OVERBROOK, OKLAHOMA
By George Bourland

As told to Ralph Evans

You have asked me to talk briefly about Overbrook, Indian Territory, Chickasaw Nation, now Oklahoma. The best way I know is for us to drive around and hit some of the high spots and let me take you and your listeners on a little tour of Overbrook. Now lets start as we are driving along here we see a rather prominent peak just Northwest of the community of Overbrook, this we like to refer to as Adams Jimmy Point. Adams Jimmy being the first known settler in this area. He came in here I believe, in 1850 or something like that and built on the south side of that peak right there where you are looking. He built a home, a house, dug a cellar and dug a well and you know the usual rudimentary things that a pioneer homestead called for. Today most of this has been obliterated because they have let a bulldozer go in at the very spot.

I can remember, Ralph, my dad taking me up there and he said, “Here is where Adams Jimmy lived.” I asked, “Who is Adams Jimmy?” He told me he was the first settler I this part of the country. He was a Chickasaw Indian. Naturally that intrigued me so he explained a lot about it.  Today even though you can’t see anything, I can remember the old stones that were put up for a foundation and his chimney had fallen into a heap and was just a bunch of rubble. The cellar had fallen in and the well had caved in pretty much but you could still get a drink of water out of it. We are going to pull out and leave Adams Jimy Point right now and as we go to the north toward my north pasture you can see up ahead of you some deep depressions. Oh, like a person might have taken a Fresno and a slip and cut a piece out of the prairie there, that was man made alright but not with a Fresno and a slip, rather, with wagons because that was a part of the old trail to Fort Arbuckle and it bent around and came in across this hill up here north of the McAlister cemetery. I remember my uncle and my dad talking about when they were just little tykes, they were in school up there, a subscription school.

Do you know what a subscripton school is? Well, for the benefit of those who might not know, a subscription school is where any one could set up a school and people paid x number of dollars or barter or what have you so they could send their children to school so that they might get the rudiments of reading, writing and arithmetic. They studied the McGuffy reader, the Blue Basspeller, Ray’s arithmetic, and the dictionary and the Bible. Anyway, my uncle and dad went to the school and they said one day they saw a calvacade coming north up the Arbuckle trail in a great cloud of dust. The closer they got they could see what they said, was a raggedest group of people they had ever seen. It was a bunch of Negroes, they were probably freed men, or something.  They had been punched coming up through Texas, been hurrahed and punched and everything until they were fighting mad. They had old blunder busses, cap and ball pistols, you name it, they had it. I never will forget my dad said he looked and every tarp on every wagon had anywhere from half a dozen to two dozen holes in it and he said all you could see was a little black head sticking out of every hole there.

The young Negro children were looking out and all around. The teacher called all the children in and told them to keep their mouths shut and to keep quiet. The caravan pulled up to the well and they all got out and filled their water kegs which seemed to have been empty. They all filled up on water and went on their way. That was the old Fort Arbuckle Trail, and pieces of it still remain today. I could take you down right west of my barn at the home place and show you where the old trail went across there, kinda like a buffalo wallow. I could take you out and show you a very few buffalo wallows, too.

Overbrook was a community and all I have been able to learn about its name is that they called it the Brook and it was build down here where the present community of Overbrook is located. I know my folks came here over a hundred years ago because in 1880 they built the old log ranch house which I am still using today. The logs being nearly as good condition as when it was built a hundred years ago. They cut the logs right there and hauled lime rock down from the hill. They built a lime-kiln. They took freight wagons and went something like eighty miles, the way they had to go, to Gainsville, Texas. They had three or five horse hitches and they would haul barrels of cement up here and they would slack the lime then they mixed up lime and cement and built the fireplaces and plastered the log house. They had two long rooms with what they called a dog-trot in between.

There was a little mail drop there although unofficial. If anyone was going north they would take the mail as far as the went, drop it at some home or trading post and depend on somebody else to carry it on.  Later a sawmill was moved in here and a grist-mill and a cotton gin, the railroad came through. There was at one time here in Overbrook as many as three or four hotels and four or five doctors. It was quite a little place. The old town site is still laid out and what used to be our school is now a community building. There were five lots there that were given by the Chickasaw Nation to the city of Overbrook to be used for a cemetery. However, they elected to build a school there, too.

The first school was just south of Overbrook over in what was later Dr. Hardy’s pasture.  Then it started falling (down) so they came over and built a two story brick building on this place. Then somebody came along and condemned it and built the present building there.Overbrook at one time, like all country communities was very active with a lot of people in here. People all had a wonderful time and the thing of it was nobody knew they were disadvantaged.

Ralph, I remember a few years ago I discovered that I was disadvantaged as a youngster and I have been mad about it ever since. We had a lot of fun even though we were disadvantaged. A couple of surviving communities neighbors to Overbrook, Antioch to the south later moved over near the old cemetery and became Orinne, then later it moved to where it is now and became Greenville. That, Ralph, is where you live. Marsden was a big community and now there is a Baptist church and two houses, a parsonage and another house and that is all that is left of Marsden.

There were a lot of people in here. A lot of this country was owned by the Chickasaws originally. They started here and they would let white people come in and if they made certain improvements to the land, they got all the rent off of it. That was the group that originally started what was known as Overbrook. Like so many communities of its kind, as the years rolled by and Ardmore had its oil boom, it took the dominating lead and Overbrook decreased.

Back in the early days they did have a lot of good things. They had pie suppers, box suppers and they had all kinds of family entertainment and even though they were short on money, the kids respected their parents and the parents loved their kids. Divorce was just unheard of. God smiled on this country and even though they were poor, everything was good. The people enjoyed living, then came progress, and times I wonder if it really is progress. Overbrook, at one time, could hold its own with any group. That was back when Love County was good. That was shortly after the great boom of the famous Marietta Prairie which was noted for its grain production. You know that county at one time was known everywhere for the fine grain it produced.

Back to the log house where my people moved after it was built in 1880. They had people like Chris Masden, Bill Tilghman and other pioneer day marshals who would come and stay. People would come from all over the country and visit. That was back in the days when people came by buckboard. Ralph, you asked me about the early day marshals that might have come in here. Three that come to mind of course were Chris Masden, Bill Tilghman and Heck Thomas. These fellows would come through and stop at the old home place. My folks told me that one time that Heck Thomas came and he had a gigantic Negro with him and this old boy had allegedly chopped up a family, cut off their heads and brutalized them and everything.  He was on his way to Fort Smith, Arkansas to have a session with the hanging judge, Issac Parker. That was the old boy that very few came back from a session with him. Of course Heck had no way of incarceration for him so he took log chains he had him manacled hand and foot and looped those log chains through the manacles. There was a huge oak tree just on the south side and just a few feet from the long porch along the house.  So, he hooked him up feet and hands to that tree. They brought him his suggans roll. That was his sleeping bag, sleeping blanket, quilt or what have you and they called it a suggans roll. So he brought the negro’s and tossed it on the side of the porch, then he put his back in the dog trot, far enough that the fellow couldn’t reach him.
 
When anyone came in be it an outlaw or a Marshall, it did not make any difference, they were always treated courteously. Nobody ever bothered them. Tonight it might be an infamous gang, tomorrow night it might be law enforcement officers.  When anyone came in there, there would be somebody there to take their horse but most of them preferred to take care of their own horses. Somebody would be there to help them take care of their horses and feed and a place for them would be provided.  The saddles would be hung up, the horses curried down and everything.  Some of them would ride forty or fifty miles out of their way to spend a night there.  My aunt had a cook whose culinary ability was well noted up and down the countryside. I have looked everywhere, Ralph, and I have never found a name for him.  They always called him “the Dutchman” and Mrs. Love, my Aunt, carried him on the payroll as The Dutchman. She would have where she had paid different ones, say John Doe and Sam Roe and The Dutchman. He was noted for his ability to make sourdough doughnuts. So, a lot of the guys would cheerfully admit that they had ridden forty or fifty miles out of their way because they always set a good table.  In the morning when the travelers got ready to go, the Dutchman would fix them a good lunch. He would always put in a bunch of the sourdough doughnuts.

So, back to Heck Thomas and his prisoner. The next morning Heck Thomas took his Negro prisoner and put him on his horse, chained him so he could not get away, they each took their lunch and went on their way to meet Judge Parker.

Nobody was ever turned away from the old home place. They were always welcome.  If company came unexpectedly the kids would run out and grab two or three long legged fryers or a big fat hen, wring its neck and they would have fried chicken or chicken and dumplings. They butchered their own hogs. Once a year they would go to Gainesville, the nearest trading post, and bring back white sugar, in barrels, brown sugar and white flour. On these trips they would always get the kids Christmas presents. They would always get three or four quarts of whiskey, laudanum, quinine and calomel. They were medications of the pioneer days so they would always make sure they had plenty on hand. When they would make the trip, they would camp on the way down and on the way back. When they got back they would have everything put up for the winter. They would butcher their own beef and aunt had a special patch of ground that she sowed buckwheat. They kept bees, made sorghum molasses and they canned and dried stuff. They were self supporting, on their own.

Every once in a while I sit down and take some of my aunt’s old journals, she did not call them a diary, she called them a journal. I take some of them and just look through them. Ralph, I do not remember when the asphalt mines started. They are southeast of here. I have not been over there in-years. They always looked pretty doggone deep and were always full of water, crystal clear water. Asphalt used to be hauled from there with a three-horse hitch. After the train came through they had a device where they could drive a team up on it and unload the asphalt in the cars and drive the team down. There were many, many loads of asphalt shipped from Overbrook. The cars were set off on a spur here at Overbrook until they were filled with asphalt.  The asphalt was all hauled by wagon down here to the cars. My Uncle Sid told me he hauled many a load.

Uncle Sid worked for his Uncle Henry Brown. He worked in the gin and got fifteen dollars a month. He slept in the gin and they fed him.  He worked from daylight until after dark and sometimes they would gin all night long. And we think we have problems.

-The above was submitted by Cleta Hipley





