
WROTE TRIBUTE
TO INDIAN WOMAN

There are few ifany who have made
their homes on the Western Slope for
any length of time who have not heard
of the lives and achievements of Chief
Ouray and his good w'ife Chipeta.
Ouray passed away many years ago,
but Chipeta still survives and each
year makes a trip to Montrose. Ouray,

Delta and Grand Junction to view the
home of her earfy womanhood.

A few years ago. a young lady of

this city, appreciating the valient
deeds of Chipeta. and fired with the
desire to pay a tribute to her. wrote
a sketch which the Independent has
secured and which will perpetuate the
noble life of Chipeta.

Chipeta—A Sketch
On the Ute reservation there is one

squaw who comes and goes as she
pleases, unchallenged by authorities,
and who is given more privileges, per-
haps. than any of the remaining tribe.
This is Chipeta. wife of Ouray, chief
of the Utes.

One would never that Chipeta is

old for although she has reached the,

century point of time as we count, she
looks almost as alert and vigorous as

In the days of her youth, when she
was queen of her tribe

She Is Interestisg. not solely because
of her position and because of the gla-
mour of romance there always is
about a fine representative of this
vanishing race, but because of the
risks she has run and her deep hero-
ism in behalf of her friends of the
white race.

The deed which doubtless has won !
for her the greatest debt of gratitude, '

was her attempt, though only partially
successful, to rescue a small party of

settlers In the Valley of the White
river, from massucre at the hands of

the Utes. This was planned In the ab-
sence of their chief. Chipeta's hus-
band, and under the leadership of his
rival Colorow.

Gathered one night around their
camp fire on the mountain side, the
braves were stirred by the eloquence

of Colorow, until they were ready to

follow him In any outrage against the (
offending whites. Chipeta, overhear-
Ing their plans and realising that she !
was powerless to prevent the attack 1
fearing also to trust so important a

mission to another messenger, deter
mined to slip away from the camp and
herself hour the warning to the doom- j
ed settlement.

In her wigwam. In the center of the
camp, the place safest from attack. I

but most dangerous for undetected es-
cape, she lay through the night, w’atch-
ing with sleepless eyes the flicker of
the camp fire as it died into darkness.
She listened until all was quiet, and
until the chill, creeping through even

the warm covering of skins, told her
that night was turning towards morn-
ing. Then, slipping from her bed of
fir boughs, she cautiously opened the
flaps of her wigwam and crept out
stealthily, her moccasined feet mak-
ing scarcely more sound than a chance
robin darting across a carpet of fallen
leaves. She glided past the slumber-
ing guards, pausing and crouching

lower when one murmured uncon-
sciiusly or moved restlessly in his
sleep; then past the burnt-out camp
fire, where a charred stick fell with
a soft thud into the cold gray ashes,

and through the tall wet grass, pastur-

age for the Indian ponies. Here she
caught her own shaggy pony, tied a

roll of blankets and food upon his
back and. mounting lightly, was well
on her way before the first rays of
morning sunlight had filtered through

the thick foliage of twisted scrub
oaks, and touched the damp, gray
rocks almost green in the shadows of
the dust colored sage.

As she rode from the green valley.

the cool mountain breeze brought to

her ears the swish and gurgle of the
| IJncompahgre. bounding and rushing
over its rocky bed, until at a turn in

ihe trail the sound grew fainter and
:jinter, becoming the merest echo
whispering among the hill tops.

She was safe now from immediate
pursuit, but her ride was no pleasure
jaunt. Two hundred miles she must
travel, for. before her lay the great
snow capped divide, its sides cold
and barren and its lofty peaks losing

their outline in the clear. blue sky.

Yet Chipeta was dauntless, as able to

endure ns was her sturdy little pony,
and she had taken a great resolve.

On the second day of her journey,
as she crested a lofty ridge and look-
ed back over the valley, a great bin!
soared out of the forest and circled
excitedly above the tall trees. Chipe-
ta paused and, shading her eyes with
her brown hand, watched eagerly and
intently the trail over which she had
come. Yes. something was moving,
following the zigzag trail in and out
among the trees. Waiting in the sha-
dow of a projecting boulder, she rec-
ognized that the moving object was a

white horse and rider. Colorow was

in pursuit. He was still far behind
her, but she must lose no time.

They struggled down the trail, her
pony now all but falling to his knees
on the slippery stones, now crowd-
ing between high walls of rock close
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together in the path and many color-
ed in the sunlight. The country,
growing, more desolate with each
mile, offered no shelter from the blaz-
ing sun except those trees, dwarfed
and twisted, which seemed to hug the
rocks like living things. She saw

nothing of the dreaded Colorow; her
pony had outstripped the warrior’s
white horse.

At sunset on the third day Chipeta
reached a pleasant little dell shut in
by a rock, ledge where eddying winds
had left a drift of dry leaves, a grate-

ful resting place for her weary body.
Planning a longer rest than she had
yet allow'ed herself, she slid from her
pony and plunging her hands into a
spring bubbling from a crevice in the

rocks, dashed the water upon her
face and then drank of its coldness.
She turned toward a bed of leaves, al-
ready unrolling her blanket, when
suddenly she noticed above the ridge
she had crossed but a few hours ear-

lier. a fragment of a gray cloud ris-
ing and staining the fiery gold of the
sunset. A less practiced eye than
Chipeta’s w’ould have recognized a

distant camp fire. And whose could
it be but Colorow's?

She could not dawn; she
must push on. As the night closed in.
Chipeta was again on her pony flit-

ting down the trail like a dark shad-
ow. The night w-as without moon and
the few straggling stars were soon
hidden by a curtain of cloud. Unable
to see the trail before her she gave

the pony his head and, bending for-
ward. grasped his tangled mane, lest
she be torn from his back by limbs of
fallen trees. Sometimes swaying diz-
zily she sat erect a moment, to listen
intently as a twig broke or snapped

behind her, or a stone , loosened by

the pony’s hoof, rolled down the
mountain side.

When the first gray streaks of

dawn crept across the sky, Chipeta
found herself on a bluff overlooking
a valley surrounded by adobe hills.
Yes, there beside the river, huddled
among a few tall cottonwood trees,
were a dozen or more log houses,

from whose chimneys smoke curled,
and was lost in the haze of early
morning. A close race it had been,

and even now doubtful of success,
for, as the pony splashed through the
ford and clambered up the muddy
bank, Chipeta saw the form of a
skulking Indian dart like a lizzard
and disappear into the forest.

When she reached the settlement
she tied the pony to a small sapling
and crept to the nearest log cabin,
from the half-open door of which
flouted the laughter of a mother and
the chatter of small voices.

As Chipeta entered there was a

sudden hush, and the two little chil-
dren, whimpering with fear, hid be
hind their mother, whose hand trem-
bled as it grasped the back of a chair.

“Chipeta no harm,” murmured the
Indian, stretching out propitiating
hands, “Chipeta save; Colorow com-
ing soon, kill.”

As she said it the mother stared,
her eyes wide with terror, and her
breath coming quickly.

“To kill!’’ She gasped, clutching
her children, but turning her white,
appealing face toward Chipeta, who
answered in quiet, steady tones:

“Get bread and meat; be ready;
Chipeta will come back and take you
away." Then she turned from the
door and gave hurried warnings at

the other cabins—warnings which but
for her earnestness the settlers would
scarcely have credited, so peaceful

seemed the forest on the river bank.

The day was far too short for even
such inadequate preparations for de-
fense as the settlers were able to
make. Everywhere it was Chipeta

who advised and comforted. At the
approach of evening she returned to

the cottage on the river bank. As
night closed in, like the first flashes
of lightning before a storm, signal
fires blazed from the hills and then
died, leaving again empty darkness
and suspense. Soon, however, the
woods and mountains awoke, echoing
and reechoing with the terrible war
cry of the Utes. The Indians swarm-

• ed over the river across the upper

I ford, at the opposite end of the vil-
-1 lAge from Chipeta’s crossing.

Chipeta seized the only chance of es-
cape for her little band. Catching the
older child in her arms and command-

- ing the mother to carry the younger,

she hurried the weeping and protest-
ing woman from the shelter of the
cabin, and leading them —they scarce-
ly knew whither —through a thicket
down the steep bank of the river,
never allowing them to look back, as

one cabin after another sprang into
flames. It was she who looked back. (
who saw the moment when unobserv- j

: ed they might leap into a canoe and. '
! skirting the banks under the friendly!
• shadow's of overhanging trees, pad-

dle swiftly and almost noiselessly

from the devastated settlement. It
was she w'ho was in command during
their journey, and who finally brot
to safety these few' refugees from the
White River settlement.
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HELPED IN EARLY
OLATHE HISTORY

J. B. Killian came to the Western
Slope in 1883 locating at Colorow,

which is at present Olathe. Colorow
was named for Chief Colorow of the

Indians and at that time was a city

of Indian tepees. About all there was

of Olathe was squawberry bushes. Mr.
Killian’s early activities were associa-

ted with the herding of quite a num-
ber of cattle on California Mesa. They

had just moved the main bulk of the
Indians out in 1882.

During the fall of 1883 Mr. Killian
and others brought a bunch of cattle
in there asd another bunch in 1884, lo-
cating them on Dry Creek. They had
camped at the mouth of Dry Creek
Canon and soon after that the “Trav-

elers came in and built the Uncom-
pahgre canal. The Cushman ditch
was built, taking its water out of Dry

Creek and later they built the Uncom-
pahgre canal. "On January 2, 1902, R.
F. Roberts and a Mr. Brown incorpor-

ated the Townsite of Colorow and in
June 1886 the Town Company was

formed.
Mr. Killian gave 20 acres of land to

the D. & R. G. railroad and soon after
the old Dallas depot was moved down
which is still used in Olathe. The
townsite of Olathe is located on the
origianl camping ground of Chief Col-
orow. Prior to that W. O.- Hersum
had done considerable work in laying

out the town and the streets were

named and numbered. _

In 1890 Mr. Killian was elected
Clerk and Recorder of Montrose coun-
ty, serving in that capacity for several
years. During the past 15 or 20 years

he and his family have made their
home in and near Delta.

Scene On Olathe Streets During 4th July Celebration.

OLATHE AMER’CAN
LEGION OWN HOME

In the fall of 1921, while occupying

as post headquarters and club rooms,
a rented dwelling house on main

street, and realizing the precarious
nature of its tenure in such quarters;
Spiers-Dennis Post No. 24 of the
American Legion. Dept, of Colorado,
at Olathe, determined if possible to

build a club house of its own.
Upon proper authorization by the

post, the post commander appointed
two committees, one on building site
consisting of Oscar and Roy Roateap.

and another on plans and estimate,
composed of B. C. Goddard. F. E. Bry-

ant and Otto Whitener.
After a careful survey, the commit-

tee on site reported that no suitable
location within the means of the post
was available, and the post had about
decided to abandon the undertaking
for the time.

In the meantime, the building as

shown in the cut at the head of the
article, had been planned, and the es-

timate figures by the committee on
plans and estimate had shown a cash
outlay of $2500 for m'aterial and mas-
onry work, would give a building suf-

Just as this stage had been reached
when there seemed nothing to do but
ficient for the needs of the post; and
the plans had been approved,
give up the whole scheme, J. D. Cox
came forward with the announcement
that Mr. R. P. Mills proposed to do-
nate the lot upon which the building

stands to the Post. This offer was

received with loud shouts of acclaim,
and Comrade Cox was ordered to ex-
press to Mr. Mills thanks and appre-

ciation of the Post.
A building committee of the trus-

tees and committee on plans and es-
timate, O. D. Roateap, F. E. Bryant, B.

C. Goddard, and Otto Whitener, was
designated and oruered to proceed to
the work of building as soon as possi-

ble.
Excavation for foundation and base-

ment was made, but winter having ar-
rived, it was decided to leave off
until spring. All labor, hauling and
carpenter work were donated by the
members of the post, and after con-
tending with delay in the delivery of
the brick, and securing brick layers,
the building was finished and ready
for dedication at the District Confer-
ence January 12 and 13. 1923. Dedica-
tory services were participated in by
Dept. Vice-Commander Hiett, Past
Vice-Commander Vandemoer, Dept.
Adjutant David and Dept. Chaplin
Jernigan.

Special mention is made of our G.
A. R. Comrade A. J. Rawson for the
work of raising the necessary funds
for plastering the building. The Wo-
man’s Club for the plumbing fixtures
for the kitchen, and The Woman’s
Auxiliary who is equipping the kitchen
with a complete set of dishes.

SOME OLATHE MEN
WHO MADE TOWN
F. M. Sheck, proprietor of the

Olathe Drug Co., established the busi-
ness in 1906. He was among the
very first to erect a substantial busi-
ness block in Olathe. He carries a
good stock and has a modern drug

store in every respect.
G. H. Meldrum, of the Olathe Tire

Co., has been in the Uncompahgre
Valley and Delta County since 1886.
His father was active in many of the
affairs of the Western Slope. Mr.

Meldrum attended school in Delta,
graduating in 1893. Since that date
he has resided in Montrose county.

W. S. Gaines, one of the old settlers
of the Uncompahgre Valley, arrived
in 1886 from Arkansas. Mr. Gaines
has engaged in various business pur-
suits during his long period of resi-
dence.

John Hogan’s first appearance in
the Valley dates back to the year of
1883. He remembers well the early
history of Olathe. Originally the
town was named Colorow. then chang-
ed to Brown, and later to Olathe.
These changes were necessarily

brought about owing to the naming of
the postoffice. Mr. Hogan is one of
the substantial residents at this time

of the Olathe section and he, along
with many others, has aided in the
upbuilding of the thriving city.

Handsome Home of American Legion at Olathe.

DELTA
Chamber of Commerce
A live organization dedicated to the welfare of

Delta and Delta County.

Officers and Directors:
H. AV. Robinson, President
A. E. Miller, Vice-Fresidcnt.

I. C. Hall, N. W. Draper
A. F. Erich, R. C. Egnew

M. Springer
F. J. Harding, Secretary-Treasurer

Tires, Tubes, Accessories
Vulcanising

Mazda Lamps

Olathe Tire Co.
T. H. MELDRUM, Prop.

Olathe, Colorado

Registered Druggists
DRUGS

STATIONERY

The Olathe
Pharmacy

Rexall Remedies
Eastman Kodaks

Olathe Colorado

Second Section, 1922 Review and 40th Anniversary Edition.


