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Isaac Slover was not a young man when he joined up
with the Glenn-Fowler party in 1821 and headed west to
trap beaver.  He was born in 1777, which would have
made him 44 years old when he headed for the Rockies.
While the living conditions on such a journey would be
arduous, Slover had already been exposed to enough
hardship to prepare him for what would lie ahead.

Slover was born in Pennsylvania and when he was
young his family floated the Ohio River to Henderson,
Kentucky (then known as Hendersonville).  Slover
married and he and his wife, Margaret “Peggy” Lowder,
had seven children.  When his wife died in 1818, Slover
left the youngest of the children, two-year-old twins,
with his brother and took the older children with him.
They floated the Mississippi to the Arkansas River,
made their way up that river to the Grand River and
settled (squatted) on land near what is today Salina,
Oklahoma.  By 1819 Slover had what was described as
a fine farm, well suited to small grain.  In addition to
farming, he was said to be a hunter.

Unfortunately, the farm was right in the middle of the
part of Oklahoma that would be taken by the government
as a reservation for the five civilized Indian tribes that
were to be moved west from eastern states.  Slover was
losing his farm at just the time that Colonel Hugh Glenn
and trader Jacob Fowler were collecting men for their
expedition to the southern Rockies and he signed on with
them.

There is no clear record of what happened to the five
remaining children at the time Slover left for the West,
but apparently they were old enough that they remained
on or near what would become Indian reservation land.
The twin boys were brought to join them a few years
later.  Some of the children would still have been in their
teens, but in those times it would not have been unusual
for boys of that age to strike out on their own and for the
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Society
girls to already be married.  Family history accounts
from years later detailed the lives of those children and
their families.

It was probably about September 25, 1821 when Slover
joined up with the party of 20 trappers under the
command of Colonel Glenn.  On August 5th Glenn was
issued a license by the Commander of Military Forces
on the Arkansas River at Fort Smith and the party had
started out the next day.  On September 25th they were
on the Verdigris River where it flows into the Arkansas[1]
and the following day, the 26th, was the first mention of
Slover in Fowler’s journal: “Heare the Rain Continued
all night -- Heare one of our Hunters -- Slover -- Lay out
all night but Came in the morning.”[2]

The party traveled on 30 horses and carried their
trapping gear and supplies on 17 pack mules.  One of the
men listed with the group was John Brown, Sr., a man
whose path would either parallel or cross Slover’s many
times and in many different places during their lives.

Four days out on the trail they met with a smaller party
led by James McKnight, who was headed for the Spanish
provinces of New Mexico on a mission to obtain the
release of his brother and trade goods held by the
Spanish authorities.  McKnight tried in vain to persuade
them to join his group, but the Fowler party was
determined to avoid all contact with Spanish authorities,
as the few other Americans who had previously entered
New Mexico had all suffered imprisonment.[3]

By late November the party had arrived at a site along
the Arkansas about 30 miles east of present-day Pueblo.
They were with a huge encampment of Arapaho and
Kiowa Indians, a tenuous protection against being
attacked by the Comanche or Cheyenne who were in the
area in large numbers.  In spite of the perilous situation,
a party of six men was sent out to begin trapping for
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beaver in the mountains.  The diary entry reads:
“December 3, 1821: Started the trappers under the
Command of Sloverùwith him Simpson, Maxwell, Pryer,
Findlay, Taylor.”We know that the Glenn-Fowler party
built two structures and horse corrals along the Arkansas,
near the mouth of the Fountain.  The first was abandoned
when they realized that they could be at risk from the
Spanish as well as the Indians and they needed to be
north of the Arkansas, on American territory.  During
this time there is no specific mention of Slover, but we
can assume that Fowler’s diary entries would include
him as one of the group as there is mention of him on
January 20, 1822: “Robert Fowler (Jacob Fowler’s
brother) and Slover Caught one bever (sic).  During this
time other very important events were occurring.

“On December 30th a party of 60 Spanish traders came
into the Pueblo camp with information that Mexico had
succeeded in overthrowing the Spanish Crown, and that
laws against trading and trapping were no longer in
effect.  Colonel Glenn left for Santa Fe with four men on
January 2, 1822, to obtain permission to trap in Mexican
territory, and word arrived on January 28th that he had
been successful.  Fowler led the remainder of the party
south along the old Taos Trail, crossing over the Sangre
de Cristo Mountains, and arrived in Taos on February
8, 1822.  They did not engage in trade, but immediately
returned north and hunted the Rio Grande and San Luis
valleys, remaining out until May 1st.”[4]

That the journey from the camp on the Arkansas to Taos
in the cold of February could not have been too
comfortable is attested to by Fowler’s diary entry of
February 1st: “Slover got his feet a lletle (sic) frost
Bitten.”During the late winter and early spring of 1822
Slover continued to head up one of the small parties that
trapped the Rio Grande drainage.  The separate hunting
parties would occasionally have contact, as recorded by
Fowler:”February 21, 1822: . . . nor have we seen any
kind of game since we left Slover’s party.”

“March 7, 1822: Slover with his party passed (sic) up
the River this day.” “March 13, 1822: We heare (sic) left
the two Spanierds (sic) with Slover as We Head Dick
Waters at his camp on Pikes fork.”In Jacob Fowler’s
diary entries he also recorded the party’s encounter with
grizzly bears.  He stated that there were hundreds of
them in the area east of the Rockies.  The grizzlies were
a threat to the men and to their horses and mules.  One
man of the party was killed when hunting one of the huge
bears.  This would be the first, but not the last of fateful

encounters that Slover would have with the
behemothsùsomething that seemed tobecome almost an
obsession with him.

The first of June the parties reassembled and headed
back east with their furs.  They arrived in St. Louis July
15th and sold their total winter’s work for about $4,500,
with each man’s share amounting to less than $100.  It
is believed that he went on to Indian Territory to visit his
children during this trip.The small profit realized from
the first trapping trip did not seem to discourage Slover,
as he returned to the Southern Rockies with other
trappers the following year.  Catholic Church records
indicate that Slover was married to Maria Barbara
Aragon, a widow with two children, at Taos in 1823.  As
with all of the American-Mexican marriages, this called
for an “overnight conversion” on the part of the
prospective groom so that the couple could be married
by a Catholic priest.  In many cases this also meant a new
or Hispanicized given name.  With Slover, it meant that
“Isaac” was replaced by “Cristobal” (Christopher).
Another legal requirement may have been taking on
Mexican citizenship since the groom no longer lived east
of the 1803 Louisiana Purchase line.[5]

Looking for better trapping grounds, in 1824 Slover
joined with trappers Ewing Young and William Wolfskill,
breaking off from a larger group, and struck out west
into the San Juans.  Their efforts paid off handsomely
and they returned with about $10,000 worth of furs.

By September of 1827 Slover was back in Santa Fe,
ready to strike out further west in search of better
hunting grounds.  He joined up with a party of 30 other
trappers.  The group moved south and west and by late
November they were on the Gila River (Arizona) where
they split up into two parties.  Slover went with the party
led by Sylvester Pattie, which also included Sylvester’s
son, James Ohio Pattie, Nathaniel Pryor, Richard
Laughlin, William Pope, Jesse Ferguson and James
Puter.

The remainder of that year’s trapping expedition was a
succession of events that would be the makings of
adventure stories.  Through numerous encounters with
Indians, flooding rivers, floats on the Colorado in canoes
they had fashioned along the shore, and near fatal treks
across waterless wastelands, they continued westward.[6]

In spite of good success with their trapping, the problems
they encountered forced them to bury their furs (which
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rotted before the men were able to return for them) and
reduce their packs to two blankets, dried beaver meat
and their rifles and ammunition and try to find one of the
distant missions along the coast.  Friendly Indians
provided them with two guides and they set out for the
Mission Santa Catalina, in the heart of Baja.  It was
during this leg of their trip that the elder Pattie and
Slover nearly died.  They had become so overcome by
dehydration and fatigue that they had lain down by the
trail, resigned to die.  Fortunately, the younger Pattie
and another trapper found water further up the trail and
carried it in powder horns back to the two men.

Mexican authorities arrested the party when they arrived
at the mission (because they were unauthorized foreigners
in Baja California) and they were taken to Presidio San
Diego.  After they were kept in jail for eight months,
Slover and another trapper, William Pope, were given
permission to leave and they returned to New Mexico by
the way of Sonora, Mexico.

Records indicate that Slover, William Pope and John
Wolfskill (brother of William Wolfskill) left Taos for
California in October of 1837.  Slover and Pope took
their wives and gear in wagon, taking a route north
through the San Luis Valley, over Cochetopa Pass, to
the Gunnison River and from there to the Colorado
River and the Old Spanish Trail.  An unverified account
stated that Barbara gave birth during the trip, but no
records give a name or the sex of the child.

General Kearny was often credited with taking the first
wagons over that route some ten years later, but aletter
written from Antoine Leroux to Senator Thomas Hart
Benton of Missouri in 1853 seems to support the accounts
that Slover’s wagons were ahead of that.  Leroux wrote,
“Wagons can now travel this route to California, and
have done it.  In the year 1837, two families named
Sloover (sic) and Pope, with their wagons and two
Mexicans, went from Taos that way.”Indications were
that they settled first to the Los Angeles area and then
later moved east to the rancho San Bernardino area.  The
family was not listed with those living in that area in
1842, but they are listed in the Mexican census of 1844.
However, Slover’s whereabouts may be accounted for
in another location.  The next record mentioning Slover
has him back along the Arkansas in 1842.

The following account was written by John Brown, Sr.
(the same John Brown who had been with Slover on the
Fowler expedition.  The time that Brown writes about is

the winter of 1841-1842 when Brown built a trading fort
for Lancaster Lupton on the Fountain near the Arkansas
River.

“A party of fur trappers, of whom I was one, erected a
fort on the Arkansas River in Colorado for protection
and as headquarters during the winter season.  We called
it “Pueblo.”[7]

The City of Pueblo now stands upon that ground.  Into
this fort Cristobal Slover came one day with two mules
loaded with beaver skins.  He was engaged to help me
supply the camp with game, and during the winter we
hunted together, killing buffalo, elk, antelope and deer,
and I found him a reliable and experienced hunter.  He
was a quiet, peaceable man, very reserved.  He would
heed no warning and accept no advice as to his methods
of hunting.  His great ambition was to kill grizzlies -- he
called them “Cabibs.” He would leave our camp and be
gone for weeks at a time without anyone knowing his
whereabouts, and at last he did not return at all, and I lost
sight of him for several years.”[8]

Brown’s account then moves forward ten years:  “When
I came to San Bernardino in 1852 I heard of a man
named Slover about six miles southwest from San
Bernardino, at the south base of the mountain that now
bears his name, so I went down to satisfy my mind who
this Slover was and to my great surprise here I again met
my old Rocky Mountain hunter, Cristobal Slover, and
his faithful wife, Dona Barbarita.  We visited one
another often and talked about our experiences at Fort
Pueblo, and of our other companions there, James W.
Waters, V.J. Herring, Alex Godey, Kit Carson, Bill
Williams, Fitzpatrick, Bridger, Bill Bent, the Subletts
and others, and where they had gone, and what had
become of them.”[9]

The meeting-up of old friends in the early West was
really not too unusual.  When it is considered how few
white people there were and how vast an area they
traveled with their trapping, hunting and exploration, it
does seem likely that their paths would cross.  The most
unbelievable part of it was the hundreds of miles they
traveled, not just to get someplace, but also to repeatedly
travel back and forth between far removed places.

Other members of the family showed the same inclination
for adventure when three of Slover’s sons traveled to the
California gold fields during the ’49 rush.  Unfortunately,
two of the sons, along with a number of other workers,
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were killed in a mine explosion in 1851.  Enoch, one of
the twin-sons survived and returned to his home in
Arkansas.  Old letters show that Enoch visited his father
while he was in California.

During the years Slover lived in California records show
a number of variations of his name.  One explanation for
this was the possibility that he didn’t want to be connected
to the record he had with the Spanish authorities back in
1825.  Another explanation was that he might have been
associated with a group stealing horses from the large
herds in the San Bernardino Valley and trailing them
back to Taos.  Apparently this was a very profitable
venture.  At one time Kit Carson was assigned duty on
Cajon Pass to prevent the horse thieves from running
herds north out of the valley.  The pass was about 25
miles north of Slover’s home and there could be
speculation about the two old friends having to deal with
a touchy situation between them.

After settling down at Agua Mansa, near San Bernardino,
Slover was not ready to give up the life style he had
always known.  He still spent weeks at a time away from
home hunting and trapping.  There were still remote
hunting areas and a large supply of wildlife -- trout,
deer, bear and his lifetime nemesis, the grizzly.

Slover was in his mid-seventies in 1854 when he took off
on what was to be his last hunt, and his last encounter
with a grizzly.  John Brown, Sr., living not far from his
own friend, wrote an account of the fatal episode in his
book.  “One day he (Slover) went with his companion,
Bill McMines, up the left fork of the Cajon Pass (near
today’s town of Wrightwood) where he came across a
large grizzly and Slover fired at close range.  [John M.
Swisher identified the location as in the Mormon
Rocks. gft] The bear fell but soon arose and crawled
away and laid down in some oak brush.  Slover, after re-
loading his rifle, began approaching the monster in spite
of the objection of McMines.  As the old experienced
bear hunter reached the brush the bear gave a sudden
spring and fell on Mr. Slover, tearing him almost to
pieces.  McMines came down from the mountain and
told the tale, and a party went back and cautiously
approached the spot; found the bear dead, with Slover
still breathing but insensible.  He was brought down to
Sycamore Grove on a crude litter ... The scalp was torn
from his head, his legs and one arm broken, the whole
body bruised and torn ....”

Isaac Slover died on October 14, 1854, and it was

believed that he was buried in a new Catholic cemetery
at Agua Mansa, but one account states that John Brown
and his fellow Mormon church members also held a
funeral for their old friend, a man who had provided
them with food when they first arrived in the area, but
Slover’s widow insisted upon a Catholic service and
burial later.  Through the years all records and traces of
a gravesite were lost.

Within 20 years after his death he was honored by
having his name chosen for Slover Mountain, Slover
Avenue and even a very early real estate development,
Slover Mountain Colony.
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