would gaze cautiously at the small bundle lying beneath the shade of the oak tree to make sure it was safe.
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Mary Elizabeth Coggsburn (Smith), age 16 with brother-in-law, Kern McNalley.



One day she wiped the sweat from her brow and stopped long enough from her work to glance at the child. She heard the sound of something slip through the brush nearby. She became leery of the sound and moved the baby closer to her, thinking the animal would become frightened and go away. But it didn’t. She caught the glimpse of a panther making its way close to her and the child.

Thinking quickly, she grabbed the sickle she was working with and ran toward the large cat screaming as loud as she could. Luckily, it scared the panther away. She picked up her baby and returned to the cabin, and didn’t go back to the field until her husband returned from his trip.

When Kern returned home Rebecca told him what had happened. He took a rifle from above the fireplace and spent the next couple of days teaching her how to use it. She got to be a pretty good shot and from then on she never left the cabin without it.

A short time after that first sighting of the panther it returned to the field while she worked. This time Kern was with her and as he held the baby he let Rebecca use her new rifle skills. As the panther came toward them, screaming its blood-chilling scream, Rebecca quickly took aim and fired! The big cat lay dead.

According to the stone which stands in the Vanzandt Cemetery, Kern was known by the name of Col. McNalley. He was born January 22, 1857, and died May 20, 1883. They both died when they were young adults. According to family history they were killed by bushwhackers who roamed along the Missouri-Arkansas line following the Civil War.


ANDREW COGGBURN

One of the most active opponents of the Bald Knobbers was young Andrew Coggburn, who lived not far from the Oak Grove church and school house where Nat N. Kinney, known as Captain Kinney, presided over his famous Sunday school class. It seems that young Coggburn had been mercilessly beaten for some trifling offense, and had made wild threats against the night riders.

Coggburn and another young fellow, Sam Snapp, had concealed themselves near a Bald Knobber hideout and had seen some of the secret ritualistic work; later on they exposed those secrets with loud laughter at a crossroads store. Coggburn imitated the “old blue gobbler,” a derisive nickname for Captain Kinney. Somebody had sent Kinney a miniature coffin whittled out of cedar, containing a bullet and a threatening note. Kinney believed that Coggburn was responsible. Worst of all, Coggburn had made up some doggerel verses, which he sang to the tune of “My Name is Charles Guiteau.” This song is still remembered by a few of the old-timers in Taney County:


Adieu to old Kirbyville, I can no longer stay, 
Hard times and Bald Knobbers have driven me 
away, 
Hard times and Bald Knobbers has caused me to 
roam, 
My name is Andrew Coggburn, near 
Kirbyville’s my home.


 My friends and relations, it’s much against my 
will 
To leave my dear old mother and go from 
Kirbyville, 
But for the sake of dear ones, who wants for me 
to go, 
I’ll arm myself with weapons, and I’m off to 
Mexico.


 Bald Knobbers are no gentlemen, they’re nothing 
more than hogs, 
They tried to hunt me, down, boys, and treat me 
like a dog, 
With all their guns and horses they tried to hunt 
me down, 
And treat me like the Taylor boys, who now lay in 
the ground.


 There’s one big Bald Knobber who is a noted 
rogue, 
He stole from Joseph Bookout some sixteen head 
of hogs, 
Walked boldly in the courthouse and swore they 
was his own, 
He stole them by the droves boys, and horsed them 
over home.


 There is another Bald Knobber who rides a pony 
blue, 
He robbed old Nell MacCully and Mister Tompson 
too, 
He took from them their money, boys, and from 
them rode away, 
And now the highway robbers are the big men of 
the day.


 There is one big black rascal whose name I will 
expose, 
His name is Nat. N. Kinney and he wears his 
federal clothes, 
He tried to boss the people and make them do his 
will, 
There’s some that do not fear him, but others 
mind him still.


 To raise a Bald Knobber excitement I made a 
splendid hand, 
I don’t fear judge or jury, I don’t fear any man, 
If the Knobbers want to try me, they’ve nothing 
else to do, 
I’ll take my old Colt’s patent and make an 
opening through.


 These Knobbers run the country, but they can’t 
keep it up, 
They’ll stick their tales between their legs like any 
other pup, 
And there’s a day a-coming, boys, when they’ll 
hunt their dens, 
And if I’m not mistaken, there’s some will find 
their ends.


The Anti-Bald Knobbers sang this song with glee, and made so much noise that somebody swore out a warrant for young Coggburn’s arrest on a charge of “disturbing the peace.” Captain Kinney had himself deputized by the sheriff, and the warrant was placed in his hands. Kinney smiled, and said that he would try to arrest Coggburn at the first opportunity. But everybody knew that young Coggburn would never surrender to Kinney, and that someone would be killed.

One night early in March of 1886, Captain Kinney walked up the path to attend a meeting at the Oak Grove school house. A crowd was already there, and several men were standing in front of the building. Just what happened then is a question, but there is no doubt that Kinney fired one shot, and young Andrew Coggburn lay dying on the ground.

Most of the men present were Bald Knobbers. They carried benches out of the school house, arranged them in a circle around Coggburn’s body, and forced the crowd to stand back until the Coroner and the Sheriff arrived. A few hours later there were more than two hundred armed Bald Knobbers on the scene.

When the county officers arrived they found Coggburn dead, with his revolver beside him; some say that it was held in his right hand. Coggburn’s friends had left believing that their lives were in danger, which was probably true. The Bald Knobbers swore that Kinney had tried to arrest Coggburn, but Coggburn had drawn his pistol, and Kinney had been forced to kill him in self-defense. Coggburn’s friends and relatives assembled in force and were on their way to Oak Grove, but they were persuaded to stay away until after the inquest. The Coroner’s jury exonerated Kinney, after which Coggburn’s friends were allowed to take the boy’s body home for burial.

The Anti-Bald Knobbers raised a great cry about the “cold-blooded murder” of young Coggburn. They claimed that Kinney had shot Coggburn down without warning, and that the cocked revolver had been placed in Coggburn’s hand after his death. Sam Snapp, Coggburn’s friend, who was with him at the time of the shooting, did not appear at the inquest, and the authorities said that “Snapp could not be found.”

The Anti-Bald Knobbers forces alleged that Snapp had been driven away by the Bald Knobbers and threatened with instant death if he attempted to testify before the Coroner’s jury.

Even if Kinney did shoot Coggburn down without warning, there can be no doubt that Coggburn was armed, though perhaps the pistol was in his belt instead of his hand, as the Bald Knobbers testified. But Coggburn surely knew that Kinney had a warrant for his arrest, and that Kinney would kill him at the first opportunity. There was, therefore, a certain measure of fair play about the Kinney-Coggburn affair—an element altogether lacking in other killings with which the outlaw leader was credited.

Even the most violent anti-Kinney people had to admit that Coggburn was a grown man and that he carried a pistol. The killing of Coggburn was much less reprehensible than the cowardly murder of the unarmed Taylor boys, or the numerous outrages against women and children for which Kinney and his followers were responsible.

Not long after the Coggburn killing, there was a near-hanging by the Bald Knobbers which the Anti-Bald Knobbers believed was linked to Coggburn’s death. They made such a fuss over it that finally a delegation was sent to Jefferson City, asking Governor Marmaduke to send troops to southern Missouri. He said he would look into the matter, but he refused to authorize any action by the militia.

Of all the men who were waiting for a chance to kill Kinney, young Sam Snapp seemed most likely to do the job. Snapp, the friend of Andrew Coggburn, had seen the Coggburn killing, although he wasn’t allowed to testify at the inquest.

It appears that the outlaws decided that Snapp had to be eliminated, and Wash Middleton was selected to attend to the matter. On May 9, 1886, Middleton met Snapp in front of the little store in Kirbyville. “Middleton drew his pistol and commenced firing,” says the Springfield Newspaper account of the crime. Snapp held up his hand and cried “Don’t!”

The first shot broke Snapp’s arm, a second bullet entered his left side, and a third one entered his back as he turned. He fell dead immediately. This was described by witnesses as a cold blooded murder. Snapp apparently made no effort to draw a weapon, and some of the by-standers said he was unarmed except for a knife in the pocket of his overalls.

Andrew Coggburn was a cousin to this author’s great-grandmother, Mary Elizabeth Coggburn Smith. He had a sister named Sarelda, who married a McClary. The author’s grandmother, Ethel Smith Layton told the following concerning young Andrew Coggburn:

“Andrew was a nervous fella, he always seemed restless and had to be on the move doing something. He did have a good sense of humor and could make people laugh to forget their troubles. He liked to handle guns and would practice his marksmanship when by himself, or show off in front of friends. He spent a lot of time running up and down the country roads on horseback, continuously wanting to know what was going on in the community, what people were doing and the like.

“There was a strangeness about him no one ever quite understood. He was a goodhearted boy, but perhaps it was just the ghost of his destiny in life that haunted him. Maybe that was what made him think he could stand up against Capt. Kinney and come out the winner. Little did he know that which he challenged would overpower and destroy him. Perhaps he was running too fast with his life and ended out getting lost within it.”

The mystery that surrounds young Andrew Coggburn will never be known. One can only speculate on the reason he challenged a man more powerful than himself. Maybe he had some realization of the role in history he was fulfilling.

Andrew was about 18 years old when he was killed. According to family information he is buried in the Vanzandt Cemetery. However, no marker on his grave could be found.

According to a conversation this author had with Cecil McClary in February 1989, Andrew Coggburn apparently provoked the situation with Kinney which led to his death. Coggburn saw Kinney coming up the road to the Oak Grove church house and walked out towards him and hollered, “Hey Kinney _______,” and added some sarcastic remark. So it seems in one sense, Coggburn more or less dared Kinney into the violent confrontation which made him pay such a high price for his foolish actions.
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Young Andrew Coggburn is pictured shortly before his death, about 18 years old.
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The cast iron skillet, thimble, strand of buttons, and vinegar bottle once belonged to Elizabeth Ann Allen Coggburn. They are over one-hundred years old and have remained in the family. The two girls are Becca and Sally Coggburn. No information is known about them except they were cousins of Andrew Coggburn and Ethel Smith Layton.
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'PUBLIC SALE

I WILL SELL AT PUBLIC AUCTION AT MY PLACE KNOWN AS THE
G. C. WHORTON PLACE ABOUT 3 1-2 MILES NORTHEAST BRAN-
SON, 3-4 MILE OFF HIGHWAY 80 ON LONG BEACH ROAD

FRIDAY, NOV. 16

BEGINNING AT 10:00 A, M.

—LIVESTOCK—
1 Jersey Cow, 4 yrs. old, will be fresh
1 Jersey Cow, 7 yrs. old, dry
1 Black Mare, 8 yrs. old, broke to work
Some Chickens
—MACHINERY AND TOOLS—
Hay Rake 1 A-Harrow
Section Springtooth Harrow
Peg Tooth Harrow
Double Shovel Plow
Single Stock Plow; 2 Turning plows
Two Wheel Cart
Sets of Harness; 1 Leather halter
Rope Halter; 2 Pitch Forks
Potato Fork; 1 Pair sheep shears
Spade; 2 Long Handle Shovels
Other Large Shovels One a scoop
Shovel; 1 Large Anvil
Large Shop Blower
Large Vise and lots of shop tools
Mattocks; 1 Hoe and Rake
Almost new Garden Plow
Buck Saw; 1 Cedar Buck Saw
Crowbars; 1 Maul Ax
2 Other Axes and Wedges
1 Wagon Jack; 1 Hay Knife
1 Broad Ax; 1 Foot Adz
1 Good Foot Tread Grind Stone
Horse Shoeing Tools; Cow Bells
Hand Saws and Other Carpenter tools
Log Chains and Other Chains
1 All Metal Wheel Barrow
1 Royal Blue Separator; Lariat rope
Several Metal Feed Barrels
2 Twelve-Dozen Egg Cases
2 Wooden Barrels; Counter Scales
Hand Sickles, Stone Jugs, 1 gal. red

[

1
1
1
1
1
2
1
1
1
2
1
1
2
1
1

Paint; Metal top for brooder heater
—HOUSEHOLD GOODS—
3 Bedsteads & springs; 1 Dresser
3 Cotton mattresses; 1 pr. coil springs
1 Metal couch can be made full size bed
1 Chicken feather bed; Bed clothes
1 Sewing machine, World’s Rotary, in
Good Condition; Quilting Frames;
Lard Stands; 1 ice box; 1, 4-Gal. stone
Churn;l 3-Gal. stone churn; 1Cam-
era to made post card size & larger
pictures; 1 Coffee mill; 1 10-gal.
Stone Jar; 1 5-gal. cream can; 1 2-gal
Cream can; dishes, cooking utensils
Some buckets; Hand washing machine,
all metal with wringer; 22 Rifle
1 4-Tube R.C.A. Battery Victor radio
2 Commodes; 1 stand table; wash stand
1 Dining Table; Kitchen Table; 2-door
Safe; 1 Cast Iron cook stove; Chairs
1 New Iron Wood Heater; 1 Pressure
Cooker, 22 qt. Improved Kook Kwick
Small Cabinet; Telephone, Western E-
lectric; 1, 15 gal. iron wash kettle &
iron stand; Canned fruits & vegetables
Empty fruit jars; 3-gal. Stone Jar; sev-
eral 1-gal. milk jars; 1, 20-gal iron
Wash Kettle; 1, iron kettle to cook in
Good ironing board; library table
Divan, 2 matching rockers; oak rocker
Cane Rocker; Three quarter Bed;
2 Beds, springs & mattresses; 3 good
as new mattresses; Iron bedstead;
Stand Table; Dining table, 3 extra
Leaves; 6 Dining chairs, Large safe;
2 500-Chick’ size electric brooders
Other things too numerous to mention

TERMS—CASH

LUNCH ON THE GROUND

ALMEDA H. WHORTON, Owner

HILLHAN & HILLMAN, Phone 70M

Auctioneers

MRS. CLINTON WHORTON
Clerk
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