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While Bill or Tom told of being around Corinne since 

Little Mountain was but a small rock, Holmes, in the upman­

ship of the times, said he had lived in the community since 

Little Mountain was a hole in the ground. 

The comment originates from the fact Little Mountain is 

an extinct volcano with a crater about the size of a foot­

ball field at its peak. The ancient volcano also explains 

the hot springs there. 

Holmes and Bosley went to soak in the springs in their 

younger years, Holmes usually arriving there in a buggy and 

Bosley astride a horse. Horses were still the main mode of 

transportation then and in the later years occupied much of 

the talk of the boys on the bench as to which mare was best 

for breeding and which stud had the right lineage. 

Horses in the early days were as wild as the men, and 

may yet be today, and this was proven easily with the knee­

�s�l�a�p�p�~�n�g� tale of Hampton's hand-picked cayuses. 

Not that these broomtails were special in any way, ex­

cept perhaps for being born with an untamed instinct to run 

from anything strange, but such horses were cheap trade-offs 

from owners needing an animal more manageable for saddle, 

buggy, or plow. 

By running free until captured, they were unruly and 

unpredictable, even when half-broken. But they were hard­

hoofed, whip-thin of fat, as strong as the proverbial ox, 

and as mean as a grizzly bear with a broken tooth. 
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"Those broomtails were as ornery as a short-shoed mule 

and as mean as two tomcats tossed over a clothesline after 

their tails were tied together," Bosley said. "But they'd 

run until they dropped dead and then go some." 

"Yeah," Holmes agreed. "I don't know as if I'd like to 

have a hitch of them, but I'd like them in the harness if I 

was riding a stage." 

As a rule, a buggy was pulled by one or two horses, 

depending on the prowess of the owner. Usually but two were 

harnessed to a farm wagon, and while the heavy conestoga 

could be managed with a pair, the best rig was a four-up. 

During the freighting days of corinne, mule trains of 

10 to 20 animals per wagon were common, the big rig called 

an "eagle-out" from the $20 gold piece common at the time. 

stagecoaches, despite the western movies of the '50s and 

'60s, had six-ups of leaders, pullers, and wheelers. 

Such a rigging of six horses was the routine at 

Hampton's Ford, once a stage station below present-day 

Cutler Dam at one of few convenient crossings of Bear River 

some 80 miles north of Salt Lake city. There the traveler 

of the l850s, en route to the Northwest from the Mormon 

capi tal, could receive supper, bed and breakfast for 35 

cents. 

The crossing, long favored by Indians and the fur 

trappers who followed, was made possible by a sand bar piled 

up behind a cropping of rock across the river. In 1853, Ben 
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Hampton built a ferry there and a few years later added a 

bridge because of the increased traffic of gold seekers and 

emigrants through Northern Utah. Toll fees set by the 

territorial legislature were $3 for a wagon with two horses 

or oxen, $2 for a loaded cart, and $1 for a pack animal. 

Besides the traffic at the crossing, the main function 

at the ford was servicing the stagecoaches and passengers as 

the first overnight stop out of Salt Lake City. 

At the approach of a stage, workers would swing the 

huge barn doors open to admit the entire outfit. As later 

described by Anderson in an Oct. 4, 1953 article published 

in the Logan Herald Journal on page 1. 

Passengers cl·imbed out and were whisked into 
the hospitable rock hotel with their baggage. 
Gold, if the stage happened to carry any, was 
stowed away in the safe in the office in the top 
of the barn. The puffing horses were unharnessed, 
rubbed down and fed, care being taken to cool them 
off before they were watered at the river bank. 
Wheels were removed from the stage and greased, 
and harnesses were gathered up from where they had 
been flung on the floor and draped over the wooden 
pegs on each side of the driveway. 

The horses purchased for use at the station had been 

broken to harness, usually by their previous owners, Bosley 

would say, but not much else. Oh, a couple of them had been 

saddled to ride, but the nosebleeds in the morning trying to 

shake out the kinks proved more pain than profit. 

They were picked because of their stamina and stood up 

better than the more gentle Eastern, or Kentucky, strains. 

"After a night's rest, those cayuses were right hard to 



Figure 19. A 1953 photo of Hampton's Ford taken by Bernice 
Gibbs Anderson. Marijane Morris collection. 
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Figure 20. The hotel at Hampton's Ford from a 1953 photo­
graph of Bernice Gibbs Anderson. Marijane Morri~ collection. 
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handle," Bosley said. "More than one wrangler got jerked 

into jelly beans trying to hitch 'em up and a few broke arms 

and legs and lost teeth to boot." 

"Yeah," Holmes laughed, slapping his thigh. "and you 

had to watch them at night, too, or they'd jump the corral 

and head back for the hills." 

The solution worked out by the wranglers was to toss a 

rope over the hammerheads a couple hours before the kitchen 

lamps were lighted in the hotel the next morning and run the 

mustangs part way to the next change station and back. with 

this surplus spirit toned down a mite, the six-up team then 

could be hitched to the waiting stage. 

"Even so, those horses still had a lot of grit left and 

I 'member old Ben Wilkins saying how he and his wife, Emma I 

think her name was, rode the stage north to Idaho Falls once 

when its name was Eagle Rock and she was some upset with the 

j oustin' and the bouncin' ,'" Holmes said. "Old Ben nearly had 

to hogtie the woman to get her to ride back. She was dead 

set on walking every step of the way before putting one foot 

on that stage again." 

The rock hotel remains, as sturdy-looking as 100 years 

ago, but today it is used as a restaurant specializing in a 

limited nightly menu centered around lamb dishes. 

Both Bill Holmes and Bill Bosley at one time or the 

other had been to Hampton's Ford and both had taken their 

families on outings to Bear Lake, a blue-water gem 20 miles 
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long, seven miles wide and 175 feet at its deepest tucked 

into a pocket of the mountains on the Utah-Idaho border. 

As such, they both knew the story of the Bear Lake 

Monster and would retell it themselves many times. 

Not that such stories were that uncommon, of course, 

since several of the deep blue lakes of North America, such 

as Tahoe on the California-Nevada border, reportedly harbor 

serpent-like monsters or the like from the beginnings of 

Indian storytelling. 

From Shoshoni legend, two star-crossed lovers, pursued 

by their tribesmen, plunged into Bear Lake and were changed 

by the Great Spirit into two enormous serpents. Interest-

ingly, the origins of other such serpents in other such 

lakes are similar in the telling. 

At any rate, Bear Lake, referred to as Black Bears Lake 

in a Sept. 10, 1819 letter by Donald Mackenzie sent to a 

colleague back East and later known also as Sweet Lake and 

Little Lake to the trappers of the 1820s, has a mysterious, 

perhaps mystical, monster (Anderson, circa 1950). 

As the Shoshoni told the tale, the beast, in the days 

before the buffalo disappeared, had carried off many braves 

who were venturesome enough to swim in the blue mountain 

lake. 

The Indians said it was "of a serpent-kind, but with 

legs about 18 inches long" and a length up to 80 feet. It 

sometimes crawled out of the water a short distance and had 
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the ability, when it chose, to spout a stream of water out 

of its mouth. 

Depending on the storyteller, its head resembled that 

of a horse, an alligator, a great serpent or a sea lion. It 

had ears, or bunches on the side of its head as large as a 

pint cup. Its body was that of a seal, a serpent, a dolphin 

or a crocodile and it was covered with brownish fur. It 

could travel through the water, the story goes, at a rate of 

a mile a minute. It could roar very loudly and often did so 

when it thrashed near shore. 

While the Shoshoni legend passed from grandfather to 

grandson, it gained attention when the Aug. 3, 1868 Deseret 

News published an article by Joseph C. Rich, an eminent 

Mormon who had gathered his information from "reliable" 

witnesses of the monster's existence (Anderson, circa 

1950) • 

No concrete scientific evidence of the monster has been 

found, not of the Bear Lake serpent 'or of the other legend­

ary creatures hiding in the waters of other North American 

lakes, but the story persists, and to some, so does the 

belief. 

Belief, you see, just a suspicion of possible belief, 

makes for a good story and the boys on the bench appreciated 

one even if they had to elaborate the particulars to give it 

a punch. 

There were oft-told tales of early Corinne, of course, 
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and some of them, including "The Great Indian Scare" and 

"The Gentile Navy," will appear in this work. Others, 

however, will receive but brief mention, such as the "Soiled 

Doves" and the "Divorce Machine." 

The soiled doves, or "nymphs de-pave" as the editor of 

the Corinne Reporter called them, lived in small buildings, 

"cribs," along the south edge of the city near the slough. 

As the story goes, the sheriff of Box Elder County in 

Brigham City at times loaded up a buckboard with prisoners 

and drove them to a large tent in the center of Corinne 

licensed by the city council "for a certain purpose" in 

order to keep them "more manageable." 

Whether the prisoners were all Gentiles isn't clear, 

but the ladies of surrounding towns reportedly drew their 

skirts aside when meeting any and all women from "Sinful 

Corinne" on the streets of their communities. 

"Hell Hole of the Earth," the "Jumping-off Place" and 

"City of the Un-Godly" were other Mormon labels tagged on 

the Burg on the Bear, which at one time in the early years 

sported as many as 70 prostitutes or more. 

Also in the early years, the "Divorce Machine" was 

quite an enterprising contraption in Corinne. It somewhat 

resembled an old Nevada slot machine, but each pull of the 

handle, after inserting a $2.50 gold piece or equivalent 

coin, produced a certificate signed by a judicial authority. 

Then it took but filling in the proper names and dates 
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to get a divorce. It was not necessary for either party to 

be present as the entire divorce could be accomplished by a 

proxy (Anderson, circa 1960). 

Thing was, Tom Bosley would say, no other court in the 

land recognized such a procedure and more than one couple 

ended up in years of litigation, quite of few of whom were 

involved in multiple entanglements. 

"It was Tom then who was the cowboy, wasn't it?" Marion 

asked of her husband in the 1985 interview. 

"No, they both were," Donald answered. "Bill, now, he 

lived here in town when we were youngsters, but Tom went out 

to Promontory and worked on that ranch out there for years." 

"That's right," Marion remembered, "they were both 

cowboys in their early days." 

"Tom, now, they practically had to shoot him off the 

horse he was ridin' to get him to quit," Donald said. "And 

he did, right after his wife died. But the two of them, in 

their younger days, were really some earth-stompin' old 

cowpunchers." 

"And they were both just as bowlegged as they could 

be," Marion added, sliding the palm of one hand over her 

eyes and slowly shaking her head as if playing back an old 

black-and-white movie in her mind. 

"And they were drunkards," Donald added. "In the early 

part of their lives, they were drunkards and then they quit. 

"Then right in the last years of their lives, the two 
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of them started hitting the beer pretty heavy, Bill a lot 

more than Tom. Sometimes, Bill would really get looped and 

he'd take up that whole road trying to ride his bicycle 

home. 

"Man, oh man, he was really funny pedalin' home like 

that," Donald continued. "But, you know, I can't think of a 

time he didn't make it, one way or the other." 

"Didn't Tom stay in his store, right up to the end?" 

Marion asked. 

"Yeah," Donald said. 

"Well, that was the difference, you see," Marion said. 

"Tom was in business there at his butcher shop and he sort 

of had to walk the straight-and-narrow, but old Bill didn't 

have any such obligations." 

"Maybe so," Donald nodded, adding with a barrel-roll 

rumble, "Tom would always drink a bottle or two a day, but 

01' Bill, he'd get started sometimes and he'd drink until he 

said the tires on his bicycle had a sloshy bump like they 

were pumped full up of water or somethin'." 

If Bill Holmes drank of spirited liquid, he didn't do 

all that much of it, other than perhaps sociably, in public 

view. Perhaps the facts that he served as city recorder, 

sat on the council a time or three and held his own type of 

"court" around the warmth of the potbellied stove in his 

store might have had something to do with this. 

In the 1950s, the remnants of the rooms of his home, 
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the red-brick Roche building on the corner of Montana and 

Fifth streets, were crowded and stacked into a "junk" area 

on the northeast side of the ground floor where once was the 

hardware store. 

Somehow, in this storage place of unwanted things, 

there remained much of his pride and his past. 

In the early 1950s, when he no longer lived in the 

Roche building, when he "visited" the town on the warm 

summer days to sit on the Whittlin' Bench then placed 

against the front wall of Walt Bosley's garage right across 

the street, and when his son, Wendell, dutifully collected 

monthly mortgage payments from Jack-Mormon merchant J. W. 

"Wally" Morris, Holmes often looked at the two-story 

structure, but never crossed Montana to re-enter it. 

After all, he knew what was there and he knew Wendell's 

garage at his home in Brigham City couldn't hold any more. 

Kept there were dust-Iadened and some linen-covered 

items of earlier opulence. On one wall hung a picture frame 

holding a copy of the Mayflower Charter listing the under­

lined name of a Holmes ancestor who had made the voyage. 

There was a roll-top desk, with the grained-look of 

oak. The top rolled up to expose a battery of cubbyholes 

stuffed with receipts, bills and papers with pen-well ink 

fading into obscuri ty. In the center drawer of the desk 

were a ring of keys, a tally book, a smattering of papers 

and a fully-loaded clip for a .380 semi-automatic pistol. 


