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One, a heavy-built muscular man with a broad grin on his face looked at them
and said: "How are you, sir?" '"Very well I suspect. Whom may I call you?" "I
am generally, if not always, called Bill Hickman." A cold chill came over the
room. In a few seconds tension disappeared and Charley Samson, the youngest of
the Californians, exclaimed, "Est il possible! Can it be that I have slept all
night with Bill Hickman and am not dead, and have not got my throat cut . . . ?"
He then checked his pocketbook and revolver. They all laughed; Hickman laughed

louder than anyone. Perhaps some of Charley's words didn't set too well, but

he didn't want to show his discomfort at them. "Bill Hickman could not be

such a bad person after all." They became fast friends. The correspondent
concluded, "I regard him [Hickman] as the ablest man in the Mormon ranks to
lead a small body of desperate or determined men on a dangerous expedition.
Great kindness is sometimes expressed upon his countenance. He is a man suscept-
ible of strong affections as well as bad passions."58

Two illustrations of acts which perpetuated the Hickman folklore are told
by Hickman's grandchildren. A young man on a beautiful horse, a grandson said,
was traveling alone and passed by Grandpa Bill's home in West Jordan on his way
to Provo. Several days later he came back on a dilapidated nag. Grandpa Bill
was surprised to see the change in horses and was told the young man had been
persuaded to change horses at the point of a gun by a certain man. Grandpa Bill,
knowing the man in question, told the young man to go back and tell him to "give
you your horse or Bill Hickman will come to see him." The next day the young
rider was back on his beautiful horse happily making his way to Salt Lake City.

The second story is told by a granddaughter. Two young brothers who had
been out with their sheep all day came into town in the evening to a large
celebration, the climax of which was a dance. The boys felt they could
not go into the dance because they didn't have any shoes or what they did have

were entirely too shabby to dance in. They decided to sit on the fence outside the
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dance hall and enjoy the merriment inside vicariously. Bill Hickman came along
and asked them why they were sitting on the fence and not inside dancing. When
he learned the reason he said, "I'll sit on the fence while you young boys go in
there taking turns using my boots" which they proceeded to do for several hours. °2

For several months after the return from Pondtown, Bill frequented Fairfield,
the village which served Camp Floyd during the occupation (1858-1861). His moti-
vation is not entirely clear. Had his son-in-law John Allen and his daughter
Bernetta moved there that early? Was he appointed by Brigham Young to be the
Church's "eyes and ears" with federal officials around Camp Floyd? He at least
served in’ that capacity. Or did he have the intention of taking advantage of
the Army's presence to earn some private income? There were allegations——alleg-
edly admitted by Hickman himself--that he moved four or five of his "friends"
onto his Taylorsville property with his wives and children, and that these "boys"
drove away some of the Army's livestock and sought to sell them for prcfit.60
Did Bill see this as a continuation of the guerilla tactics he and his Raiders
had practiced on the trail? Did he think Brigham Young would approve of this
activity? Or is the entire story simply an anachronism which confuses his
earlier guerrilla activity with the Camp Floyd period? Or are the stories simply
an exaggerated retelling intended to impress visiting journalists and other
convivial "friends" with "Mormon" cleverness in dealing with the unpopular
Army of 0ccupacion?61 The evidence is not clear.

What is clear is that on April 22, 1859, five United States Marshals left
Camp Floyd sworn to arrest or kill Bill Hickman on sight. A young friend rode
across the mountains from the camp to Hickman's ranch and told him of their
approach. Indeed, the young man rode so fast that his horse died an hour after-
ward. But Bill was warned in sufficient time to escape the marsl-mls.62 Less

than a month later, Bill was in the office of Brigham Young, attempting to

persuade the president to allow him to lead a horse drive to Californi.a.63 Did
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Brigham Young suspect that Bill's horses were stolen? At any rate, the presi-

dent declined to participate in or encourage the scheme. Quite possibly,

Brigham Young, though appreciating Bill's intelligence gathering, came to

believe that Bill's sense of loyalty to the Kingdom and its religious mission

64

was beginning to ebb.
It is also clear that Hickman's cultivated friendliness with unscrupulous

"characters,"

the possible resumption of pre-Mormon drinking habits, and the
transformation of his gift of storytelling into an exaggerated braggadocio
produced a reputation which remained with him the rest of his life. In render-
ing a valuable service to Brigham Young, he was associating with people who
used that friendship to accomplish unwholesome purposes.

Bill's neighbors began to sense that things were going wrong in the latter
part of 1859. John Bennion, Hickman's closest friend among the North Jordan
ranchers, reported in his diary on October 23, 1859, that he and his brother
Samuel had a long talk with Archibald Gardner, who had succeeded Joseph Harker
as bishop in the spring of 1859, and reported "some things concerning W. A.
Hickman and family, which [whose] conduct was unchristianlike." This was
followed by home teaching visits and prayer meetings, and apparently things in
the Hickman household went well for the next several weeks.65

Then, on Christmas Day (1859), there was shooting and swearing in downtown
Salt Lake City and Bill was nearly killed. The Deseret News described the
episode as "one of the most disgusting and disgraceful affrays that ever
transpired in the city [Salt Lake City]."66 According to a reporter, Bill and
an erstwhile confederate, Lot Huntington, had a disagreement about some stolen
property the preceding day. Lot had vowed to "get Bill." The next day--Christmas
Day--Bill and some companions discussed the matter over a bottle. As Bill

left the alley behind the Townsend Hotel (First South and West Temple Streets),















































































































