


Slavery ended when I was just Eleven. But freedom is a whole different thing, 
And searching for it made me do a whole lotta crazy stuff.

Like this - taming my neighbors’ horses - with no saddle - for 10 cents 
a pop. But this horse was the biggest and fiercest I ever saw!

Soon as I got on his back, he jumped 
the fence, and took me on the most 
terrifying ride of my young life!

I was pretty sure I was 
gonna get trampled to 
death!!

but he eventually got 
tired, and stopped.

I was never so happy to 
put my feet on the ground! 

I’mma tell you, I never felt more free - than when I was on the back of a horse.



me and 
my mom--

my older brother 
wasn’t much help.

I got a job 
making $1.50 
a month. it 
helped a Bit.

But, then I won a horse, 
in a raffle! 

the man who RAN the 
CONTEST offered to buy it 
back for $50! 

Then he raffled the horse 
again. And I won AGAIN! 

He paid me another $50 to 
get the horse back! 
suddenly, I had $100! 

I would’ve had to work 
almost four years to 
make that much money!

Again, a horse brought 
me freedom!

I gave my mother half of 
my money, and in 1869, 
when I was 15 years old, I 
left Tennessee, to begin 
a life in the Wild West. 

we had to 
take care of 
him and my 
two nieces. 

After slavery - that was the hardest time of my life. My father 
- who taught me to read - he died. Then my older sister died. 
Then her husband died! They left behind two daughters.



So, again, a horse 
brought me freedom.

I thought I was ready, but that horse was the 
worst I’d ever ridden! But I still hung on! 

They hired me for $30 a month - 20 times 
more than I was making just a year before!

--who dragged 
my horse down!

--and ordered 
him a drink.

--and got 
arrested.

--which dragged my 
horse into a ditch!

I rode my horse 
into a bar--

I roped a 
cannon--

I roped a 
moving train--

Pretty soon, I 
got a reputation
as a fearless, 
good, all around 
cowboy. 

But sometimes 
(with the urging of 
spirits), I pulled a 
lotta absurd 
cowboy stunts.

In Dodge City, Kansas, I met a group of wild cowboys 
(some of them Black). I was intimidated, but they tested 
me - if I could break one horse, I could join them.

I roped a 
buffalo--



--and ordered 
him a drink.

--and got 
arrested.

--which dragged my 
horse into a ditch!

My cowboy work took me all around, even into Mexico - 
so I became fluent in Spanish.  I also met other famous 
cowboys, like Billy the Kid, Jesse James, and Wild Bill.  

So, we put on some shooting and 
roping contests, for a $200 prize. 

no law was respected in 
this wild country, except 
the law of might--

--and the persuasive qualities

 of the 45 Colt Pistol.

between cattle herding trips, I found myself in 
Deadwood, South Dakota - with loads of 
other cowboys, bored as all get-out.

I’ve heard others lay claim to it, but because 
of my exceptional victories that day--

--I was Nicknamed 
Deadwood Dick by 
the townspeople.

I’ve always carried 
that name with honor.



only a few months later, I was out riding alone, and heard a shout!

After much shooting, fighting and resistance, I was taken prisoner 
by the Pima (who called themselves the Akimel O’odham) and are 
indigenous to what is now Arizona. 

There were also many 
among them that had 
Black heritage as I did.

What caused them to spare my life I cannot tell. but I SUSPECT iT WAS 
partly because I had proved myself to be brave, with fighting powers 
out of the ordinary.

I awoke to find
my wounds 
treated, And that 
I was bound--

--for the first 
time since 
slavery.

for a month, 
I was their 
prisoner. Not 
too unpleasant, 
until they Shared 
their intention to 
marry me off to 
a Tribal leader’s 
daughter.

although she was 
quite alluring-- 

--I had other 
notions, and did 
not want to 
get married 
under such 
circumstances. 

As everyone 
slept, I stole a 
pony, and rode 
100 miles to 
freedom - again 

with no saddle.

(One More Horse 
who brought me 
freedom.)



In 1890, the railroads brought more folks to the West, and 
cowboy work started to dry up. To us wild cowboys of the 
range, used to the unrestricted life of the boundless plains, 
this change was quite disappointing. So I bid farewell to the 
life which I had followed for over twenty years.

I headed for Denver, where I met and married my wife, 
and accepted a position in the Pullman railroad service. 

I missed the horses, and the adventure. 
but the trains became my new horses - 
and I was able to see even more of the 
country than I had before.

I EVEN survived a train 
wreck in Colorado, 
where the train cars 
flipped over!

my world didn’t want me to be free. But I found my 
freedom in the West, on the back of a horse - where 
we were judged by our courage and hard work.


