
Prologue:  Cherokee Outlet 
 

Abraham Slaughter sat astride his horse, surveying the scene. The course of the race lay 

before him in the glaring noonday sun. A clear, blue bowl of September sky arched overhead, 

vast, infinite, and seemingly more significant than the land below. But the land! Virgin prairie 

stretched before his eyes, undulant, grass-covered, and resplendent—free land! It was September 

16, 1893—the perfect day to race for a homestead on the open prairie. 

The chaos and drunken violence of the past weeks had settled down. Quiet and poised now, 

the teeming and formerly unruly crowd gathered upon horse and in wagon, all facing south, 

every nerve straining, many with hangovers, at least one man on one of the newly-invented 

bicycles—a strange contraption for prairie transportation. The rider wouldn’t last long.  

All appraised the open prairie of Indian Territory spread out before them, ripe for the 

picking. Once they had staked their claims, it would become Oklahoma Territory. Everyone was 

fully armed, though U.S. Marshalls and Army men were in plain sight—a man had to defend his 

land and his family. Abraham’s pistol was holstered, his rifle ready; both were loaded. Secured 

to his saddle was the stake he would pound into the soil to claim his land. His wife Minnie had 

the shotgun lying across her lap. He hoped she didn’t have to use it. 

Their fastest horse tossed its head and rolled its eyes, showing the whites. Absorbing the 

nervous energy of its owner sitting primed and eager to commence the race, the gelding could 

sense that something was afoot. Abraham glanced at Minnie in the wagon, her eyes shielded by 

her sunbonnet, face straight ahead, focused, straining to hear the boom of the cannons.  

Bundled on the floorboard at Minnie’s feet, baby Jerry slept cradled between his mother’s 

boots. Six-year-old Floyd sat beside his mother, gripping a rifle, his face solemn, old enough to 
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comprehend the seriousness of this pursuit. A crease between his eyebrows, he looked wise 

beyond his years as he assessed the rolling prairie. 

In the back three-year-old Avery peeked out around the white wagon top, her black hair 

captured in little pigtails with curls escaping the ends to frame her innocent face. Her tiny 

sunbonnet shielded her from excessive glare. Avery’s black eyes were wide and gleaming.  

She didn’t comprehend. But crowds of drunken people had careened by their family’s 

wagon each night for the past week, shouting, shooting, and fighting as her parents had stood 

guard with firearms. Peeping out, she had witnessed the mayhem by the light of the campfire. It 

had been enough to inform her that something entirely outside the ordinary was about to occur.  

They were leaving their home in Kansas. 

At the explosion of the cannons, every man, woman, and child—one hundred fifteen 

thousand persons spread along the 228-mile border—would ride hard and fast to claim the free 

land of the newly-opened Cherokee Outlet, a supposed perpetual passageway for the displaced 

and corralled indigenous tribes to hunt in the Rocky Mountains. With this last gobbling up of 

native land, guaranteed to the Indian tribes for as long as the sun rose and set, Indian Territory 

would be devoured, a thing of the past. 

Ironically, Abraham Slaughter and his wife and children were Cherokee Indians. Yet, there 

they sat, American citizens ready to ride in and claim what should have been theirs by right and 

guarantee of the United States government. They begged God to help them in their pursuit. 

Abraham snorted at the irony of it. His family had followed a serpentine trail to arrive at this day. 

Fifty-five years earlier, President Andrew Jackson had driven the Cherokee Nation, the last 

of the so-called Five Civilized Tribes, out of their ancestral lands in the Great Smoky Mountains. 
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However, Jackson had made some serious miscalculations in his attempt to eradicate an entire 

nation. A people who had their own written language, a printed newspaper, a form of 

representative government, organized communities, and advanced farming techniques could be 

forced from their homes so that illiterate white farmers could take their land. But they would not 

be eradicated. The Cherokee people were resilient and intelligent, and they had faith.  

Jackson hadn’t figured on those important factors. As President of the United States, he 

hadn’t considered the American Indians who were under his guardianship to be human beings, 

just savages, no matter what they said or did. Years of Indian wars had shaped his views. He had 

been wrong. The Cherokee were a resourceful nation. A large number of them were Christians, 

solid in the faith, the Moravian, Presbyterian, Baptist, and Methodist missionaries having been 

highly effective. The faith of these believing Cherokee was a source of help in trial.  

As people who married those of their faith, regardless of race, many Cherokee families were 

interracial. Among the Cherokee, one drop of Cherokee blood made you a member of the tribe—

it had always been the tribal custom, taking precedence over government stipulations. Family 

ties were strong. Ties among families in churches were also strong—their children intermarried. 

Eventually, it became difficult to determine which of your grandparents were full-blooded 

Cherokee and which were not.  

But it hardly mattered. They were all your people, your own family. No one recorded race in 

their family-Bible genealogies, just names, because race was of no consequence. 

Therefore, when government troops had driven the Cherokee out of their homes and across 

the country in the winter of 1838-39, Chief John Ross was only one-eighth Cherokee. But he was 

Cherokee, nonetheless. Before the removal, he had stood opposed to the President’s decision to 
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move his people from their ancestral homes to Indian Territory, west of the Mississippi River. 

The tribe had sent their lawyers to Washington to appeal. Supreme Court Justice John Marshall 

had ruled in their favor.  

But still, President Jackson had been determined. 

Seeing what was coming, Abraham Slaughter’s grandfather had taken his wife, siblings, and 

parents—the entire clan— and had slipped away from tribal lands along with hundreds of other 

Cherokee families, heading separate directions. The Slaughters and others had journeyed to 

safety in the northwest corner of Virginia, passing through the Appalachian and Allegheny 

Mountains. The families remained close to one another, joining the same church and community.  

Though the Slaughters were dark of skin and black of hair, so many immigrants bore the 

same ethnic appearance that no one in Virginia had inquired, neither had they offered the 

information—they were just Americans, dressed similarly, well-educated, church members. It 

hadn’t mattered. Still, they hadn’t spoken of their origins.  

To people of faith, race should be of no consequence; but, unfortunately, it often was. It was 

consequential to the United States government and to those who wanted to strip land and homes 

away from others for their own selfish intentions.  

Meanwhile, even after leaving office, Andrew Jackson had continued to be tenacious. 

Having already dispensed with the other tribes of the southeast, he sent troublemakers to harass 

the Cherokee, searching for a weak spot. And then, the event Abraham’s grandfather had feared 

came to pass: The tribe had divided, and a traitorous faction had agreed to the removal, signing a 

government document. That piece of paper was all Jackson had needed.  
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Government troops had invaded the Cherokee Nation and, at bayonet point, had forced them 

from their homes. On the Trail of Tears at least a third of them had died. Every family had been 

touched by loss. Just as his fellow tribal members were completing the arduous trek toward 

Indian Territory in the dead of winter, thousands of them dying, Abraham’s father John had been 

born safely in northwestern Virginia on March 12, 1839.  

The sons and daughters of this emigrant group of Cherokee families in Virginia had grown 

to adulthood and had eventually intermarried. Their sons had served in the Civil War, fighting 

for the North, John serving in the U.S. Army between 1862 and 1865. On March 18, 1861, 

Abraham had been born right before John left for the war. It was the hardest thing John had ever 

had to do, leaving his wife Mary and his new son to go fight for three years. 

When he returned from the killing fields, sick of war, carnage, and death, John had taken his 

family west, packing up Mary and little Abraham and heading to Kansas. They had felt a tribal 

inclination and had settled in Kingman, near the border of Indian Territory. Kingman had been 

the small town where Abraham had grown up.  

John and Mary had borne four more children, and Abraham had become the eldest of a 

growing tribe of siblings. In 1886, at age twenty-five, he had married Minnie Cornelia Parsons, 

of like ancestry. They had rented a farm south of Kingman and had started their family.  

With three generations of intermarrying, the Slaughters were now mostly of Cherokee 

ancestry but also could trace their lineage back to the Revolutionary War. They were a typical 

Cherokee family, having a mix of various European ethnicities in their blood. Intermarriage had 

seemed inconsequential. However, it had been used by God to preserve their family.  
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Of course, disruption would come again. The American government had violated every one 

of its treaties made with indigenous peoples. Therefore, less than fifty years after the Trail of 

Tears, rumblings were heard that Indian Territory was to be opened to settlement.  

These speculations came to pass in 1889 and 1893. The Oklahoma Land Rush occurred—

Indian Territory was opened for any and all to claim land and move on in. The United States 

government again violated its treaties. The land was taken away from the native tribes to which it 

had been appropriated and was given to the first claimants. 

And now, coming in from the north, Abraham Slaughter sat on his impatient horse, primed 

and ready to grab that land. It seemed right. He hadn’t been able to purchase land in Kansas, and 

he needed a homestead for his growing family. As Cherokee people, it should belong to them—

he and other native people had whispered together in the camp. Many Cherokee planned to claim 

land as independent citizens of unnamed heritage. Since most were a mix of many races, it was 

an easy thing to do. Their race was difficult to discern.  

Thousands of people of various backgrounds, all hopeful pioneers, were competing to claim 

one of forty-two thousand parcels of land. All were perched on the border, all yearning for the 

promise of free land; it was going to be wild chaos when the guns sounded. 

When the cannons boomed at the stroke of noon, baby Jerry woke with a scream and all the 

horses jumped with fright, some rearing up and falling back onto the wagons or the ground. Most 

leapt forward after the initial shock. However, a nearby horse reared back and landed squarely on 

Abraham’s gelding’s hoof. In pain, the horse stumbled and shrieked out an agonized sound. But 

the race had to be made.  
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Impatient to get to good land, Abraham raced with determination, heels dug into his 

gelding’s sides. But the horse began to falter. Quickly, Abraham claimed land near what would 

become the small town of Gibbon. He had a good horse, but the treading on its hoof had cut the 

race short. It had gone lame in the melee. The gelding had done the best it could.  

Minnie had followed in the wagon, driving the horses hard to keep up with Abraham, the 

children hanging on for dear life as the wagon careened and clattered behind the galloping 

horses—Floyd and Avery with eyes wide, baby Jerry crying and screaming the entire trip. This 

was as far as they got—a mere two miles across the border. They were disappointed, but at least 

they’d staked a claim.  

Another significant family, though with a less tragic recent family history, also had a stake 

in the run—the Pinkertons. Thomas and Adeline Pinkerton, known as Addie, had both grown up 

in Kingman, childhood acquaintances of Abraham and Minnie. Unlike their Cherokee friends, 

they were tall, blue-eyed, and of Scots-Irish and English descent. 

 On this day Thomas Pinkerton was helping a family friend, Cynthia Blanchard, to stake a 

claim—providing her expenses and accompanying her. She was very young and was caught up 

in the excitement of free land. If she couldn’t pay back what Thomas and Addie had loaned her 

for the patent on the homestead—that is if she was fast enough to stake a claim at all—the land 

would go to the Pinkertons as her backers. Her chances were slim, but she wanted to try. 

They were all intent on getting good property. Land was important. Thomas and Addie had 

established a successful livery stable in Kingman and a farm south of town, near Cleveland; but 

they needed more land. They already had two small children: Sadie and Prentis. More were sure 
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to come. Thus, they were willing to stake Miss Blanchard and to help her make that run, hoping 

she’d succeed, but knowing they would get that land if she didn’t. It was an investment. 

Thomas had gone in weeks earlier to spy out the land, heading back out of the territory 

before the run. South of what would become Wakita, Oklahoma, he had found property with a 

red bluff overlooking a winding creek, an excellent source of water for a prosperous farm. When 

the cannons boomed, Thomas and Miss Blanchard rode their horses relentlessly, aiming directly 

for that location. A pack of people galloped behind them, all heading the same direction. 

When they came to the spot, Thomas pulled his pistol and swung his horse around to protect 

Miss Blanchard while she leapt off, removed the marker, and pounded in her stake. Another 

rider, who had been hot on their heels aiming for the same land, took a shot at them as he passed 

by; but then, thinking better of it, he rode farther up the creek and claimed his own property. This 

new neighbor later came back to apologize—“the heat of the moment,” he said. Thomas and 

Miss Blanchard accepted his apology. No harm had been done. 

Now everyone had to file for their patents. Abraham Slaughter left Minnie to guard their 

property while he rode to Enid to make their claim. Floyd knew how to use a shotgun; he could 

help his mother if he had to. Thomas Pinkerton guarded the property while Miss Blanchard also 

took her marker and rode to Enid with the thousands of other claimants, streaming toward the 

assigned city for their property. Abraham Slaughter and Cynthia Blanchard could handle not 

only their horses but also their guns. It was a good thing. 

Staking the claim ended up being the less hazardous of the two tasks. Though not as chaotic 

as the registration in Guthrie in 1889, filing the claim and obtaining the patent in Enid, a tent city 

that rose from the prairie on that very day, involved drunken brawls and violence over 
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improperly surveyed property lines, just as had occurred in Guthrie four years earlier. Fistfights 

erupted. Guns were fired.  

But all ended well. Abraham Slaughter and Miss Cynthia Blanchard each stood their ground 

and soon returned, never having crossed paths. Unknown to them, however, their lives were 

linked; their individual success would affect the posterity of each and of Miss Blanchard’s 

backers. Unfortunately, Miss Blanchard couldn’t make a go of it; this is her only significant 

contribution to our story. By the following year, Thomas and Addie Pinkerton were in possession 

of the Oklahoma land and now had farms in Kansas and Oklahoma to maintain. Abraham 

Slaughter and his wife Minnie did make a go of it. They built a house of earth together, a soddy, 

their first Oklahoma home—a hardscrabble farm. 

Life was hard on the Oklahoma plains; but this history is the familiar refrain of the people 

who settled there, a common heritage. This is a tale of these two families and the pioneers of 

north-central Oklahoma. A mix of diverse people congregated there at the end of the 1800s, 

many knit together by their faith, all connected by their livelihoods as farmers and ranchers and, 

because of those occupations, their need for land. These people would forge a community in 

spite of their varied creeds, economic needs, and ethnic backgrounds. 

Love seemed to be the strongest bond, overcoming heritage, blood, money, and even 

divisions caused by religion. 

	  


