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My Trip to Camp Verde, Arizona, in a Covered Wagon 

As told by Audrey (Pendarvis) Mock 

It was about 800 miles and took about 30 days. There were my father, Charley Pendarvis, and my 

mother Amelia Christenot, my brother Harry and myself. As we left Butte, Montana, we left by 

train and went to my Aunt Mary Patrick’s farm. They took us over to my Aunt Hattie Kyle’s farm 

at Jefferson Island. There Father bought a wagon and horses and loaded us up. Things went pretty 

smooth—just from one livery stable to another till we got to Utah. Then one night we stopped at a 

livery stable and it had a big corral and next to it I see my first sheep. There was a big corral next 

to our camp.  It had lots of sheep in it.  It had twelve big bucks that were fighting. They had the 

giantest horns I ever saw before or since. The horns were at least 18 inches across and 16 inches 

deep, and they curled 6 or 7 times around. The sheep would stand back and run at each other and 

when those horns hit, it made a loud noise like a gunshot. Then they would back off, paw the dirt, 

and make a run and come together again. It seemed to me they kept it up all night. This was at 

Ogden, Utah. 

The next thing that stands out in my mind is Salt Lake City.  We went to the Salt Lake Tabernacle.  

It was made of salt.  It looked like grey granite.  They have salt mines in Utah and Arizona. We 

had a place where everyone went to get salt for their stock close to my father’s place in Verde 

Valley.  Just take your saw up there and cut what you wanted.   

We stayed at Salt Lake for a few days just to see the town.  Then we were traveling and came 

across a family by the name of Dave Stewart.  He had his wife and two little girls about the same 

age as my brother and I, so we travelled together from there on.   Dave had his whole family—his 

father, mother, and two or three brothers in Provo, Utah.  He wanted to stop there to see his folks, 

so maybe we stayed a week.  The prodigal son had come home.  They took us all in the house to 

sleep and eat and Sunday they had a lot of people there.  One of his brothers, Andrew, was there.  

He had two wives, and they both had their children with them.  The old wife lived on the farm in a 

house close to his father and mother’s.  Mr. Stewart said he had both wives when it was outlawed, 

and had a family by both.  He could not give up either one.  He sat at the end of the table with a 

wife on each side of him and their families.  The old wife was really good to the young wife and 

the little kids, but the young wife was quite jealous of the older one.   

All through Utah, every farm had a little house out by the road just for campers. They didn’t 

charge anything for the cabin or wood, but they did charge 25 cents per night for the horses.  They 

gave us a lot of things out of their gardens and all the honey we wanted.  The first one of these 

cabins I seen had a fireplace in it.   I like to went crazy when my father went to build a fire in it.  I 

thought it would set the house on fire.  But after Mother got me quieted down, I liked it very 

much.  And they all had a lot of kids for me to play with.  At Stewart’s, we saw the artesian wells.  

They watered the whole farm from the artesian wells.  Everyone did this all through Utah.  And 

they had a lot of little children to play with.  They all asked us into their homes at night to visit.  

And that is the way it was, all the way to Lee’s Ferry.   

At Lee’s Ferry, we stayed for three days.  A family lived there, they had a big farm and ran the 

ferry.  They had almond trees.  They looked like peaches dried up on the trees.  They also had 

peach trees, the first I had ever seen.  This ranch was the hideout of an outlaw in the early days.  
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No one wanted to take care of him after they shot him, so they set him on a board and shot him 

and let him fall back into his coffin.  Just pulled the board out, nailed a top on it, and put it in the 

ground.  Part of his house it still there.  His name was Lee, that is where Lee’s Ferry got its name.  

So it was time to move on.  About a mile away, they had made a ferry.  This ferry was like a big 

raft.  It had a big cable from one bank to the other, and two pulleys on this cable.  Two men got on 

it and pulled on the cable, hand over hand.  This ferry crossed the Grand Canyon.  The Grand 

Canyon has a glory no words can describe.  It is 4-18 miles wide, 5,000 feet deep, and over 200 

miles long.  After we got over the Grand Canyon, it was nothing but sand and sandstone spires, 

from tiny little ones like checkers to ones up to 100 feet tall or more.  We had to have lots of water 

in big barrels as we traveled in this for three days.   

We came across an Indian man on a pony.  Father asked him where we could get water and a good 

place to camp.  He said he would show us, so we followed him all day.  We came to a real pretty 

place and a nice stream of water, so we made camp.  Across the stream of water was a big Indian 

camp with lots of tepees and a big campfire.  There was lots going on over there.  Mother just put 

us to bed when the Indian man came back to our camp.  He said “White squaw come.  Papoose 

sick.  Will bring back.”  So Mother had to go.  Father could not leave us kids.  She said when we 

got over there, they had a baby lying on a blanket, naked.  There was a lot of Indians stomping 

around it.  Every round, they would spit on it.  They would make a chant, what they called 

singing, and they were dancing to drive the evil spirits out of it.  Mother had taken a little whiskey 

and sugar with her.  She got some warm water and washed the baby off and wrapped it in a warm 

blanket.  Gave it a few drops of the whiskey and sat by the fire and got it warm.  It was just a few 

days old.  In a little bit, it was asleep, and the Indian man brought her back to camp.   

The next morning we got up, filled our water barrels up, and the Indian came over and told Father 

the best trail to follow to get where we were going. And believe me, “trail” is right!  We came to 

more Indian camps along the trail.  After a few days, we came to a white store.  They told us that 

three days before Mother took care of the papoose, the Indians in there had been on the warpath.   

About the next day, we came to a nice big farm.  The farm was on one side of the road, and a big 

cliff was on the other.  This cliff was straight up and down, and had water running over the face of 

it; not a lot, just a little stream. They had a hole to catch the water, and it was a nice place to camp.  

It was early, but we camped anyway, so the man came over to talk to us.  He told us there was 

good fishing over in his pasture, so we went fishing.  That big field was so green, we could not see 

where we could fish.  But he took us out there and it was an underground stream with lots of water 

in it, too.  There would be a hole about 4 feet wide and 6 feet long, and 20-30 feet before another 

one.  I do not know how far it went. We went a mile or more.  The little fish we caught were called 

“sunfish”.  They looked like our perch fish do here, only were bright silver, flat, and kinda round.   

Next was the cliff dwellings.  We came to a farm and camped all night.  The man told us of the 

cliff dwellings, so the next day he took us a few miles from his home to what he called 

“Montezuma Wells.”  It was a flat foothill.  All at once, we came to a big hole in the ground 

maybe 300-500 feet across it, and about 10-12 feet down was a ledge about 2 feet wide, then a big 

lake.  At that time, no one knew how deep the water was.  Back of this little ledge was caves cut 

out of the rocks to make room to live.  They built their fires in the middle of the room.  At one 
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place there was a trail cut out to get down to that 2-foot ledge that ran all around the top of the 

lake.  Mother said if she lived there very long, she would not have any kids.  She would not let me 

go down to see or get close to the banks.  

Some place along the line, we got into the country that had lots of bunch grass, but no trees or 

anything that we would make a fire out of.  So Father gathered up buffalo chips, which is just cow 

piles dried up.  I just was not going to eat anything cooked on that kind of a fire, but in a few days 

I came to it.  Father made all of our bread in a Dutch oven.  It was a big cast-iron kettle with a lid 

made of cast-iron.  Get a nice lot of coals and put the kettle in the coals, and all over the lid, too.  

If it is not brown enough to suit you, tip the kettle up to face the fire.  How good that bread tasted 

with that good honey we got in Utah!  Father would shoot rabbits or sage hens.  He did all the 

cooking because he was afraid Mother’s long skirt might get on fire, so she did all the dishes.   

One day we came across a tarantula.  We did not know very much about tarantulas, so Father got 

out and took the buggy whip out to kill it.  When we got to Arizona, people told us tarantulas 

could jump 8-10 feet!  We thought it was a rat when we first seen it run across the road.     

We were on the road about three more days, then we came to Verde Valley, where my father’s 

father lived.  He had asthma so bad in Montana that the doctor sent him to Arizona.  He went to 

Camp Verde Valley and bought a farm.  It had one house on it.  He built a one-room house for 

him.  It was late in the Fall when we got there, but he had saved one late peach tree for us.  It had 

red peaches on it.  They were red clear through to the pit and was called Indian Red.  My 

grandfather had raised my father from the time he was 6 months old, all alone, as his mother left 

him and he never saw her again.  Grandfather did not remarry or get a woman to take care of my 

father, so he was both mother and father to him.  And when Grandfather went to Arizona, my 

father just had to go, too.  

 

Notes from 2026: This trip most likely took place in the fall of 1902. Audrey would have been 6 years old. It 

is unknown when she shared and transcribed these memories. 

Isaac Smith Pendarvis, born in 1837, married Elizabeth Betts in 185,7 in Henderson, Illinois.  Their third 

and only child to live to adulthood was Charles Wellrose Pendarvis, born October 29, 1860.  Elizabeth left 

the household when Charles was six months old. Isaac and Charles (6) emigrated to Montana in 1866, 

where Isaac was an early rancher in the Upper Ruby Valley, near Virginia City. Isaac suffered from 

asthma, and in September of 1900, at age 63, moved to Camp Verde, Arizona, with his grandson, Earl 

Pendarvis (1882-1911), from Charles’ first marriage.  Earl left to attend business college in Kansas 

sometime in 1901. 

In 1902, Charles, with his second wife, Amelia Christenot, and their children, Henry (8) and Amelia (6), 

moved to Camp Verde, Arizona, from Butte, Montana, to live with Isaac.  Charles died on December 22, 

1903, of typhoid fever caused by Salmonella Typhi bacteria, typically transmitted via contaminated food or 

water. Amelia and her children stayed with Isaac until 1906 when they moved back to Montana.  Audrey 

Pendarvis would have been 10 years old on the return trip and later shared memories of that trip with her 

grandchildren. 

In 1912, Isaac Pendarvis visited his grandchildren, Henry and Audrey, at Pleasant Valley, Montana, at the 

home of Amelia and her second husband, Jasper Jordan.  Isaac moved to Big Hill, Osage County, 

Oklahoma, around 1908, and died there in 1920, aged 83. 


