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own plain and simple language.

"In request of the Pioneer Society for a brief sketch of
the lives of Pioneers for Preservation, I wish to state that
I was born in Monroe County, Mississippi, on April 9, 1837,
My father, John Roberds, was born in Franklin County, Georgia
on August 15, 1800. My mother, Marcha Tucker Roberds was
born in Madison County, Alabama, May 16, 1817, My father
died in San Bernardino, Calif., Oct. 15, 1878 being 78 years
old. He was in the Black Hawk War and learned to speak the
Chocktaw and Chickasaw language. My mother passed away in
San Bernardino some years afterward.

"Early in the spring of 1846 when a boy of 9 years of age,
I left Mississippi with my parents and family, there being
six small children. I traveled into Missouri, crossing the
Mississippi at what was called at that time the "Iron Banks"
and continued to the lead mines. Here we enlarged our party
John Qoberab‘ with more immigrants. From there on the log cabins began to

get very scattering and in a few days we bid farewell to
(Son of R.T. Roberds) civilization,

“The next place of note we came to was the Osage Rivdr; no whites but a few Indians.
Here we took our wagons to pieces and ferried them over the river in a small boat with
great difficulty, the river being about one mile wide. We hired the Indians to swim
our cattle over. This they did by crowding them off in the river, Jumping in after
them, catch the hind ones by the tail, whooping and yelling after them. We traveled
on for several days and then got with another party of immigrants, the noted Bonner
party, who afterwards perished in the snow in the Sierra Nevadas., We continued on by
the old immigrant road, turning southward and united with such old mountaineers, hunters
and trappers as John Brown, Sr,, J.W. Waters, Sr., and Ruben Herrin(g) who afterwards
came to San Bernardino and are buried in Pioneer Cemetery. Matthew Kincade, his two
sons, John and Andrew, John Fisel Briggs and Burris were other mountaineers met here.

"The next place of any note was when we reached a village of Cheyenne Indians, They
did not want us to go any farther, claiming we were destroying their buffale. About
this time there came a little Frenchman named Renshaw. He was an Indian trader and
could talk with them. He said we had to make a feast or they would not let us leave
and might massacre the whole party. Then all hands tured in to make the feast which
consisted of mush and coffee - which almost striped the train of bread stuff. When the
kettles of msh and coffee were set in the row, the Indians came up singing and dancing
their war dance. They ate, danced and sang all at the same time,

"The next day we yoked up our oxen and started on our Journey westward and the first
thing we knew these Indians were following us with their lodges; they were moving with
us, They traveled with us for three days and when we would camp-they would camp, just
off a little way. They they would come into camp and try to trade moccasins and various
kinds of skins for bread and cloth. When we voked up the fourth morning they did not
follow us. We were very glad they stopped for we were very uneasy, as they might do us
harm, being bold and saucy, We traveled on and came to Fountain Colony Creek and con-
tinuing on came to Fort Pueblo on the Arkansazs River. Here we fixed camp for the wint-
er, mking log cabins to live in. Had a hard winter. The Mormon War soldiers came and
wintered with us. We traded oxen for corn with the mountaineers.
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