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The Bird-Woman Guide (1805–1806)


Sacagawea Helps the White Men



This  is the story of one slight little Indian woman, aged sixteen, who opened the trail across the
continent, for the march of the United States flag.



When in March, 1804, the United States took over that French Province of Louisiana which extended
from the upper Mississippi River west to the Rocky Mountains, a multitude of Indians changed white
fathers.



These Western Indians were much different from the Eastern Indians. They were long-hair Indians, and
horse Indians, accustomed to the rough buffalo chase, and a wide range over vast treeless spaces.



To learn about them and their country, in May, 1804, there started up the Missouri River, by boats
from St. Louis, the famed Government exploring party commanded by Captain Meriwether Lewis and
Captain William Clark.



It was an army expedition: twenty-three enlisted men, a hunter, a squad of boatmen, Captain Clark's
black servant York, and a squad of other soldiers for an escort part of the way. In all,
forty-three, under the two captains.



Their orders were, to ascend the Missouri River to
its head; and, if possible, to cross the mountains and travel westward still, to the Columbia River
and its mouth at the Pacific Ocean of the Oregon country.



No white man knew what lay before them, for no white man ever had made the trip. The trail was a
trail in the dark.



This fall they had gone safely as far as the hewn-timber towns of the Mandan Indians, in central
North Dakota; here they wintered, and met the little Bird-woman.



Her Indian name was Sa-ca-ga-we-a, from two Minnetaree words meaning "bird" and "woman." But she was
not a Minnetaree, who were a division of the Sioux nations living in North Dakota near the Mandans.
She was a Sho-sho-ni, or Snake, woman, from the distant Rocky Mountains, and had been captured by
the Minnetarees. Between the Minnetarees of the plains and the Snakes of the mountains there was
always war.



Now at only sixteen years of age she was the wife of Toussaint Chaboneau, a leather-faced,
leather-clad French-Canadian trader living with the Mandans. He had bought her from the
Minnetarees—and how much he paid in trade is not stated, but she was the daughter of a chief
and rated a good squaw. Toussaint had another wife; he needed a younger one. Therefore he bought
Sacagawea, to mend his moccasins and greet him with a smile for his heart and warm water for his
tired feet. His old wife had grown rather cross and grunty.



Chaboneau was engaged as interpreter, this winter,
and moved over to the white camp. Sacagawea proved to be such a cheerful, willing little woman that
the captains and the men made much of her. And when, in February, a tiny boy arrived to her and
Toussaint, there was much delight.



A baby in the camp helped to break the long dull spell of forty-below-zero weather, when two suns
shone feebly through the ice-crystaled air.



A thousand miles it was, yet, to the Rocky or Shining Mountains, by the river trail. In. the Mandan
towns, and in the American camp, Sacagawea was the only person who ever had been as far as those
mountains. They were the home of her people, but nearly three years had passed since she had been
taken captive by the Minnetarees.



Could she still speak the Snake tongue? Certainly! Did she remember the trail to the country of the
Snakes? Yes! Was there a way across the mountains? Yes! Beyond some great falls in the Missouri
there was a gate, by which the Shoshonis came out of the mountains to hunt the buffalo on the
plains. It was there that she had been captured by the Minnetarees. Would the Snakes be friendly to
the white men? Yes, unless they were frightened by the white men. Would she like to go back to her
own people? Yes! Yes!



That was great luck for Sacagawea, but it was greater luck for the two captains. In the spring they
broke camp, and taking Chaboneau as interpreter in case that the hostile Minnetarees were met, and
little Sacagawea to spy out the. land of the Snakes, and 
littlest Toussaint, the baby, as a peace sign to all tribes, with a picked party of thirty-one the two
captains started on, up the swollen Missouri.



They made no mistake, in the Bird-woman. Of course she was used to roughing it; that was the life of
an Indian woman—to do the hard work for the men, in camp and on the trail. But Sacagawea early
showed great good sense.



Her husband Chaboneau almost capsized their canoe, by his clumsiness. She neither shrieked nor
jumped; but calmly reaching out from it, with her baby tightly held, she gathered in the floating
articles. She saved stuff of much value, and the captains praised her.



"She's a better man than her husband," asserted the admiring soldiers.



After hard travel, fighting the swift current, the strong winds, storms of rain and sleet, and
monster grizzly bears, the expedition arrived at the Great Falls, as the Bird-woman had promised.



She had ridden and waded and trudged, like the rest. She had carried her baby on her back, and had
built the fires for her husband, and cooked his meals, and kept right along with the men, and had
not complained nor lagged.



At the Great Falls she was not so certain of the best route. This was a strange country to her,
although she had known that the Falls were here. The Shining Mountains were in sight; the land of
the Shoshonis lay yonder, to the southwest. All right.



The captains chose what seemed to be the best route by water, and headed on, to the southwest.
Sacagawea
gazed anxiously, right, left, and before. Her heart was troubled. She not only much desired to find
her people, for herself, but she desired to help the great captains. "The fate of the whole party"
depended upon her—and she was just a slight little Indian woman!



The Snakes did not come down, by this way. It was too far north; it was the haunts of their enemies
the Blackfeet and the Minnetarees, of whom they were deathly afraid. They were a timid mountain
folk, poorly armed to fight the Sioux, who had obtained guns from traders down the Missouri.



After a time the river narrowed still more, and between rough banks poured out from a canyon of high
cliffs, black at their base and creamy yellow above.



"The Gate of the Mountains, ain't it?" passed the hopeful word. Sacagawea agreed. She had heard of
this very "gate," where the river burst into the first plains.



"When we come to the place where the river splits into three parts, that is Shoshoni
country—my people will be there."



On forged the boats, poled and hauled and rowed, while the men's soggy moccasins rotted into pieces,
and the mosquitoes bit fiercely. The two captains explored by land. Hunting was forbidden, lest the
reports of the guns alarm the Snakes.



Abandoned Indian camp-sites were found, but the big-horn sheep peered curiously down from the tops
of the cliffs along the river, and that was not a good sign. The game was too tame.



Captain Clark the Red Head took the advance, by land, to look for the Indians. Captain Lewis, the
young Long Knife Chief, commanded the boats. Small United States flags were erected in. the bows of
each, as a peace signal.



The boats reached an open place, where the river did indeed split into several branches.



"The Three Forks," nodded Sacagawea, brightly. "These are the Three Forks. We are on the right trail
to the land of my people. Now I know."



The party proceeded at top speed. The southwest fork seemed to be the best, for boating. The stream
shallowed. At the next camp Sacagawea was more excited.



"She say here in dis spot is where de Snake camp was surprise' by de Minnetaree, five years ago, an'
chase' into de timber," announced Drouillard the hunter. "De Minnetaree keel four warrior an'
capture four boy an' all de women. She was capture' here, herself."



Hurrah! the trail was getting warm. The canoes had to be hauled by tow-lines, with Sacagawea proudly
riding in one of them and helping to fend off with a pole. She had not been here since she was a
girl of eleven or twelve, but she caught more landmarks.



"Pat is w'at ze Snake call ze Beaver's Head," proclaimed Chaboneau, whose feet had given out. "Ze
Snake spen' deir summer 'cross ze mountains jes' ze odder side. She t'ink we sure to meet some on
dis side, to bunt ze boof'lo. Mebbe fnrder up one leetle way."



Captain Lewis took three men and struck out, to find an Indian trail and follow it into the
mountains.



"I'll not come back until I've met with the Snakes," he asserted.



He was gone a long time. The shallow river, full of rapids and shoals, curved and forked and
steadily shrank. But although Sacagawea eagerly peered, and murmured to herself, no Indians
appeared.



The water was icy cold, from the snow range. This was middle August, in extreme southwestern Montana
(a high country). The nights were cold, too. Game grew scarce. Three thousand miles had been logged
off, from St. Louis. Unless the company could get guides and horses from the Snakes, and travel
rapidly, they would be stuck, for the winter—likely enough starve; at any rate be forced to
quit.



By August 16 Captain Lewis had not returned. Captain Clark set out afoot, with Sacagawea and
Chaboneau, to walk across country. The Snakes simply must be found.



The toiling boats rounded a great bend, and a shout arose.



"There's Clark! He's sighted Injuns, hasn't he?"



"So has Sacagawea! Sure she has! See?"



"Injuns on horseback, boys! Hooray!"



For Captain Clark, yonder up the curve, was holding high his hand, palm front, in the peace sign.
Sacagawea had run ahead, little Toussaint bobbing in the net on her back; she danced as she ran; she
ran back again to him, sucking her fingers.



"Dat mean she see her own peoples!" panted 
Cruzatte the chief boatman, who was a trapper and trader, too, and knew Indians. "Dere dey come, on de
hoss. Hooray!"



"Hooray!"



What a relief! The Indians were prancing and singing. They made the captain mount one of the horses,
and all hustled on, for an Indian camp.



By the time that the hurrying canoes arrived, Sacagawea and another woman had rushed into each
other's arms. Presently they and the captain and Chaboneau had entered a large lodge, built of
willow branches. The Captain Lewis squad was here, too. The men had come down out of the mountains,
by a pass, with the Snakes. The Snakes had been afraid of them—the first white men ever seen
by the band. Old Drouillard the hunter had argued with them in the sign language and with a few
Shoshoni words that he knew.



It had looked like war—it had looked like peace—and it had looked like war, and death,
again. Finally, before he could persuade them, the captain had delivered over his guns, and had
promised them to be their prisoner if they did not find, down below, one of their own women acting
as the white men's guide.



But now all was well. The token of Sacagawea saved the day. The other woman, whom she hugged, had
been captured by the Minnetarees, at the same time with herself, and had escaped.



And the chief of the band was Sacagawea's brother. He had mourned her as dead, but now he and she
wept together under a blanket. Truly, he had reason to be
grateful to these white strangers who had treated her so well.



Much relieved by this good fortune at last, the captains bought horses and hired guides. The Snakes
were very friendly; even engaged not to disturb the canoes, which were sunk with rocks in the river
to await the return trip.



There was little delay. The mountains should be crossed at once, before winter closed the trails. To
the surprise and delight of all the company, Sacagawea announced that she was going with them, to
see the Great Salt Water. Somehow, she preferred the white men to her own people. She had been
weeping constantly. Most of her relatives and old friends had died or had been killed, during her
absence. Her new friends she loved. They were a wonderful set, these white men—and the Red
Head, Captain Clark, was the finest of all.



Six horses had been bought. Five were packed with the supplies; Sacagawea and little Toussaint were
mounted upon the sixth, and the whole company, escorted by the Snakes, marched over the pass to
Chief Ca-me-ah-wait's principal camp.



From there, with twenty-seven horses and one mule, with the happy Bird-woman and the beady-eyed
Toussaint, the two captains and their men took the trail for the Great Salt Water, one thousand
miles toward the setting sun. Ah, but a tough trail that proved, across the Bitter Root Mountains;
all up and down, with scarcely a level spot to sleep on; with the snow to the horses' bellies and
the men's thighs; with the game
failing, until even a horse's head was treasured as a tidbit.



And the Bird-woman, riding in the exhausted file, never complained, but kept her eyes fixed to the
low country and the big river and the Great Salt Water.



Once, in the midst of starvation, from her dress she fished out a small piece of bread that she had
carried clear from the Mandan towns. She gave it to Captain Clark, that he might eat it. A brave and
faithful heart had Sacagawea.



Struggling down out of the mountains, at the end of September, they changed to canoes. The Pierced
Noses, or Nez Penes Indians, were friendly; and now, on to the Columbia and thence on to the sea,
Sacagawea was the sure charm. For when the tribes saw the strange white warriors, they said, "This
cannot be a war party. They have a squaw and a papoose. We will meet with them."



That winter was spent a few miles back from the Pacific, near the mouth of the Columbia River in
present Washington.



Only once did the Bird-woman complain. The ocean was out of sight from the camp. Chaboneau, her
husband, seemed to think that she was made for only work, work, work, cooking and mending and
tending baby.



"You stay by ze lodge fire. Dat is place for womans," he rebuked. Whereupon Sacagawea took the bit
in her teeth (a very unusual thing for a squaw to do) and went straight to Captain Clark, her
friend.



"What is the matter, Sacagawea?"



She had been crying again.



"I come a long way, capitin. I carry my baby, I cold, hungry, wet, seeck, I come an' I no care. I
show you trail; I say 'Snake peoples here,' an' you find Snakes. You get bosses, food, guide. When
Indians see me an' my Toussaint, dey say ' Dis no war party,' an' dey kind to you. When you get
hungry for bread, I gif you one leetle piece dat I carry all de way from Mandan town. I try to be
good woman. I work hard, same as mens. Now I been here all dis time, near de salt water dat I
trabble many days to see—an' I not see it yet. Dere is a beeg fish, too. Odders go see—I
stay. Nobody ask Sacagawea. My man he say 'You tend baby!' I—I feel bad, capitin." And she hid
her face in her blanket.



"By gracious, go you shall, Sacagawea, and see the salt water and the big fish," declared Captain
Clark. "Chaboneau can stay home and tend baby!"



However, the Bird-woman took little Toussaint, of course; and they two viewed in wonderment the
rolling, surging, thundering ocean; and the immense whale, one hundred and five feet long, that had
been cast ashore. It is safe to assert that to the end of her days Sacagawea never forgot these
awesome sights.



In the spring of 1806 the homeward journey was begun. On the Missouri side of the mountains the
Bird-woman was detailed to help Captain Clark find a separate trail, to the Yellowstone River.



And this she did, in splendid fashion; for when the party knew not which way was the best way, out
of the surrounding hills, to the plains, she picked the landmarks; and though she had not been here
in many
years, she showed the gap that led over and down and brought them straight to the sunken canoes.



On August 14 the whole company was at the Mandan towns once more. After her absence of a year and a
half, and her journey of six thousand miles, bearing little Toussaint (another great traveler)
Sacagawea might gaily hustle ashore, to entertain the other women with her bursting budget of
stories.



The captains offered to take Chaboneau and Sacagawea and Toussaint on down to St. Louis. The
Bird-woman would gladly have gone. She wanted to learn more of the white people's ways. She wanted
to be white, herself.



But Chaboneau respectfully declined. He said that it would be a strange country, and that he could
not make a living there; later, he might send his boy, to be educated by the captains. That was all.



So he was paid wages amounting to five hundred dollars and thirty-three cents. Sacagawea was paid
nothing. The captains left her to her Indian life, and she followed them only with her heart.



Nevertheless, she did see her great Red Head Chief again. Captain Clark was appointed by the
President as Indian agent with headquarters in St. Louis. He was a generous, whole-souled man, was
this russet-haired William Clark, and known to all the Indians of the plains as their stanch friend.



So it is probable that he did not forget Sacagawea, his loyal Bird-woman. In 1810 she, the boy
Toussaint, and Chaboneau, visited in St. Louis. In 1811 they were on their way up-river, for the
Indian country.
Life among the white people had proved too much for the gentle Sacagawea. She had tried hard to live
their way, but their way did not agree with her. She had sickened, and she longed for the lodges of
the Shoshonis. Chaboneau, too, had become weary of a civilized life.



Sacagawea at last returned to her "home folks" the Snakes. No doubt Chaboneau went with her. But
there is record that he was United States interpreter, in 1837, on the upper Missouri; and that he
died of small-pox among the Mandans, soon afterward.



The Bird-woman out-lived him. She and her boy removed with the Snakes to the Wind River reservation,
Wyoming; and there, near Fort Washakie, the agency, she died on April 9, 1884, aged ninety-six
years, and maybe more.



A brass tablet marks her grave. A mountain peak in Montana has been named Sacagawea Peak. A bronze
statue of her has been erected in the City Park of Portland, Oregon. Another statue has been erected
in the state capitol at Bismarck, North Dakota.



So, although all the wages went to her husband, she knows that the white people of the great United
States remember the loving services of the brave little Bird-woman, who without the promise of pay,
helped carry the Flag to the Pacific.






The Blackfeet Defy the Crows (1834)


"Come and Take Us"



Southwest  from the Mandans there lived the Crow nation. They roved through the Yellowstone River country of
southern Montana to the Rocky Mountains; and southward through the mountains into the Wind River and
Big Horn country of western Wyoming.



West from the Mandans there lived the Blackfeet nation. They roved through the Missouri country of
northern Montana, and north into Canada.



The land of the Crows and of the Blackfeet overlapped. The two peoples were at war, on the plains
and in the mountains.



By reason of their wars, the Crow nation had shrunk until they were down to seven thousand people,
with many more women than men. But their warriors were tall and stately, their women industrious,
their garb elegant. Their buffalo-hide lodges and their buffalo-robe clothing were the whitest,
finest in the West. They had countless horses. And the long hair of their men set them high in
dignity.



Oiled every morning with bear's grease, the hair of a proud Crow warrior swept the ground behind
him. The hair of Chief Long-hair measured ten feet, seven
inches, and rolled into a bunch it weighed several pounds. When it had turned white, he worshipped
it as his medicine.



The Crows' name for themselves was Ab-sa-ro-ke—Sparrow Hawk People. They were of the Siouan
family and cousins of the Minnetarees, the Bird-woman's captors. They had no villages, except where
they camped. They were dark, as high and mighty in their bearing as the Mohawks or Senecas, were
wonderful riders and looked upon the white men not as worthy enemies but as persons who should be
plundered of horses and goods.



In the white men's camps they were polite—and took away with them whatever they could.
However, many white traders spoke well of the Crows.



The name of the Blackfeet was Sik-sik-a, which means the same. It referred to their black moccasins.
They were Algonkins, and in power ranked with the Iroquois of the East. The Blackfeet, the Bloods,
and the Piegans formed the league of the Siksika nation. They warred right and left, with the Crees,
the Assiniboins, the Sioux, the Crows, the Pierced Noses, and with practically all tribes; they were
hostile to the white Americans who hunted in their country; but their wars had not cut them down,
for they numbered close to forty thousand people.



Like the Crows their enemy-neighbors they were rovers, never staying long in one spot. They were
unlike the Crows in appearance, being shorter, broad-shouldered and deep-chested. No warriors were
more
feared.



In November of 1834, amidst the Wind River Mountains of western Wyoming five hundred Crows were
ahorse, at early morning, to chase the buffalo. And a gallant sight they made as they rode gaily
out; in their white robes, their long plaited hair flying, their best horses prancing under them and
decorated with red streamers.



Chief Grizzly Bear led. Chief Long-hair, now almost eighty years of age, was with another band.



In this Chief Grizzly Bear band there rode a party of white beaver-hunters who were to spend the
winter with the Crows. They now were to be shown how the Crows killed buffalo.



Pretty soon, while the Crows cantered on, they sighted a group of moving figures at the base of the
hills two or three miles distant across the valley. Everybody stopped short to peer. Buffalo? No!
Indians, on foot and in a hurry—Blackfeet!



How, from so far away, the Crows could tell that these were Blackfeet, the white men did not know.
But with a yell of joy and rage, every Crow lashed his horse and forward they all dashed, racing to
catch the hated Blackfeet.



The white hunters followed hard. It was to be an Indian battle, instead of an Indian buffalo-chase.



The Blackfeet numbered less than one hundred. They were a war party. Were they hunting buffalo, they
would have been on horseback; but even among the horse Indians the war parties were likely to travel
on foot, so as to be able to hide more easily. They counted upon stealing horses, for the homeward
trail.



These Blackfeet had been very rash, but that was Blackfoot nature. They had sighted the Crows as
soon as the Crows had sighted them, and were hustling at best speed to get back into the hills.



The Crows, whooping gladly and expecting to make short work of their enemies, first made short work
of the distance. Their robes were dropped, their guns loaded, their bows were strung, they spread
out wider—the Blackfeet were cut off and desperately scrambling up a rocky slope—could
never make it—never, never—they had halted—what were they doing?



Aha! From the hill slope there arose answering whoops; a few guns cracked; and at the base and
half-way up, the Crows stopped and gazed and yelled.



The plucky Blackfeet had "forted." They were in a natural fort of rock wall. On either side of them
a rock out-crop in a ridge four feet high extended up hill, to meet, near the top, a cross-ridge ten
feet high.



While half the warriors defended with guns and bows, the other half were busily piling up brush and
boulders, to close the down-hill opening.



Now whoop answered whoop and threat answered threat, while the Crows rode around and around, at safe
distance, seeking a weak place. Chief Grizzly Bear held council with the sub-chiefs. Away sped an
express, to get reinforcements from the camp.



At the first charge upon the fort, three Crows had been killed, and only one Blackfoot. That would
never do: three scalps in trade for one was a poor count, to the Crows.



They were five hundred, the Blackfeet were only
ninety; but the Crows held off, waiting their reinforcements, while from their fort the Blackfeet
yelled taunt after taunt.



"Bring up pony squaws! Let them lead you. But our scalps will never dry in a Crow lodge!"



Here, at last, came the people from the camp: the old men, women, boys—everybody who could
mount a horse and who could find a weapon; all shrieking madly until the whole valley rang with
savage cries.



Matters looked bad for the Blackfeet. At least two thousand Crows were surrounding them, hooting at
them, shaking guns and bows and spears at them. And the Blackfeet, secure in their fort, jeered
back. They were brave warriors.



Chief Grizzly Bear called another council. In spite of all the gesturing and whooping and firing of
guns, the Blackfeet were unharmed. The Crows had little heart for charging in, upon the muzzles of
those deadly pieces with the fierce Blackfeet behind.



The white beaver-hunters, not wishing to anger the Blackfeet, and curious to see what was about to
happen, withdrew to a clump of cedar flees, about two hundred yards from the fort. The white men had
decided to be spectators, in a grand-stand.



Presently Chief Grizzly Bear and his chiefs seemed to have agreed upon a plan of battle. Had they
been white men, themselves, they would have stormed the fort at once, and carried the fight to close
quarters; but that was not Indian way.



To lose a warrior was a serious matter. Warriors were not made in a day. And without warriors, a
tribe
would soon perish. "He who fights and runs away, may live to fight another day," was the Indians'
motto. They preferred to play safe.



Now the Crows formed in line, two or three hundred abreast, and charged as if they were intending to
run right over the fort. It was a great sight. But it did not frighten the Blackfeet.



Up the hill slope galloped the Crow warriors and boys, shooting and yelling. The stout Blackfeet,
crouched behind their barricade, volleyed back; and long before the Crows drove their charge home,
it broke.



Soon several more Crow warriors were lying on the field. The wails of the squaws sounded loudly. No
Blackfeet had been hurt.



The Crows changed their tactics. They avoided the fort, until they had gained the top of the hill.
Then in a long single file, they tore past that end of the fort, letting fly with bullet and arrow
as they sped by.



Each warrior threw himself to the opposite side of his horse, and hanging there with only one arm
and one leg exposed to the fort, shot under his horse's neck.



It was an endless chain of riders, shuttling past the fort, and shooting but that did not work.



The Blackfeet arrows and bullets caught the horses, and once in a while a rider; and soon there were
ten Crows down.



The Crows quit, to rest their horses, and to talk. Their women were wailing still more loudly. War
was hard on the women, too. For every relative killed,
they had to cut off a finger joint, besides gashing their faces and hands with knives.



In their little fort, the Blackfeet were as boldly defiant as ever.



"Come and take us!" they gibed. "Where are the Crow men? We thought we saw Crow men among you. Come
and take us, but you will never take us alive!"



"What will be done now?" the white men queried of a black man who had joined them, in the clump of
cedars.



He was not all black. He was half white, one quarter negro and one quarter Cherokee. He had lived
over twenty years in the Indian country of the upper Missouri River; mainly with the Crows. Edward
Rose had been his name, when young; but now he was a wrinkled, stout old man, called Cut-nose, and
looked like a crinkly-headed Indian.



"The Crows are losing too many warriors. They have no stomach for that kind of work," answered the
old squaw-man.



The Crow chiefs and braves were seated in a circle, near the cedars, and listening to the speakers
who stood up, one after another.



"Our marrow-bones are broken," some asserted. "The enemy is in a fort; we are outside. We will lose
more men than he. Let us draw off; and when he is in the open, we can then attack as we please."



"He is few; we are many. Our slain warriors and their women cry for vengeance," asserted others. "We
will be called cowards if we retreat. If we charge
all together we may lose a few braves, but there will be no Blackfeet left to laugh at us."



These seemed to be the voices that carried. The pipe was passed around the circle, every man puffed
at it, and the council broke up in a tremendous yelling.



Now the end of the Blackfeet loomed large. Ahorse and afoot the Crows massed, to charge from below
and on either flank. Their chiefs hastened hither and thither, urging them. The women and children
shrieked encouragement.



In their little fort the Blackfeet also listened to their chiefs. They showed not the slightest sign
of fear. Their fierce faces glared over the ramparts. Their weapons were held firmly.



The Crows had aroused themselves to such a pitch that they acted half insane. Forward they charged
in howling masses—but the bullets and arrows pelted them thickly, more warriors
fell—they scattered aid ran away. The Blackfeet hooted them.



This made old Cut-nose mad. He hastened out to where the Crows were collected in doubt what next to
do, and climbed upon a rock, that they all might see him.



"Listen!" he shouted. "You act as if you expected to kill the enemy with your noise. Your voices are
big and your hearts are small. These white men see that the Crows cannot protect their hunting
grounds; they will not trade with a nation of cowards and women; they will trade with the Blackfeet,
who own the country. The Blackfeet will go home and tell the people that three thousand Crows could
not take ninety
warriors. After this no nation will have anything to do with the Crows. I am ashamed to be found
among the Crows. I told the white men that you could fight. Now I will show you how black men and
white men can fight."



And he leaped from his rock, and without glancing behind him he ran for the fort. The Crows did not
delay an instant. Pellmell they rushed after him, caught up with him, swarmed against the brush and
rock walls—the Blackfeet met them stanchly, and gave way not an inch—and the fighting
was terrible.



But over the barricade poured the Crows. In a moment the whole interior was a dense mass of Indians,
engaged hand to hand, and every one yelling until, as said the white men, "The noise fairly lifted
the caps from our heads."



Guns and hatchets and clubs and knives rose and fell. The Crow women were pressing to the outskirts,
to kill the wounded enemy. Gradually the weight of the Crows forced the Blackfeet back. The
Blackfeet began to emerge over the upper end of the fort—their faces still to the foe.



Presently all who might escape, were outside—but their enemies surrounded them at once. The
Blackfeet remaining were not many. They never faltered nor signed surrender. They only sang their
death chants; and forming in close order they moved along the ridge like one man, cutting a way with
their knives.



By the half dozen they dropped; even those who dropped, fought until they were dead. Soon the
platoon was merely a squad; the squad melted to a spot;
there was a swirl, covering the spot; and the spot had been washed out.



Not a Blackfoot was left, able to stand. The wounded who had lost their weapons hurled taunts, as
they lay helpless, until the Crows finished them also. Truly had the Blackfeet yelled: "Come and
take us! But you will never take us alive!"



This night there was much mourning in the Crow camp. Thirty chiefs and braves had been killed, twice
that number wounded, and many horses disabled. No prisoner had been brought in, to pay by torture.
The Blackfeet nation would look upon the fight as their victory.



So the Crow dead were buried; and into each grave of chief or brave were placed his weapons and the
shaved off mane and tail of his best horse—for every hair would become a horse for him, in the
spirit world.








Black-Hawk the Sac Patriot (1831–1838)


The Indian who did not Understand



The  two small nations of the Sacs and the Foxes had lived as one family for a long time. They were of
the Algonquian tongue. From the northern Great Lakes country they had moved over to the Mississippi
River, and down to Illinois and Iowa. Their number was not more than six thousand. They were a
shave-head Indian, of forest and stream, and accustomed to travel afoot or in canoes.



The Foxes built their bark-house villages on the west side of the Mississippi, in Iowa's "great
nose." They called themselves Mus-qua-kees, or the Red Earth People. They said that they had been
made from red clay. Their totem was a fox; and the French of the Great Lakes had dubbed them
Foxes—had asserted that, like the fox, they were quarrelsome, tricky and thievish. As warriors
they were much feared. They had lost heavily.



The Sacs built opposite, on the Illinois shore, from Rock River down. They called themselves
Saukees, from their word O-sa-ki-wug, or Yellow Earth People. They were larger and better looking
than the Foxes, and not so tricky; but their bravery was never doubted.



These two nations together drove out the other
Indians in this new country. They whipped even the Sioux, who claimed the northern Iowa hunting
grounds; they whipped the Omahas, Osages and Pawnees of the west, the Mascoutins to the south, and
the Illinois tribes. They were here to stay.



While the men hunted and fished and went to war, the women raised great crops of beans, squashes,
melons, potatoes and Indian corn, and gathered the wild rice of the lakes.



Among the Sac leaders was Ma-ka-tai-me-she-kiakiak—Big-black-breast, or Black-hawk. Like
Little Turtle of the Miamis he had not been born a chief; but he was of the Thunder clan, the head
clan of the Sacs.



His father was Py-e-sa, a warrior of the rank of braves, and keeper of the tribal medicine-bag. His
grandfather was Na-na-ma-kee, or Thunder—also a brave.



Black-hawk was born in 1767, in Sauk-e-nuk, the principal Sac village, where Rock Island, Illinois,
now stands, north of the mouth of the Rock River.



He won the rank of brave when he was only fifteen years old. He did this by killing and scalping an
Osage warrior, on the war-trail against these head-takers. After that he was allowed in the
scalp-dances.



He went against the Osages a second time. With seven men he attacked one hundred, and escaped
carrying another scalp. When he was eighteen, he and five comrades pierced the Osage country across
the Missouri River, and got more scalps. When he was nineteen, he led two hundred other braves
against the Osages, and killed five Osages with his own hand.



By his deeds he had become a chief.



In a battle with the Cherokees, below St. Louis, his father Pyesa fell. Young Black-hawk was awarded
the medicine-bag—"the soul of the Sac nation."



In the early spring of 1804 a man of the Sac band then living on the Missouri, near St. Louis, to
hunt and trade, killed a white man. He was arrested. The Sacs and Foxes held a council and chose
four chiefs to go to St. Louis and buy their warrior's freedom with presents. This was the Indian
way.



The chiefs selected were Pa-she-pa-ho, or Stabber, who was head chief of the Sacs; Quash-qua-me, or
Jumping Fish; Ou-che-qua-ha, or Sun Fish; and Hashe-quar-hi-qua, or Bear.



They went in the summer of 1804 and were gone a long time. When they returned, they were wearing new
medals, and seemed ashamed. They camped outside of Saukenuk for several days, before they reported
in council. The man they had been sent to get was not with them.



Finally, in the council they said that they had signed away a great tract of land, mostly on the
west side of the Mississippi above St. Louis, in order to buy the warrior's life; they had been
drunk when they signed—but that was all right. However, when they had signed, the warrior was
let out, and as he started to come to them, the soldiers had shot him dead.



They still were not certain just what land they had signed away. That made the council and people
angry. Black-hawk called the chiefs fools. They had no right to sell the land without the consent of
the council.
After this, the "Missouri band" of the Sacs kept by themselves, in disgrace.



It was too late to do anything more about the treaty. The United States had it. An Indian gets only
one chance—and Head Chief Pashepaho himself had put his mark on the paper. The United States
has two chances: the first, on the ground; the second, when the paper is sent to Washington.



Later it was found that Pashepaho and the others had signed away all the Sac and Fox lands east of
the Mississippi River! That was how the treaty might be made to read. The payment for many millions
of acres was $2,234.54 down, in goods, and $1,000 a year, in other goods.



But there was one pleasing clause. As long as the United States held the land, the Sacs and Foxes
might live and hunt there. Any white men who tried to come in were to be arrested and put off.



At any rate, although Black-hawk raged and said that the treaty was a false treaty, it stood. The
United States officials who had signed it were men of honest names, and considered that they had
acted fairly. But Black-hawk never admitted that.



The United States was to erect a trading post, up the Mississippi, for the convenience of the Sacs
and Foxes. In 1808 soldiers appeared above the mouth of the Des Moines River, on the west side of
the Mississippi, in southeastern Iowa, and began to build.



This turned out to be not a trading post but a fort, named Fort Belle Vue, and afterward, Fort
Madison.



The Sacs and Foxes, and their allies, the 
Potawatomis and Winnebagos, planned to destroy it, and made attacks.



Black-hawk was sore at the Americans. He listened to the words of Tecumseh and the Prophet, accepted
the presents of the British agents who came to see him, and with two hundred warriors marched to
help the British in the War of 1812. The British traders had been more generous with the Indians
than the American traders. Now the British father at the Lakes saluted him as "General Black-hawk."



Only Black-hawk's band went. All the other Sacs and Foxes paid attention to the talk of Keokuk, the
Watchful Fox, who was the Sac peace chief.



Like the great Cornstalk, he said to the people that if they were bound to go to war, they should
first put all the women and children "into the long sleep, for we enter upon a trail that has no
turn."



He was called a coward by the Black-hawk band; but the other Sacs and Foxes stayed where they were.



"General" Black-hawk fought beside General Tecumseh. He asserted that he was in the big battle when
Tecumseh was killed. When be found that the Indians had nothing to gain in the war, he came home. He
had done wrong to go at all.



Then he learned that a young man whom he had adopted as a son had been murdered, while hunting, by
bad whites. They had seized him, tied him, killed him and scalped him. The young man had not been to
war, and Black-hawk could see no reason for the killing. So he set forth in revenge, and fought a
battle with the United States Rangers.



He remained unfriendly. It all dated back to the year 1804, and the treaty signed by Pashepaho, by
which the Sacs had lost their country.



They loved this country. They especially loved Rock Island, in the Mississippi—where today is
located a Government arsenal.



It was indeed a beautiful island for them. It bore grapes and nuts, and they called it their garden.
In a cave there, a kind spirit dwelt, who blessed the land of the Indians. The spirit had white
wings, like a swan. But in 1816 the United States built Fort Armstrong right on top of the cave, and
the good spirit flew away, never to come back. The guns of the fort frightened it.



Black-hawk himself had another favorite spot, upon a bluff overlooking the Mississippi River and his
village of Saukenuk. Here he liked to sit. It is still known as Black-hawk's Watch Tower.



After Fort Armstrong was built, and the United States was again at peace with the other white
nations, settlers commenced to edge into this Sac country of western Illinois. Although by another
treaty, which Black-hawk himself had signed, the treaty of 1804 was repledged by the Sacs and Foxes,
this all was United States land, and no settlers had any rights to it.



The Indians were unable to put the settlers off, and trouble arose. Once Black-hawk was taken, in
the forest, by settlers who accused him of shooting their hogs; they tore his gun from him, and beat
him with sticks.



This was such a disgrace to him, that he painted a
black mark on his face, and wore the mark for almost ten years. Only a scalp could wipe it off.



The white trespassers kept coming in. They respected nothing. They even built fences around the corn
fields of the principal Sac village, at the mouth of Rock River; they ploughed up the grave-yard
there; they took possession of Black-hawk's own lodge; and when in the spring of 1828 the Black-hawk
people came back from their winter hunt, they found that forty of their lodges had been burned.



Up to this time none of the land had been put on the market by the United States. But the Indian
agent was trying to persuade the Sacs to move across the Mississippi, into Iowa. That was for their
own good. The white settlers were using whiskey and every other means, to get the upper hand.



Chief Keokuk agreed with the agent. He was not of the rank of Black-hawk and the Thunder clan, but
he had fought the Sioux, and was of great courage and keen mind and silver tongue. He was an orator;
Black-hawk was a warrior.



So the Sacs split. Keokuk—a stout, heavy-faced man—took his Sacs across into the country
of the Foxes. Black-hawk's band said they would be shamed if they gave up their village and the
graves of their fathers.



Black-hawk visited some white "chiefs" (judges) who were on Rock Island. He made complaint. He said
that he wore a black mark on his face; but that if he tried to avenge the black mark, by striking a
white man, then the white men would call it war. He said
that the Sacs dared not resent having their lodges burned and their corn fields fenced and their
women beaten, and the graves of their fathers ploughed up.



"Why do you not tell the President?"



"He is too far off. He cannot hear my voice."



"Why do you not write a. letter to him?"



"It would be written by white men, who would say that we told lies. Our Great Father would rather
believe a white man, than an Indian."



The two judges said that they were sorry for the Sacs, but could do nothing.



Now in 1829 the settlers were so anxious to keep the Sac lands at the mouth of the Rock River, that
the Government put these on the market. This would dispose of Black-hawk's people, for they would
have no village. Whether the other lands were sold, did not matter.



It was done while Black-hawk and his men and women were hunting. On their return to plant their
crops, they learned that their village and grave-yard had been sold to the whites—the most of
whom were already there.



So the white people had won out. They in turn asked protection of the Government, from "General
Black-hawk" and his band. The Government listened, and ten companies of regular troops were sent to
Rock Island in a steamboat, to remove the Sacs, "dead or alive," to the west side of the
Mississippi.



A council was held with Black-hawk at Fort Armstrong, on Rock Island. Black-hawk rose to speak. He
said that the Sacs never had sold their lands; it had
been a mistake, and that they were bound to keep their village.



"Who is this Black-hawk?" retorted General Edmund P. Gaines, the commander of the troops. "Is he a
chief? By what right does he appear in council?"



Black-hawk wrapped his blanket around him and strode angrily out of the council room. But the next
morning he made answer.




"My father, you asked yesterday, who is Black-hawk? Why does he sit among the chiefs? I will tell
you who I am. I am a Sac, my father was a Sac—I am a warrior and so was my father. Ask these
young men, who have followed me to battle, and they will tell you who Black-hawk is. Provoke our
people to war, and you will learn who Black-hawk is."





More troops were called, until there were twenty-five hundred. But seeing so many soldiers marching.
Black-hawk took all his people and camped across the Mississippi, under a white flag.



After this Black-hawk was required to sign another treaty, which made him say that he had tried to
enlist the Potawatomis, Winnebagos and Kickapoos in a war against the United States. It did not
mention the fact that for a dozen and more years the whites had been warring upon him by seizing his
lands and ploughing his fields and burning his lodges.



The paper also set him down below the other chiefs, who had left their lands. It set him below
Keokuk, and the Fox chiefs—and this hurt him deeply. All the Sacs and Foxes laughed at the
idea of Keokuk,
and his lowly clan, being placed above Black-hawk and the Thunder clan.



In these years of trouble, the Black-hawk band had killed or abused no white settlers. The so-called
"war," on their part, had been a war of words and fences. Now they soon were to take up the hatchet.



They had been expelled over the river in this year 1831 too late for planting crops. The white
settlers declined to share with them, from the fields at the village of Saukenuk. One night some of
the Sacs crossed "to steal roasting-ears from their own fields," as they said. They were shot at by
the settlers, and driven off.



This made more bad feeling.



Black-hawk had sent his head warrior, Nah-po-pe, or Soup, up to Canada, to ask council from the
British "father" there. He had been "General Black-hawk" in the British army, and thought that he
deserved help.



But the United States and Great Britain had been at peace many years. The British father told
Nahpope that if the Sacs never had sold their land, of course they had a right to live upon it. That
was all.



On the way back, Nahpope stopped to see Wa-bo-kieshiek, or White Cloud, who was half Sac and half
Winnebago, and a great medicine-man or prophet. He had a village at his Prophet's Town, thirty-five
miles up the Rock River, in Illinois.



White Cloud pretended to rival the Open Door of the Shawnees. He fell into a trance, and cut several
capers, and spoke a message from the Great Spirit. Let Black-hawk go to war. The Great Spirit would
arouse the Winnebagos and the Potawatomis and the
British, and the Americans would be driven away! White Cloud said this out of his own heart, which
was black toward the Americans.



He invited Black-hawk to visit him and the Winnebagos and the Potawatomis, raise a summer crop and
talk with the Great Spirit.



Much rejoiced, Nahpope hastened to tell the news to his chief. When Keokuk heard it, he advised
Black-hawk to stay at home. The prophet White Cloud was a mischief maker and a liar.



Black-hawk was inclined to listen, and to wait until he was more certain of the other nations who
might join with him. But the young men of his band were hot. Unless he did something, Keokuk would
appear to be stronger than he. His people looked to him to get back their village and their
grave-yard. The black mark on his face had not been wiped off.



None of Keokuk's Sacs or the Foxes would help him. So in April of 1832 he took his men and their
families and started up the river from Fort Madison, Iowa, for Rock River. The warriors were on
horses, the women and children in canoes.



By the last treaty that he had signed, Black-hawk had promised not to cross to the east side of the
Mississippi without the permission of the United States. Now he said that he was going up the Rock
River, to the country of the Winnebagos, his friends, to visit among them and plant corn and beans.



On the way up the Rock River he was ordered back, by word from General Henry Atkinson, commander at
Fort Armstrong.



Black-hawk replied that he had a right to travel peacefully, the same as white persons. He was going
to the Winnebago country, for the summer.



The general sent another word, that if Black-hawk did not turn arc and, soldiers would make him turn
around.



Black-hawk replied that he was at peace and would stay at peace unless the soldiers attacked him. He
told his men not to fire first.



Pretty soon he met some Winnebagos and Potawatomis. They said that their nations never had sent him
any message talking war. They wished no trouble with the United States. Wabokieshiek had lied.



So Black-hawk decided to give his guests a dog-feast, and then return home. He was an old man of
sixty-five, and he was too weak to fight alone. He was getting tired.



He had made camp one hundred miles up the Rock River, near Kishwaukee, a few miles below present
Rockford, Illinois. By this time, early in May, all Illinois was alarmed; the regulars and militia
were on his trail. They gathered at Dixon, about forty miles down the river from his camp.



Major Isaac Stillman took two hundred and seventy-five mounted militia, to scout for Black-hawk.
They arrived at Sycamore Creek, within eight miles of him, and did not see his camp. But Black-hawk
knew that they were there.



He sent out three young men with a white flag, to bring the American chiefs to the camp, for a
council; then they would all go down-river together. He sent
out five young men to follow the three, and see what happened.



Only three of the five came back. The three with the white flag had been taken prisoners, and the
soldiers had chased the others and shot two.



Black-hawk prepared for war. He had but forty men with him; the rest were out hunting. Presently
here came all the white soldiers, galloping and yelling, to ride over him. They were
foolish—they seemed to think that the Sacs would run.



But Black-hawk was old in war. He laid an ambush—his forty warriors waited, and fired a
volley, and charged with the tomahawk and knife, and away scurried the soldiers like frightened
deer.



They fled without stopping forty miles to Dixon's Ferry. They reported that they had been attacked
by fifteen hundred savages. They left all their camp stuff. Fourteen soldiers had been
killed—but no Indians, except those sent by Black-hawk to treat for peace.



"Stillman's Run," the battle was called.



Black-hawk sat down to smoke a pipe to the Great Spirit, and give thanks. Two of the flag-of-truce
party came in. They had escaped. The third young man had been shot while in the soldiers' camp.



The Black-hawk band took the blankets and provisions left in the soldiers' camp, and proceeded to
war in earnest. Of what use was a white flag? They sent away their families. Some Winnebagos,
hearing of the great victory, enlisted.



Now Black-hawk was much feared. General 
Atkinson fortified his regulars and militia, at Dixon's Ferry. More volunteers were called for, by the
governor of Illinois. The Secretary of War at Washington ordered one thousand additional regulars to
the scene, and directed General Winfield Scott himself, the commander of the United States army in
the East, to lead the campaign.



For a little war against a few Indians there were many famous names on the white man's roll. Among
the regulars were General Scott, later the commander in the war with Mexico; Colonel Zachary Taylor,
who had defended Fort Harrison from Tecumseh—and probably Black-hawk—in the war of 1812,
and who was to be President; Lieutenant Jefferson Davis, who became president of the Confederate
States; Lieutenant Albert Sydney Johnston, who became a Confederate general; Lieutenant Robert
Anderson, who commanded Fort Sumter in 1861; and among the volunteers was Captain Abraham Lincoln.



Black-hawk had about five hundred braves, mainly Sacs and Foxes, with a few Winnebagos and
Potawatomis; but when twenty-five hundred soldiers were chasing him through the settlements, he
stood little show.



After several skirmishes, and one or two bad defeats, his people were eating horse-flesh and bark
and roots. To save them, he planned to go down the Wisconsin River, in southwestern Wisconsin, and
cross the Mississippi.



He put his women and children and the old men on rafts and in canoes. They started but soldiers
fired
into them, from the banks, killed some and drove the rest into the forest. Many died there, from
hunger.



Black-hawk and his warriors, and other women and children, had cut across by land. When they came to
the mouth of the Bad Axe River, at the Mississippi above the Wisconsin, the armed steamboat
Warrior  met them. Sioux were upon the western bank.



Black-hawk decided to surrender. He again raised the white flag, and called out to the captain of
the Warrior  that he wished a boat sent to him, so that he might go aboard and talk
peace.



Perhaps the Winnebago interpreter on the Warrior  did not translate the words right. At
any rate, the captain of the Warrior  asserted that Black-hawk was only trying to decoy
him into ambush. He waited fifteen minutes, to give the Indian women and children that much time to
hide; then he opened on the white flag with canister and musketry. The first cannon shot "laid out
three." In all, he killed twenty-three.



Black-hawk fought back, but he could not do very much against a steamboat in the river.



So he had been unable to surrender, or to cross the Mississippi. His people were frightened, and
sick with hunger and wounds. The next morning, August 2, he was working hard to get them ready to
cross, when General Atkinson's main army, of four hundred regulars and nine hundred militia, fell
upon him at the mouth of the Bad Axe.



The Indian women plunged into the Mississippi, with their babes on their backs—some of them
caught hold of horses' tails, to be towed faster; but the 
steam-boat Warrior  was waiting, sharp-shooters on shore espied them, and only a few escaped,
into the hands of the Sioux.



In two hours Black-hawk lost two hundred people, men and women both; the white army lost
twenty-seven in killed and wounded.



This finished Black-hawk. He got away, but spies were on his trail, and in a few weeks two Winnebago
traitors captured him when he gave himself up at Fort Crawford, Prairie du Chien, Wisconsin.



He expected to die. He had turned his medicine-bag over to the Winnebago chief at the village of La
Crosse, Wisconsin—and he never got it back.



He made a speech to the Indian agent, General Joseph Street, at Prairie du Chien. He said:




You have taken me prisoner with all my warriors. I am much grieved, for I expected to hold out much
longer and give you more trouble before I surrendered. I tried hard to bring you into ambush, but
your last general understands Indian fighting.



I fought hard, but your guns were well aimed. The bullets flew like bees in the air, and whizzed by
our ears like wind through the trees in winter. My warriors fell around me; I saw my evil day at
hand. The sun rose dim on us in the morning, and at night it sank in a dark cloud, and looked like a
ball of fire.



That was the last sun that shone on Black-hawk. His heart is dead. He is now a prisoner to the white
men; they will do with him as they wish. But he can stand torture and is not afraid of death. He is
no coward. Black-hawk is an Indian.



He has done nothing for which an Indian ought to be ashamed. He has fought for his people, against
the white men, who have come year after year to cheat him and take away his lands.



You know the cause of our making war. It is known to all white men. They ought to be ashamed of it.
The white men despise the Indians and drive them from their homes.



An Indian who is as bad as the white men could not live in our
nation; he would be put to death and be eaten up by the wolves. The white men are poor teachers;
they shake us by the hand, to make us drunk, and fool us. We told them to let us alone, but they
followed us.



Things were growing worse. There were no deer in the forests; the springs were drying up and our
women and children had no food. The spirits of our fathers arose and spoke to us, to avenge our
wrongs, or die.



Black-hawk is satisfied. He will go to the land of spirits, content. He has done his duty. His
father will meet him there and praise him.



He is a true Indian and disdains to cry like a woman. He does not care for himself. He cares for his
nation. They will suffer. His countrymen will not be scalped; the white men poison the heart. In a
few years the Indians will be like the white men, and nobody can trust them. They will need many
officers to keep them in order.



Goodby, my nation. Black-hawk tried to save you. He drank the blood of some of the whites. He has
been stopped. He can do no more.





After this, Black-hawk had little authority among the Sacs and Foxes. They respected him, but they
looked only to Keokuk for orders and advice. Keokuk was made rich by the United States, as reward;
he gave out the goods and monies; he ruled, for he had followed the peace trail.



The Black-hawk prisoners were put in charge of Lieutenant Jefferson Davis, at Fort Crawford. Then
they were sent down by steamboat to Jefferson Barracks, at St. Louis.



There were Black-hawk, his two sons—Nah-se-us-kuk or Whirling Thunder, and Wa-saw-me-saw or
Roaring Thunder; White Cloud, the false prophet; Nahpope, the head brave; Ioway, Pam-a-ho or
Swimmer, No-kuk-qua or Bear's-fat, Pa-she-pa-ho or Little Stabber; and others.



They were forced to wear ball and chain.



"Had I taken the White Beaver [who was General Atkinson] prisoner, I would not have treated a brave
war chief in this manner," complained Black-hawk.



Keokuk, the successful, was kind and tried to get the prisoners freed. But they were sent on to
Washington, to see the President. Resident Andrew Jackson understood Indians, and Black-hawk was
pleased with him.



"I am a man; you are another," he greeted, as he grasped President Jackson's hand.



"We did not expect to conquer the whites," he explained. "They had too many houses, too many men. I
took up the hatchet to avenge the injuries to my people. Had I not done so, they would have said,
'Black-hawk is a woman. He is too old to be a chief. He is no Sac.'"



From the last of April until June 4 the Black-hawk party was kept in Fortress Monroe, Virginia. Then
the Indians were started home. They were given a long tour, to show them the power of the United
States.



They stopped at Baltimore, Philadelphia, New York, Albany, Buffalo and Detroit. The white people
crowded to see the famous Black-hawk and to hear him speak. He received valuable presents. He was
treated like a chief indeed, and his heart was touched.



When he arrived at Fort Armstrong again, on Rock Island, where he was to be freed, his heart had
somewhat failed. The village of Saukenuk had long ago been leveled in ashes; he returned, a chief
without a people.



Keokuk came, to attend this council, and to receive him back into the nation. Keokuk arrived riding
grandly in two canoes lashed side by side; a canopy over him and his wives with him, and medals on
his breast.



That was rather different from ball and chain, and old Black-hawk's head sank upon his chest. He
felt as bitter as Logan the Mingo had felt.



Before he finally settled down in a lodge built near Iowaville on the lower Des Moines River, Iowa,
he made other trips through the East. Keokuk went, also—but it was "General Black-hawk" for
whom the people clamored.



He died on October 3, 1838, at his home. His last speech was made at a Fourth of July banquet, at
Fort Madison, Iowa, where he was a guest of honor.




"Rock River was a beautiful country. I liked my towns, my corn-fields, and the home of my people. I
fought for it. It is now yours; keep it as we did. It will bear you good crops.



"I once was a great warrior. I am now poor. Keokuk put me down, but do not blame him. I am old. I
have looked upon the Mississippi since I was a child. I love the Great River. I look upon it now. I
shake hands with you, and hope you are my friends."





These were some of his words.



He was seventy-one when he died; a spare, wrinkled old man with sharp, fiery face and flashing eye.
He picked out his grave—at a place about half a mile from his cabin, where, he said, he had
led his Sacs in a great battle with the Iowas.



All his people, and the neighboring whites, mourned him. He was buried sitting up, clad in the
uniform given him at Washington, by the Secretary of War. We wore three medals, from President
Jackson, ex-President John Quincy Adams, and the City of Boston. Between his knees was placed a cane
presented to him by Henry Clay, the statesman; at his right side was placed a sword presented to him
by President Jackson.



All his best things were buried with him. They included tobacco, food and moccasins, to last him on
a three day's journey to spirit land.



The grave was covered by a board roof. A United States flag, and a post with his name and age and
deeds, were erected over him. A picket fence twelve feet high was built around the grave.



He left an old wife—the only wife that he had ever taken. He thought a great deal of her. He
rarely drank whiskey, he fought it among his people; he was opposed to torture; he had treated
prisoners kindly; he had waged war in defense, as he believed, of his own country; and altogether he
had been a good man in his Indian way.



His bones were dug up by a white doctor, and strung on a wire to decorate an office in Illinois.
Black-hawk's sons did not like this, and had the bones brought back. They were stored in the
historical collection at Burlington, where in 1855 a fire burned them.



Black-hawk probably did not care what became of his old bones. He was done with them. The white race
had over-flowed the land that he loved, and the bones of his fathers, and he had ceased fighting.







Red Cloud Stands in the Way (1865–1909)


The Sioux Who Closed the Road of the Whites



The  name Sioux comes down from a longer Chippewa word meaning "adder" or "enemy." The Indians who bore
this name were the powerful Dakotas—the true Sioux of history.



The wide Nation of the Lakota, as these Sioux called themselves, was a league of seven council
fires.



The four divisions of the Santees lived in Minnesota; the two divisions of the Yanktons lived
between them and the Missouri River; the one large division of the Tetons lived in their Dakota
country, west of the Missouri River.



The Santees, the Yanktons and the Tetons spoke their own dialects. They differed in appearance from
one another. They were separated into tribes and bands.



Even as late as 1904 they numbered twenty-five thousand people in the United States. By mind, muscle
and morals they have been rated as leaders of the Western red men. They roamed hither-thither, and
depended upon the buffalo for food. They waged stout war.



The Tetons were the strongest, and formed half of the Dakota nation. It was chiefly they who fought
the
United States soldiers for so long. The war opened in 1855, over the killing of a crippled cow by a
Min-icon-jou, at Fort Laramie of Wyoming, on the Oregon Trail of the emigrants.



The Brulés, or Burnt Thighs; the Og-la-las, or Scatter-one's-own; the Hunk-pa-pas, or
Those-who-camp-by-themselves; the Min-i-con-jous, or Those-who-plant-beside-the-stream; the
Si-ha-sa-pas, or Black-moccasins: these were the Teton Sioux who battled the hardest to save their
buffalo and their lands from the white man.



[image: [Illustration]]


RED CLOUD


Red Cloud at first was chief of the Bad Faces band of Oglala Sioux. They were a small fighting band,
but he was a noted brave. His count showed more coups, or strike-the-enemy feats, than the count of
any other warrior of the Oglalas. Before he retired from war, his coups numbered eighty.



He was born in 1822. His Sioux name was Makh-pia-sha, meaning Red Cloud. In the beginning it
probably referred to a cloud at sunrise or subset; later it referred to his army of warriors whose
red blankets covered the hills.



When he was forty years old, there was much excitement among the white men to the west of the Sioux
range. From the mines of Idaho the gold-seekers had crossed to the eastern base of the Rocky
Mountains in western Montana. Mining camps such as Helena, Bozeman and Virginia City sprang up.



The Oregon Trail of the emigrants already passed through the Sioux country, and the Sioux had agreed
to let it alone. Now the United States asked 
permission to make a new road, which from Fort Laramie of southern Wyoming would leave the Oregon Trail,
and branch off northwest, through the Powder River and the Big Horn country of Wyoming, and on west
across Montana, as a short-cut to the gold-fields.



This part of Wyoming really was Crow Indian country; but the Sioux had driven the Crows out, and
with the Northern Cheyennes were using the region for a hunting ground. The white man's trails to
the south had frightened the buffalo and reduced the herds; the Powder River valleys were the only
ranges left to the Sioux, where they might hunt and always find plenty of meat.



Some of the Sioux chiefs did sign a treaty for the new road. The only Oglalas who signed were
sub-chiefs. Red Cloud did not sign. The United States went ahead, anyway. Troops were sent forward,
to begin the work of building the road. Red Cloud, with his Oglalas and some Cheyennes, surrounded
them and captured them; held them prisoners for two weeks, until his young men threatened to kill
them. Then he released them, with a warning.



"I shall stand in the trail," he said. Those were the words of Pontiac, to Major Rogers, one hundred
years before.



United States officials were ordered to Fort Laramie, to talk with the angry Red Cloud. He declined
to meet them.



But already a number of white gold-seekers had entered by this Bozeman Trail, as it was known. In
June, of the next year, 1866, the United States tried
again to get Red Cloud's name on the paper. A council was called at Fort Laramie.



During the last year, another fort had been located. It was Fort Reno—the first outpost of the
new trail, at the Powder River, one hundred and sixty-seven miles along from Laramie.



Red Cloud, and his lieutenant, They-fear-even-his-horses, came in to talk with the United States, at
Fort Laramie. A great throng of Indians was present, for Fort Laramie was a busy post.



Nothing could be done with the Red Cloud band. The United States was willing to promise that nobody
should be allowed to leave the new road, or to disturb any game. Red Cloud only shook his head. He
well knew that the white travelers would not obey the law. They would hunt and camp, as thy chose.



"Wah-nee-chee!" he said. "No good! Why do you come here and ask for what you have already taken? A
fort has been built, and the road is being used. I say again, we will not sell our hunting grounds
for a road."



But the United States had decided. The Government had been assured by the treaty makers that all the
Sioux would finally yield. There was last fall's treaty, as a starter. The Sioux from every band had
signed. Besides, the Government could not give up the right to open roads. A railroad had the power
to take right-of-way through towns and lands; and a Government wagon road should have the same
license.



So certain was the Government that the road would be opened, that even while the council with the
Red
Cloud Oglalas was in session, there arrived at Fort Laramie Colonel Henry B. Carrington of the
Eighteenth Infantry, with seven hundred soldiers.



Red Cloud saw the camp.



"Where are those soldiers going?"



"They are sent to open the new road and build forts."



"The Americans seek to steal our land whether we say yes or no!" angrily uttered Red Cloud. "They
will have to fight."



He and They-fear-even-his-horses (whom the white men called "Young-man-afraid-of-his-horses") seized
their rifles, and rode away, and three hundred of their warriors followed them.



"Red Cloud means war," warned the Indians who remained. "The Great Father makes us presents, to buy
the road; but the white soldiers come to steal it first. In two moons the white war chief will not
have a hoof left."



An express sent after Red Cloud, to ask him to return, was whipped with bows and ordered to get out
and tell the white chiefs that Red Cloud would not talk about the road.



Colonel Carrington marched on, into the forbidden land. The officers' wives were with them. Traders
along the line insisted that the Indians were determined to fight; but some of the emigrant outfits
bound over the trail to the mines were scornful of danger. One emigrant captain laughed, when the
women were timid.



"You'll never see an Injun unless he comes in to beg
for sugar and tobacco," he said. "I've been on the plains too long to be scared by such trash."



This was at Fort Reno. That very morning, in broad daylight Red Cloud's band ran off all the post
sutler's horses and mules while the soldiers looked on. Eighty men pursued, and captured only one
Indian pony loaded with goods obtained at Fort Laramie.



Colonel Carrington left a detachment here at the Powder River, to build a better Fort Reno. He
marched on.



Meanwhile Red Cloud had been growing stronger. Sioux warriors were hastening to join him. Spotted
Tail of the Brulés had declined to accept the treaty for opening the road—he waited for Red
Cloud; but he was wisely staying at home. However, his Brute young men were riding away in large
numbers, and he told the white people at Fort Laramie that if they "went far on the trail they had
better go prepared to look out for their hair."



Red Cloud was watching the march of the soldiers. He did not attack; but when he saw them pushing
on, and finally making camp to locate another fort, fifty miles northwest of Reno, on Piney Fork of
Lodge-pole Creek, in the Big Horn Mountains of northern Wyoming, he again sent a message, by a party
of soldiers whom he met and turned back.



"The white chief must take his soldiers out of this country. Let him decide for peace or war. If he
wants peace, he can go back to Powder River. The fort there can stay. But no forts shall be built
farther on the road, and no soldiers shall march over the road
which has never been given to the white people."



Red Cloud wanted an answer at once. He also asked that the white chief come to him with an
interpreter, and settle matters in a council. But the messenger was held at the fort for a short
time, and Red Cloud moved his warriors to a new place.



Colonel Carrington invited the Sioux to come to the camp; and went ahead building his fort. Some
bands of Northern Cheyennes appeared for a talk. They said that Red Cloud had urged them to join the
Sioux in keeping the white men out of the hunting grounds, and that he knew what the soldiers had
been doing every hour since they left Fort Laramie.



The Cheyennes seemed a little fearful of the Sioux; but said that if they were given provisions,
they would stay away from the white trail.



When the Cheyennes returned to the Sioux, Red Cloud asked them what the white chief had said. "Is he
going back to the Powder River?"



"No," answered Black Horse, of the Cheyennes. "The white chief will not go back, and his soldiers
will go on."



"What presents did he give you?"



"All we wanted to eat. He wishes the Sioux and the Cheyennes and all the other Indians to go to Fort
Laramie, and sign the treaty, and get more presents. I think that we had better take the white man's
hand and presents, rather than fight him and lose everything."



"No!" replied Red Cloud. "The white man lies and steals. My lodges were many; now they are few. The
white man wants all. He must fight, and the Indian will die where his fathers died."



With that, the Sioux unstrung their bows and whipped the Cheyennes on the face and back, crying,
"Coup!" as if they were striking the enemy.



So Black Horse sent word that the Sioux intended war.



The fort was named Fort Phil Kearney. It was built of timber cut in the pine woods seven miles
distant, and was surrounded by a palisade or high fence of thick pickets set upright.



Saw mills were placed in the woods, and the wood-camps were protected by block-houses. Almost one
hundred wagons were used, to haul the logs and boards.



One hundred miles onward, another fort was started: Fort C. F. Smith.



The Crows informed Colonel Carrington that Red Cloud had tried to enlist even them—that all
the Sioux were uniting to drive out the white men from this region, and that in the fall there would
be a "big fight" at the two forts.



White Mouth and Rotten Tail said that they were half a day in riding through the Sioux village;
there were fifteen hundred lodges. In truth, Chief Red Cloud had over two thousand warriors, with
whom to stand in the path.



And there he stood. Nobody might doubt that. His raiders watched every mile of the trail back to
Powder River, and not an emigrant train got through. He himself, with two thousand warriors, guarded
Fort Kearney, where the white chief lived.



Nobody might venture from it to hunt game. The wood wagons might move only when many together and
well aimed. Not a load of hay could be brought in without strong escort. After a time no mail could
be sent on to Fort Smith.



Colonel Carrington had five companies of infantry and one company of the Second Cavalry. The
infantry was mostly recruits. Their guns were old style muzzle loaders; but the band had the new
Spencer breech-loaders.



He asked for better guns and more ammunition. The Government was not certain that the Sioux could do
much against soldiers of a country which had just been trained by a four years' war, and Carrington
was left to prove it.



Chief Red Cloud had his first chance to prove the opposite on December 6. He had been amusing his
warriors by letting them gallop past the fort and shout challenges to the soldiers to come out and
fight; then when the cannon shot at them, they dodged the shells—but did not always succeed.



The big guns that shot twice surprised them.



On the morning of December 6 Red Cloud struck in earnest, and had planned to strike hard. He had a
line of signal flags seven miles long, by which to direct his army. Then he sent a company to attack
a wood train.



The attack on the wood train brought the troops out of the fort. One detachment of thirty-five
cavalry and a few mounted infantry was commanded by Captain William J. Fetterman. He was very
anxious to fight
Indians; in fact, the officers all had set their hearts upon "taking Red Cloud's scalp."



Captain Fetterman rescued the wagon train, by chasing the Sioux away; but in about five miles Red
Cloud faced his men about and closed. It was an ambuscade. The troopers of the cavalry were
stampeded, and the captain found himself, with two other officers and a dozen men, surrounded by
yelling warriors.



Colonel Carrington arrived just in time to save him; but young Lieutenant H. S. Bingham of the
Second Cavalry was killed, and so was Sergeant Bowers.



When Captain Fetterman had returned to the fort he had changed his mind regarding the prowess of the
Sioux, whom he had thought to be only robbers.



"I have learned a lesson," he remarked. "This Indian war has become a hand-to-hand fight, and
requires great caution. I'll take no more risks like that of today!"



Red Cloud was not satisfied. His warriors had not done exactly as he had told them to do, He bided
his time.



On the morning of December 21 he was again ready. His men were stationed, waiting for a wood train
to appear. It appeared, starting out to chop timber in the pine woods, and haul the logs to the
fort.



It was an unusually strong train—a number of heavy wagons, and ninety armed men.



Red Cloud let it get about four miles along, and ordered it attacked. He had spies upon a ridge of
hills, to watch the fort.



When the attack was heard at the fort, soldiers
dashed out. The Red Cloud warriors allowed the wagon train to think that it had whipped them. He
withdrew, across the ridge.



The leader of the soldiers was Captain Fetterman, again. He had asked for the command. With him was
Captain Fred H. Brown, who expected to go back to Fort Laramie, and wished, first, to get a scalp.
He and Captain Fetterman were rivals for scalps and had almost forgotten the affair of December 6.
They were gallant soldiers, but reckless.



Altogether the detachment numbered seventy-nine officers and men, and two scouts named Wheatley and
Fisher.



Captain Fetterman was distinctly ordered by Colonel Carrington to do nothing but rescue the wagon
train. He must not cross the ridge in pursuit of the Sioux.



Captain Fetterman did not move directly for the place of the wagon train. He made a circuit, to cut
off the attacking Sioux, at their rear, or between the wagon train and the ridge to the north of it.



He had taken no surgeon, so Dr. Hines was hurried after him. The doctor came back in another hurry.
He reported that the wagon train was on its way to the timber, without the captain; and that the
captain had disappeared, over the ridge! Many Indians were in sight, and the doctor had been obliged
to stop short.



Now, on a sudden, there was a burst of distant gun-fire. In twelve minutes a second detachment of
soldiers was on the run, from the fort for the battle; wagons and ambulances and more men followed;
and
soon only one hundred and nineteen men remained.



The firing was very heavy, in volleys—then in fire-at-will; then it died down—quit. Not
a sound could be heard, as the women and men in Fort Kearney strained their ears and eyes.



Presently a courier from the second detachment galloped headlong in. He said that the valley beyond
the ridge was swarming with Sioux; they yelled and dared the soldiers to come down to the road
there. But of the Captain Fetterman command, no trace could be sighted.



The soldiers and the reinforcements stayed out all the afternoon. They returned at dark; but of the
eighty-one others, none came back. All of them, the entire eighty-one, had fallen to the army of Red
Cloud.



Nobody was alive to tell the story of the fight. The signs on the field were plain, though; and of
course the Red Cloud warriors knew well what had occurred.



Captain Fetterman had crossed the ridge, to chase the Sioux. Two thousand Red Cloud men were waiting
for him. They permitted him to advance to the forbidden road. The white soldiers fought until their
ammunition was almost spent. Then the Red Cloud men rushed. Only six of the white soldiers were
shot; the rest were killed by hand.



The plan of Red Cloud and his chiefs had been laid to get all the troops out of the fort, together;
kill them and seize the fort.



But the warriors had not waited long enough. Their victory was too quick, and they lost too many
men, themselves, in the one fight: seventy, of killed and
wounded, they said; sixty-five of killed, alone, said the red blotches on the field.



Still, Red Cloud had closed the road with the bodies of the soldiers. He had made his word good.



The garrison in Fort Kearney gave up all thought of glory by capturing Red Cloud; and this winter
there was no more fighting. How many warriors Red Cloud had, to "cover the hills with their scarlet
blankets," nobody knew; but the count ran from three thousand to five thousand.



The spring came, and the summer came, and the road had not been opened. In more than a year, not a
single wagon had passed upon it, through the hunting grounds of the Sioux.



Another white chief had been sent to take command of Fort Phil Kearney. He was Brigadier General H.
W. Wessels. All this summer the soldiers were having to fight for wood and water. The contractor in
charge of the teams hauling lumber complained that he must have more protection or he would be
unable to do the work.



Captain James Powell of the Twenty-seventh Infantry was ordered out to protect the lumber camps. He
took Lieutenant John C. Jenness and fifty-one men. The wood choppers had two camps, about a mile
apart. The captain detailed twenty-five of his men to guard the one camp, and escort the wagon
trains to the fort; with the twenty-six others he made a fort of wagon boxes, at the second camp.



He arranged fourteen of the wagon boxes on the ground, in a circle. Some of the boxes had been lined
with boiler iron. Two wagons were left on wheels, so that the rifles might be aimed from underneath.
The boxes were pierced low down with a row of loop-holes. The spaces between the ends of the boxes
were filled with ox-chains, slabs and brush. He had plenty of ammunition and plenty of new
breech-loading rifles.



The little fort was located in an open basin, surrounded by gentle hills. He directed the men of the
other camp to come in at the first sign of trouble.



The Sioux were at hand. Red Cloud had been merely waiting for the soldiers to march out and make it
worth his while to descend. He was resolved to destroy Fort Kearney this year, before the snows.



It seemed to him that again he had the soldiers where he wanted them. Word of the flimsy little
corral spread a laugh among his two thousand warriors. The squaws and old men were summoned from the
allied Sioux and outlaw Cheyenne village, to come and see and be ready with their knives.



On the morning of August 2 he so suddenly attacked the unfortified wood camp that he cut it off
completely. Two hundred of his men captured the mule herd; five hundred of them attacked the wagon
train there, burned the wagons and drove the soldiers and teamsters and choppers who were outside
the corral, in flight to Fort Kearney. Scalps were taken.



Now it was the turn of the puny corral, and the rest of the soldiers.



He could see only the low circle of wagon-boxes. They were covered with blankets; underneath the
blankets there were soldiers—few and frightened.



The hill slopes around were thronged with his people, gathered to watch and to plunder. He felt like
a great chief indeed, And at wave of his hand eight hundred of his cavalry dashed in a thundering,
crackling surge of death straight at the silent circle.



On they sped, and on, and on, and were just about to dash against the circle and sweep over, when
suddenly such a roar, and sheet of flame, struck them in the face that they staggered and melted.
Now—while the guns were empty! But the guns were not yet empty—they belched without
pause. Veering right and left around a bloody lane the warriors, crouching low, tore for safety from
the frightful blast.



Red Cloud could not understand. His own men were well armed, with rifles and with muskets captured
from the soldiers during the past year or supplied at the trading post. It seemed to him that there
were more soldiers under those blankets than he had reckoned. But he knew that his men were brave;
his people were watching from the hills; he had no mind for defeat.



In the corral Captain Powell had told his twenty-six soldiers and four civilians to fight for their
lives. The poor shots were ordered to load guns and pass them as fast as possible to the crack
shots.



Red Cloud rallied his whole force, of more than two thousand. He dismounted eight hundred and sent
them forward to crawl along the ground, as sharp-shooters; they ringed the corral with bullets and
arrows.



He himself led twelve hundred, afoot, for a charge.
His young nephew was his chief aide—to win the right to be head chief after Red Cloud's death.



But although they tried, in charge after charge, for three hours, they could not enter the little
fort. Sometimes they got within ten yards—the soldiers threw augers at them, and they threw
the augers back—and back they reeled, themselves. The guns of the little fort never quit!



Red Cloud still could not understand. He called a council. In the opinion of his chiefs and braves,
the white soldiers were armed with guns that shot of themselves and did not need reloading.



The squaws on the hills were wailing; his men were discouraged; many had fallen. So finally he
ordered that the bodies be saved, and the fight ended. His braves again crawled forward, behind
shields, with ropes; tied the ropes to the bodies, in spite of the bullets, and running, snaked the
bodies away behind them.



"Some bad god fought against us," complained the Red' Cloud people. "The white soldiers had a great
medicine. We were burned-by fire."



And all the Indians of the plains, heard about the mystery, when the breech-loading rifles rowed
down the Sioux and the Cheyennes, spoke of the bad god fight that defeated Chief Red Cloud.



The Sioux reported that they had lost eleven hundred and thirty-five warriors. Red Cloud's nephew
was sorely wounded in the charge. Captain Fetterman's loss was Lieutenant Jenness and two men
killed, two men wounded. He said that when the reinforcements, with the cannon, arrived from Fort
Kearney, while the
Sioux were removing their dead, he was in despair. Another charge or two and he would have been
wiped out.



But the road remained closed. Red Cloud remained in the path. This fall the Government decided that,
after all, it had no right to open the road. In April of the next year, 1868, another treaty was
signed with the Sioux and the Cheyennes, by which the United States gave up any claim to the Powder
River and Big Horn country, and the Indians promised to let the Union Pacific Railroad alone.



Red Cloud did not sign. "The white men are liars," he insisted; and he waited until the three forts,
Smith and Kearney and Reno, were abandoned. Then, in November, after his warriors had burned them,
and all the soldiers were gone out of the country, he put his name to the treaty.



Thus he won out. He had said that he would close the road, and he had done it.



Through the following years he remained quiet. He had had his fill of fighting. His name was great.
He was head chief of the Red Cloud agency, later called Pine Ridge. Spotted Tail of the Brulés
controlled the other agency, later called Rosebud.



Red Cloud always closely watched the whites. He was at peace, but suspicious. When the Black Hills
were finally demanded by the United States, he sent out men to count the buffalo. The number in
sight was too small. Some day, soon, the Indians would have no meat on their hunting grounds.
Therefore Red Cloud decided that the red men must begin to live by
aid of the white man; and he favored the reservations—even the sale of the Black Hills so that
his people would be made rich enough to settle down.



He was looked up to as a warrior and a councillor, but the United States did not trust him; and
after a time, put Spotted Tail over him, in charge of the two agencies. This made bad feeling, and
Red Cloud and Spotted Tail did not speak to each other. However, his own people, who rose under
Sitting Bull, urged him to join with them, in vain.



Red Cloud lived to be a very old man. He became almost blind, and partly paralyzed. He stuck to his
one wife. They were together for many years.



He died in December, 1909, in a two-story house built for him by the Government on the Pine Ridge
agency in South Dakota. He was aged, eighty-seven. Five years before he had given his chief-ship
over to his son, young Red Cloud, who carried the name. It is a name that will never be forgotten.







Cornstalk Leads the Warriors (1774–1777)


How he and Logan Strove and Died



At  the last of September a Shawnee scout ran breathless into the Chief Cornstalk town. He brought word
that far across the Ohio River, in north-western (now West) Virginia, he and his comrade had met a
great column of Long Knives, advancing over the mountains, as if to invade the Indian country. His
comrade had been killed. He himself had come back, with the word.



Taking eleven hundred warriors—the pick of the Shawnees, the fighting Delawares, the Wyandots,
the Mingo Cayugas and the Mingo Senecas—Chief Cornstalk marched rapidly down to give battle.



There really were two American columns, on their way to destroy the Shawnee and Mingo towns in
interior Ohio.



The Division of Northern and Western Virginia, twelve hundred men, had mustered at Fort Pitt
(Pittsburg, Pennsylvania), in the territory disputed by Virginia and Pennsylvania. It was under
command of Lord Dunmore himself, governor of Virginia for the king of England.



The Division of Southern and Eastern Virginia, fifteen hundred men, had mustered at Lewisburg, West
Virginia. It was under command of General Andrew Lewis, a valiant soldier.



The Lord Dunmore division was to march south, the General Lewis division was to march west; the two
were to join forces at Point Pleasant, where on the border of West Virginia the Big Kanawha River
empties into the noble Ohio.



Cornstalk moved fast. He had as aides Logan of the Cayugas, Chi-ya-wee of the Wyandots, Scop-pathus
of the Senecas, young Red Hawk of the fighting Delawares, his own son El-li-nip-si-co—noted
chiefs, all. Among the Shawnee sub-chiefs was Puckee-shinwah, father of a boy named Tecumseh who
grew to the greatness of Pontiac.



The General Lewis division had arrived first at the mouth of the Big Kanawha. On the evening of
October 9, from the opposite side of the Ohio, Cornstalk's and Logan's men sighted them there, in
camp.



Fresh news had come to Cornstalk. He had learned of the other division, under Lord Dunmore. He had
learned that the column across from him was equal to his own force, and that another detachment of
it was hurrying on its trail.



In a council of the chiefs and principal warriors he proposed that he go over, in person, and treat
for peace. But all his men voted him down.



"Very well," he replied. "If you are resolved to fight, then fight you shall. We must not delay. It
is likely that we shall have hard work tomorrow, but if any warrior attempts to run away, I will
kill him with my own hand."



This night the warriors ferried the Ohio, above the camp, by means of seventy-eight rafts. They
worked hard, and formed for battle at daybreak.



"We will make a line behind the Long Knives," ordered Cornstalk, "and drive them forward like
bullocks into the two rivers."



Most of the Virginians were asleep in their tents, when, before sunrise, two of their hunters,
seeking deer for breakfast, found the Indian army, already in battle array, and covering, as one of
the hunters excitedly reported, "four acres of ground."



But these Virginians were no fools. Of the eleven hundred here, wellnigh every man had been a
buck-skin borderer, deadly with rifle, tomahawk and knife, and up to all Indian tricks. They were
fairly drilled, too, as militia. A number of the officers had fought under Major George Washington,
when on the fatal Braddock's Field, in 1755, the American Rangers had tried to save the day from the
French, and from Pontiac's whooping warriors.



They all had marched for five weeks across one hundred and sixty miles of trackless mountain
country, driving their pack-horses and their herds of beef cattle; now they rallied briskly to save
their lives. It was nip and tuck.



From before sunrise until sunset raged the great battle of Point Pleasant, or the Big Kanawha. It
was the first pitched battle between simon-pure Americans—but the Revolution was near and
after this the Americans were to do their own fighting.



The lines were over a mile long, rarely more than
twenty yards apart, frequently less than six yards apart, and sometimes mingling. The armies were
equal.



Both sides fought Indian fashion, from behind trees and brush. Rifle met rifle, tomahawk met
tomahawk, knife met knife. The air was filled with whoops and cheers. Able chiefs faced able
chiefs—on the white American side there were leaders who soon became more famous in the
Revolution and in the history of the new nation.



It was a long-famous battle. A ballad written upon it was frequently sung, on the frontier:





	Let us mind the tenth day of October, 


	Seventy-four, which caused woe; 


	The Indian savages they did cover 


	The pleasant banks of the O-hi-o.



	The battle beginning in the morning, 


	Throughout the day it lashed sore,


	Till the evening shades they were returning 


	Upon the banks of the O-hi-o.



	Seven score lay dead and wounded. 


	Of champions that did face their foe, 


	By which the heathens were confounded, 


	Upon the banks of the O-hi-o.



	Col. Lewis and noble captains


	Did down to death like Uriah go. 


	Alas, their heads wound up in napkins, 


	Upon the banks of the O-hi-o.



	O bless the mighty King of Heaven 


	For all his wondrous works below, 


	Who hath to us the victory given, 


	Upon the banks of the O-hi-o.








Logan was seen here, there, everywhere. So was Cornstalk. His mighty voice was heard above the din,
like the voice of old Annawan when King Philip had been surprised. "Be strong! Be strong!" he
appealed to his warriors. With his tomahawk he struck down a skulker. That had been his promise, in
the council.



All this October day the battle continued. In single encounters, man to man, valorous deeds were
done.



Cornstalk proved himself a worthy general. When his line bent back, before the discipline of the
Long Knives, it was only to form an ambush, and then the whites were bent back. He had early placed
his warriors across the base of the point, so that they held the whites in the angle of the two
rivers. They dragged logs and brush to position, as breast-works. "We will drive the Long Knives
into the rivers like so many bullocks."



That was not to be. Two of General Lewis's colonels had fallen; the Indian fire was very severe and
accurate; but after vainly trying to feel out the end of the red line, the general at last
succeeded, toward evening, in sending a company around.



Chief Cornstalk thought that this company, appearing in his rear, was the absent part of the
division. Lest he be caught between two fires, he swung about and skillfully withdrew.



The battle slackened, at dusk. This night he safely removed his army across the Ohio again, that
they might avoid the Lord Dunmore division and protect their towns in Ohio.



Nearly all the Indian bodies found, and nearly 1111 the Virginians killed and wounded, were shot in
the head or the breast. That was the marksmanship and the kind of fighting!



The Long Knives lost seventy-five men killed and one hundred and fifty wounded. They lost two great
chiefs: Colonel Charles Lewis, the brother of the general, and Colonel John Field—both
Braddock men; six captains and as many lieutenants were killed, also.



The Indians said that had they known how to clean their rifles, they would have done better.
Cornstalk and Logan lost the sub-chief Puck-ee-shin-wah, but only forty or fifty others in killed
and wounded. But when they hastened for their towns they found them in danger from the Lord Dunmore
column.



Governor Dunmore sent Chief White-eyes, of the Delawares, who had not joined in the war, to ask
Chief Cornstalk for a talk. Chief White-eyes returned with no answer, for the Cornstalk chiefs were
in bitter council.



Cornstalk addressed them:



"You would not make peace before Point Pleasant; what is your voice now, when the Long Knives are
pressing on in two columns?"



There was no reply.



"We cannot save our villages," he continued. "If your voice is for war, let us first kill our women
and children. Then let us warriors go out and fight like men until we, too, are killed."



Still no reply. Cornstalk dashed his hatchet into the council post.



"You act like children," he thundered. "I will go and make peace, myself."



And leaving his hatchet sticking in the post, go he did.



Logan had not been here. He was away, down in Virginia, scouting with his Mingos, and delivering his
note to Captain Cresap. On October 21 he arrived with scalps.



He refused to meet the governor.



"Tell the governor that I am a warrior, not a councillor," he bade.



His sore heart was not yet healed. His Mingos were for war. The Revolution was brewing, and Governor
Dunmore was anxious to be about his own affairs. So he sought out Logan with two messengers, Scout
Simon Girty, and Trader John Gibson, who spoke the Mingo tongue. They returned with Logan's stubborn
answer, written out by John Gibson:





I appeal to any white to say, if ever he entered Logan's cabin hungry, and he gave him not meat; if
ever he came cold and naked, and he clothed him not.



During the course of the last long, bloody war [the French and Indian and the Pontiac war] Logan
remained idle in his cabin, an advocate for peace. Such was my love for the whites, that my
countrymen pointed as they passed, and said, "Logan is the friend of the white men."



I had even thought to have lived with you, but for the injuries of one man. Col. Cresap. the last
spring, in cold blood, and unprovoked, murdered all the relatives of Logan; not even sparing my
women and children.



There runs not a drop of my blood in the veins of any living creature. This called on me for
revenge. I have sought it. I have killed many. I have fully glutted my vengeance. For my country, I
rejoice at the beams of peace. But do not harbor a thought that
mine is the joy of fear. Logan never felt fear. He will not turn on his heel to save his life. Who
is there to mourn for Logan? Not one!





Trader Gibson reported that while making this speech, Logan wept. The sad-hearted chief probably did
not put his words in exactly this order, but they made a great sensation. Soon they were being
repeated throughout all the Ohio River country, and east of the Alleghanies, in towns, cabins and
camps.



"Who is there to mourn for Logan?" would ask some voice, in the circle. And another voice would
reply, with deep feeling: "Not one!"



President Thomas Jefferson included the speech in a book that he published—"Notes on
Virginia," and said that he challenged the orations of the world to produce anything better.



It was copied into other books. School-children memorized it, for "speaking day"; grown people used
it, in contests; and for one hundred years it was the favorite platform piece. Thus Logan lived in
the white man's words.



Still Logan did not come in to the peace talk held with Governor Dunmore, southeast of present
Circleville in south central Ohio. The Shawnees and Delawares said:



"Logan is like a mad dog. His bristles are up; they are not yet fallen, but the good talk may smooth
them down."



He stayed close in his cabin, up the Scioto River, and Cornstalk spoke for the Shawnees, Delawares
and Wyandots. It was another great address.



"I have heard the first orators of Virginia—Patrick Henry and Richard Henry Lee," declared
Colonel Benjamin Wilson, of Dunmore's men, "but never have I heard one whose powers surpassed those
of Cornstalk on that occasion."



Cornstalk told of the wrongs suffered by the Indians, in their hunting grounds; how they were losing
the lands of their fathers, and were being cheated by the white men. He asked that nobody be
permitted to trade, on private account, with the Indians, but that the Government should send in
goods, to be exchanged for skins and furs, and that no "fire water" should enter into the business,
for "from fire water there comes evil. "



Then he buried the hatchet. He never dug it up. When the Revolution broke, in 1776, and the British
agents urged the Indians to strike the post again and help their great father, the king, Cornstalk
held firm for friendship with the Americans.



In the spring of 1777, he and young Red Hawk the Delaware, and another Indian came down to the
American fort that had been built on the battle field of Point Pleasant at the mouth of the Big
Kanawha of the West Virginia border.



"My Shawnees are restless," he warned. "The current sets so strongly against the Americans, that I
fear my people will disobey me and float with the stream."



Captain Matthew Arbuckle was the commander of the fort. He kept the Cornstalk party as hostages for
the good behavior of the Shawnees. Cornstalk did not
object, but spent much time in talking with the officers, and in kindly drawing maps of the Ohio
country, for them.



One day in a council he said:



"When I was young and went to war, I often thought, each might be my last adventure, and I should
return no more. I still lived. Now I am in the midst of you, and if you choose, you may kill me. I
can die but once. It is alike to me, whether now or hereafter."



Those brave words were not forgotten. This same day somebody shouted loudly from the opposite side
of the Ohio. It was the young Chief Ellinipsico. He had not known what had happened to his father,
and had traveled many miles, seeking him.



Cornstalk called him over. There was much rejoicing in the reunion; they loved each other dearly.



On the very next day two soldiers, named Hamilton and Gilmore, went over the Kanawha River, to hunt.
The majority of the Ohio Indians were now helping the British. Some of the hostile warriors, lurking
in West Virginia, fired on the two men and killed Gilmore.



Instantly the cry arose among the soldiers at the fort, that Ellinipsico had planned the ambush.
Ellinipsico denied it. He said that he had come alone, on purpose to find his old father.



But that made no difference. Captain John Hall and squad were returning in a canoe bearing the body
of Gilmore.



"Let us go and kill those Indians in the fort!" Captain Arbuckle and Private Stuart tried in vain to
force them back. In their cabin, of the fort, the
Chief Cornstalk party had been told by a white woman that they were in danger. They now heard the
Captain Hall men approaching. Young Ellinipsico grew frightened, but his father steadied him.



"My son," said Cornstalk, "the Great Spirit has seen fit that we should die together, and has sent
you here to that end. It is his will, and let us submit—it is all for the best."



He faced the door, and stood calmly waiting. Without a word or a struggle he fell dead, pierced
through the front by seven bullets. Ellinipsico was now calm, also. He did not even stand, and thus
he died, not moving. He was a worthy son of Cornstalk. Young Red Hawk was a Delaware and, hoping to
be spared, he crept into the fire-place chimney. But he was dragged out, to death. The fourth Indian
fought with his hands, and was cut to pieces.



The murderers of the generous, noble-hearted Cornstalk were never punished, but they certainly were
not admired. The white men who had met him in war and in peace mourned him as much as the red men
did. And from that day the Shawnee nation "became the most deadly foe to the inhabitants of the
frontiers." Who may blame them?



Meanwhile Logan was living in misery, but he was soon to follow Chief Cornstalk. His end was far
less happy. He had not been much heard from lately. After he had refused to meet the Long Knives in
a peace talk, the troops had destroyed some of his villages. He and a band of his Mingos retreated
northward toward the Great Lakes.



The Mingos aided the British, but Logan pursued fire-water more frequently than he did war. He never
got over his grief. It had bitten him too deeply, and had poisoned his thoughts. Still, the good in
him cropped out.



When in 1778 the famous American scout Simon Kenton had been captured by the Shawnees, he was taken,
by the torture trail, to the village in northern Ohio where Logan was living.



He had little hopes, but Logan walked over to him.



"Well, young man," said Logan in good English, "these other young men seem very mad at you."



"Yes, sir; they certainly are," frankly answered Simon Kenton. Already one arm had been almost cut
from his shoulder, by an axe.



Logan gravely smiled. "Well, don't be disheartened. I am a great chief. You are to go to Sandusky;
they speak of burning you there, but I will send two runners tomorrow to speak good for you."



That was the real spirit of Logan. The two runners were sent, and Simon felt much encouraged. During
the next day he was well treated in the village. He and Logan talked together freely.



In the evening the two runners returned. They went straight to Logan's lodge, but no word came to
Kenton. Now he feared again. He feared more, when in the morning Logan himself approached him, said
only, "You are to be taken at once to Sandusky," gave him a piece of bread and whirling on his heel
strode gloomily away.



Evidently the power of Logan had weakened, the
Shawnees had not listened, and Sandusky, north on the Sandusky River, was waiting with the stake.



So Simon Kenton journeyed unwillingly onward, to be saved, at the last moment, by the British. But
Logan had done his best. After this he drank harder, until his mind was injured. He had flashes of
good, and he had longer flashes of bad. He seemed bent upon doing as much harm to himself as he
could.



Then, in 1780, one day at Detroit he thought that while drunk he had killed his Shawnee wife. He
imagined that he was being arrested; and in the fight that he made he was shot dead by his own
nephew, on the road between Detroit and Sandusky.



Many mourned Cornstalk. "Who was there to mourn Logan"—the "friend of the white man?"



"Not one!"



But the name "Logan" was worn, like a badge of honor, by others in the Mingo people.
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The Ghost Dancers and the Red Soldiers (1889–4890)


and Sitting Bull's Last Medicine



In 1889  the Sioux, upon their reservations in South Dakota, were much dissatisfied. Their cattle were dying,
their crops had failed, there were no buffalo, and the Government supplies were not being issued
according to promise.



The Sioux no longer occupied the Great Sioux reservation of western South Dakota. By several
treaties they had sold the greater portion of that land. The last treaty, signed only this year, had
left them five tracts, as reservations.



On the Missouri River at the middle north line of South Dakota there was the Standing Rock
reservation, where lived Sitting Bull and many of the Hunk-papas and Oglalas whom he had led.



Next to it, on the south was the Cheyenne River reservation, for the Miniconjous, Without Bows, Two
Kettles, and others.



Then there was a wide strip of land which had been sold, with the small Lower Brulé reservation in
the east end of it.



Then, side by side against the Nebraska line, south, there were the Rosebud reservation, for the
other
Brulés; and Chief Red Cloud's Pine Ridge reservation, for his Oglalas, and various bands.



The Sioux numbered twenty-five thousand. The lands left to them were the poorest of the lands. White
men had failed to make a living upon such lands. The Sioux were supposed to help themselves by
farming and cattle raising, but they found themselves starving.



Sitting Bull had been placed upon the Standing Rock reservation in May, 1883. His home was a log
cabin with a stable and corral, on the Grand River in the southern part of the reservation. He still
kept a peace pipe, as sign that he would not go to war.



He had been among those who opposed the selling of the lands. After the last sale, this year, he was
asked what the Indians thought about it.



"Indians!" he angrily blurted. "There are no Indians left now but me."



He viewed the Sioux police sullenly. These were a fine company of fifty young Sioux under First
Lieutenant Bull Head and Second Lieutenant Chatka. They were drilled as United States soldiers, wore
the army uniform of blue, and were well armed. Their duty was that of keeping order for the Indian
agent. They were proud of their trust, and faithful to it.



Now in the fall of 1889 the restless Sioux heard a voice. Their young people were being educated at
the Indian schools of the East, and at the agency schools, and were learning to read and write.



The eastern school Indians exchanged letters with Indian friends whom they had met or of whom they
knew; the agency school Indians in different parts of
the country also wrote letters. Word came by letters from the west, to Sioux at the Pine Ridge
agency, that beyond the Rocky Mountains a man who claimed to be Christ, the Son of God, had appeared
upon earth.



The white people once had tried to kill him by nailing him to a cross. He was back again, to punish
them for their treatment of him, and for their treatment of the Indians. The Indians were to be his
people, and possess the land. This sounded reasonable.



It aroused curiosity and hope. It was only the same old story, as spread by other prophets, and here
put in a little different form; but the red people of America had never yet ceased to look forward
to a miracle that would restore to them their game and their liberty and their loved country.



Old Chief Red Cloud, Young-man-whose-horses-are-feared and other head men of the Pine Ridge
reservation called a council, to choose delegates who should travel into the west and find out if
the Arapahos and Shoshonis of Wyoming were telling the truth.



Kicking Bear from the. Cheyenne River reservation and Short Bull from the Rosebud reservation, were
the leaders selected. The other men were Good Thunder, Flat Iron, Yellow Breast, and Broken Arm,
from Pine Ridge.



Without permission from their agents they traveled west into Wyoming, to talk with the Arapahos and
Shoshonis at the Fort Washakie reservation. Some Cheyenne delegates from the Tongue River
reservation in Montana were there also, seeking information.



The Arapahos and Shoshonis said that the word was
true. The Messiah had come; he did not live among them, but was living west of the mountains, among
the Fish-eaters. A Bannock Indian had brought the news across to them. They had sent men to see. The
men had seen the Messiah, and had talked with him. They had seen the dances that he had ordered,
which would waken the dead to life and populate the earth again with Indians.



Porcupine and his Cheyennes, and Kicking Bear and Short Bull and their Sioux were much impressed.
They decided to go on, and see for themselves. So they did. They got on the train at Rawlins,
Wyoming, and rode all day and branched off by another train, and rode still farther, and arrived at
Fort Hall of Idaho, in the Bannock country.



From here the Bannocks guided them onward, by train and by wagon, until at last they reached the
country of the Fish-eaters, or Pai-Utes, at Pyramid Lake in western Nevada!



The Pyramid Lake Fish-eaters sent them south, to Walker Lake of the Pai-Utes. Here they met the
Christ, listened to his talk, danced the sacred dances, and felt that everything was true.



Kicking Bear and Short Bull and their Sioux were absent from the Sioux reservations all winter. They
sent back letters from Wyoming, Utah, Idaho and Nevada, telling of their progress. In April, of
1890, they returned.



They reported to the council. They had seen the Messiah. Delegates from many other tribes had been
there, too. The Messiah talked to each tribe in its own
language. He bore the scars of nails, on his wrists. He looked like an Indian, only lighter in
color. He taught them dances called Ghost Dances, which would bring the spirit people back upon
earth. He fell into a sleep, and went to heaven and saw all the spirit Indians. The earth was too
old; it was to be made new and would stay green and new, and the Indians who obeyed his teachings
and lived good would never be more than forty years old, themselves. This fall all the good people
were to be made young; and after that they would be made young every spring. Anyone who had shaken
hands with the Messiah could call him in sleep.



The Sioux delegates told their story over and over again. At the Cheyenne reservation in Montana,
Porcupine talked for five days and four nights.



There was indeed a Pai-Ute prophet, named Wo-vo-ka or the Cutter. He later took the name
Kwohit-sauq, or Big Rumbling Belly. To the white people he was known as Jack Wilson. He had worked
on ranches near the Walker Lake reservation, until, when he was about thirty years old, while sick
with a fever he went into a trance, during an eclipse of the sun.



On waking up, he said that he had been to heaven, had visited God and the spirits, and had received
command to preach a new gospel.



The Pai-Utes were glad to believe whatever he claimed for himself. He seemed to hypnotize them. The
word that Wo-vo-ka was the Messiah and could perform miracles spread through the Pai-Utes of Nevada
and the Utes of Utah; it crossed the Sierra
Nevada Mountains into California on the west, and the Rocky Mountains into Wyoming on the east; and
it kept going, east and north and south.



This spring Good Thunder, Short Bull, Cloud Horse and Yellow Knife journeyed to see the Messiah
again.



When they came back they reported that he had appeared to them out of some smoke. He welcomed them,
and showed them a land that bridged the ocean, and upon the land all the Indians of all nations were
on their way home again.



They saw lodges, of buffalo hides, in which the dead were living. They talked with dead Sioux whom
they had known.



The Messiah had given them red and white paint that would ward off sickness, renew youth, and cause
visions. He had told them to have the Sioux send their children to school, and to attend to farming.
There was to be no fighting with the white people. But the whites were to be destroyed, by a great
landslide that would cover the world with new earth. Upon the new earth would roam the buffalo and
deer, as of old. The Indians who obeyed the Messiah would be lifted up, above the landslide, and
gently dropped back again, there to live forever with all their friends and relatives who had come
with it from spirit land.



This reunion was to occur the next spring, of 1891, when the grass was knee high.



The Good Thunder party brought what they said was a piece of buffalo meat. The Messiah had told them
that if on their way home they killed any buffalo, they were to leave the hoofs and tail and head on
the
prairie, and the buffalo would spring up, whole, when they turned their backs.



All the buffalo would act this way, in the happy time to come.



The day of buffalo herds on the plains was past; but the party asserted that they did find a herd,
and killed one buffalo—and he sprang up, from the hoofs and tail and head, just as the Messiah
had promised.



The Cheyennes, the Shoshonis, the Arapahos, the Kiowas, the Utes, the Pai-Utes, were dancing the
Ghost Dance. The Sioux now danced.



The Ghost Dancers danced in a circle, holding hands and chanting, until they fell over and went to
spirit land. From the spirits they brought back signs, such as buffalo tails, buffalo meat, and
other things of an Indian country.



The Sioux Ghost Dancers wore Ghost shirts, of white muslin. These Ghost shirts would turn a bullet;
no enemy weapon could pierce a Ghost shirt! That was the word of Kicking Bear and Short Bull.



The Ghost Dance ceremonies were many, and the dance was noisy.



Away up on the Standing Rock reservation, which had not yet joined in the craze, Sitting Bull, the
former great medicine leader of the Sioux, was much interested. The agent, Mr. James McLaughlin,
refused to permit him to visit Kicking Bear, the prophet on the Cheyenne River reservation, south.
Kicking Bear was hard at it, preaching the Messiah religion to his Miniconjous and the other Sioux
there.



But Sitting Bull was anxious to learn. So he sent
six of his young men down, to ask Kicking Bear to come up for a visit at the Grand River in the
Standing Rock reservation.



Kicking Bear appeared, in October, this 1890, with several of his followers, and preached to the
Sitting Bull people.



"My brothers, I bring to you the promise of a day in which there will be no white man to lay his
hand on the bridle of the Indian's horse; when the red men of the prairie will rule the world, and
not be turned from the hunting grounds by any man. I bring you word from your fathers the ghosts,
that they are now marching to join you, led by the Messiah who came once on earth with the white
men, but was cast out and killed by them. I have seen the wonders of the spirit land, and have
talked with the ghosts. I traveled far, and am sent back with a message to tell you to make ready
for the coming of the Messiah and return of the ghosts in the spring."



This was the commencement of Kicking Bear's sermon, as reported to Agent McLaughlin by One Bull, an
Indian policeman who was Sitting Bull's nephew.



Kicking Bear spoke for a long time. He told Sitting Bull everything. The new earth, that would bury
the whites, was to be five times the height of a man. It would be covered with sweet grass, and with
herds of buffalo and ponies. The Pacific Ocean would be filled up; the other oceans would be
barricaded. The white man's powder would not burn, against the Ghost Dancers. The whites who died
would all belong to the Evil Spirit. Only the Indians would enjoy life, under the
Good Spirit, with no white people to molest them.



To the unhappy, starving Sioux this was a promise full of hope. Sitting Bull at once took the lead
at McLaughlin, Rock. He danced himself, reported Agent McLaughlin "to mere skin and bone." He
introduced new wrinkles of his own.



Down at pine Ridge reservation old Red Cloud had adopted the new belief. On the Rosebud reservation
Short Bull, who also "had seen the Messiah," was making the Brulés defiant. Now at Standing Rock
Sitting Bull had the fever, and was tireless.



Kicking Bear proved to be a nuisance. The Sioux feared him. It was said that in the dark there was a
halo around his head, and a star over him; that he had the power to strike unbelievers dead, with a
look, or change them into dogs.



Agent McLaughlin sent thirteen police under Sergeant Crazy Walking, to arrest Kicking Bear and put
him off the reservation.



Crazy Walking went, and found Kicking Bear and Sitting Bull in the midst of a Ghost Dancer meeting.
He listened to the stories, and was afraid of the medicine. He returned to the agency, and said that
Sitting Bull had promised that Kicking Bear should leave, the next day.



Agent McLaughlin called Second Lieutenant Chatka. Lieutenant Chatka had good sense. He was a soldier
and did not put much faith in such "medicine." He asked for only two men, and rode straight to
Sitting Bull's camp, on the Grand River, forty miles south of the Agency quarters.



The Sioux there were dancing—which made no difference to Lieutenant Chatka, although some of
them were his relatives. He broke through the circle, told Kicking Bear and his Cheyenne River
reservation squad that they must get out; and escorted them twenty-five miles south, to the line
between the two reservations.



Thus Lieutenant Chatka proved himself to be a faithful officer.



This night Sitting Bull snapped his peace pipe in two, before his Ghost Dancers. His heart had
swelled within him.



"Why did you break your pipe, Sitting Bull?" He replied hotly:



"Because I want to fight and I want to die, if need be, for this new religion."



He declared that the dancing must continue. The spirits had said that the Sioux must dance or they
would lose their lives.



Four hundred and fifty of the Standing Rock Indians were his devoted followers. It was he who
translated the messages received for them from the spirit world. It was he who anointed them, after
the sweat baths, with the sacred oil. It was he who urged them to dance until they dropped at the
wave of his sacred feather. He was all-powerful, again.



First Lieutenant Bull Head, of the Sioux police, lived three miles west of him, up river, and was
watching him. Sitting Bull did not like to be watched. The police irritated him.



The constant dancing, day and night, on the 
reservations, alarmed the white officials. It was a threat, like the threat of Tecumseh and the Open Door.



Down at Pine Ridge, Short Bull, the Messiah's prophet there, announced:



"My friends and relations: I will soon start this thing in running order. I have told you that this
would come to pass in two seasons, but since the whites are interfering so much, I will advance the
time from what my father has told me to do, so the time will be shorter. Therefore you must not be
afraid of anything. Some of my relations have no ears, so I will have them blown away."



He told them all to gather in one place and dance and make ready. Even if the soldiers surrounded
them four deep, no harm would occur.



At last, on request of the agents at Pine Ridge and Rosebud the troops entered, to keep order. Short
Bull, Kicking Bear and other prophets of the Messiah led their people into the Bad Lands, in the
northwest corner of the Pine Ridge reservation, there to await the promised time.



They had destroyed their houses, and the houses in their path. Many of the Sioux who had not danced
went with them, or joined them, because of fear of the soldiers. They feared being arrested and held
as hostages. Soon there were three thousand of the Sioux in the Bad Lands.



This left Sitting Bull and his dancers alone, up at Standing Rock, with the police watching them. He
felt that he ought to go to the Ghost Dance big camp, in the Bad Lands. And he decided that he
would.



Agent McLaughlin had asked him to come to the agency for a talk; but Sitting Bull well knew that if
he did go to the agency, he probably would be arrested. So he declined.



Next, Agent McLaughlin arrived, in person, and roundly scolded him for encouraging the "foolish"
dancing.



Sitting Bull proposed to Agent McLaughlin that they journey together into the west; and that if they
could find no Indians there who had seen the Messiah, he would tell his people that it all was a
lie.



But Agent McLaughlin refused to do this, although it seemed to be a fair proposition. When he rode
away, the Ghost Dancers threatened him; but Sitting Bull would permit no violence. He had been
bathing, and wore only his breech-clout. He stood almost naked in the cold, and kept his people from
attacking, until the agent was out of sight.



Sitting Bull prepared to join the other Ghost Dancers, who would be expecting him. His horses had
been doing nothing. They were well fed and strong, and if he got a head start, he knew that he could
keep it. So, to show that his heart was not all bad, he had his son-in-law, who could write a little
in English, write a note to Agent McLaughlin.



Bull Ghost, who was called "One-eyed Riley" by the white people, and who was his chief assistant in
medicine making, took the note to the agency. This was December 13. The note said, as far as Agent
McLaughlin could read it, that Sitting Bull had decided to go to Pine Ridge, in order to know more
about the
prayers. He did not like to be called a fool, and to have his prayers interrupted by gun and knife.



Lieutenant Bull Head was as smart as he. The lieutenant knew exactly what was in Sitting Bull's
mind; and he, too, sent a note to Agent McLaughlin, saying that if Sitting Bull got away on his
fresh ponies, the police would not be able to catch him. The arrest ought to be made at once.



The troops already had been directed to arrest Sitting Bull. "Buffalo Bill" Cody, the famous scout,
had arrived, to manage the arrest by help of the soldiers. But Agent McLaughlin warned that if the
soldiers went down, there surely would be a fight, and many persons would be killed. He was certain
that his Indian police could do the work with less trouble.



By return courier, who was Second Sergeant Red Tomahawk, this evening of December 14 he sent orders
in English and in Sioux, to Lieutenant Bull Head, that Sitting Bull should be arrested the first
thing in the morning, and must not be permitted to escape.



Sergeant Red Tomahawk rode the forty miles in the dark, over a rough trail, in four hours and a
quarter.



Other couriers were dispatched, to take orders to the police squads stationed elsewhere. Lieutenant
Bull Head was to have thirty-eight regular police and four specials, with First Sergeant Shave Head
as his assistant.



Two troops of the Eighth Cavalry under Captain E. G. Fechet were to be stationed on the trail part
way to Sitting Bull's camp, in readiness to support Lieutenant Bull Head, if necessary.



The Ghost Dancers had been guarding Sitting Bull's house, for several nights; but this night of
December 14 they had danced until they were tired out.



When before sunrise in the morning Lieutenant Bull Head led his troops into the camp, few persons
were stirring. Before the camp, which extended several miles along the Grand River, could pass the
word that the police were there, Lieutenant Bull Head had rapidly thrown a line of dismounted police
around the houses of Sitting Bull.



There were two log cabins, one larger than the other.



The police did not know in which cabin Sitting Bull would be found. Lieutenant Bull Head ordered
eight policemen to enter the smaller cabin; he and First Sergeant Shave Head and ten other policemen
entered the larger cabin.



Sitting Bull was here, asleep on the floor, with his two wives and his son Crow Foot, seventeen
years old. His wives saw the police standing over them, and began to cry. Sitting Bull sat up.



"What is wanted?" he asked, but he knew very well.



Lieutenant Bull Head briefly told him.



"You are under arrest, and must go to the agency."



"Very well," answered Sitting Bull, calmly. "I will dress and go with you."



"Bring me my best clothes," he said to his wives.



"And I shall want my best horse—the gray horse." His clothes were brought. Sergeant Shave Head
ordered one of the policemen to saddle the gray horse and have it at the door.



While he dressed, Sitting Bull began to complain,
and to scold the police for arresting him, who was a Sioux and an old man, when they were Sioux,
themselves. But Lieutenant Bull Head said nothing. He was here to do his duty.



He placed himself upon one side of Sitting Bull; First Sergeant Shave Head took the other side,
Second Sergeant Red Tomahawk closed in behind; and they all went out.



Now trouble awaited them. One hundred and fifty angry Ghost Dancers had gathered. They were armed,
they were yelling threats, they were jostling the line of police and shoving them about. The stanch
police were holding firm, and keeping the space before the door cleared. At the same time they
argued with their friends and relatives and acquaintances in the crowd, telling them to be careful
and not cause bloodshed.



Sitting Bull's gray horse was standing in the cleared space. He started for it, as if to go with the
police, when young Crow Foot, his son, taunted him.



"You call yourself a brave man. You said you would never surrender to a blue-coat, and now you give
up to Indians in blue clothes!"



That stung Sitting Bull. He resisted. He began to speak rapidly to his Ghost Dancers.



"These police are taking me away. You are more than they. You have guns in your hands. Are you going
to let them take me away? All you have to do is to kill these men on either side of me. The rest
will run. Our brothers are waiting for us in the Bad Lands, before they make the whites die. When
the whites die, only the Indians will be left. But the
whites mean to try to kill us all first." Suddenly he shook an arm free, and raised it. "Shoot!" he
cried. "Kill the police. They are none of us!"



Two of the Ghost Dancers, Catch-the-bear and Strikes-the-kettle, sprang through the line of police,
and fired.



Catch-the-bear's bullet struck Lieutenant Bull Head in the side. Strikes-the-kettle's bullet struck
Sergeant Shave Head in the stomach. Private Lone Man shot and killed Catch-the-bear. With his
revolver Lieutenant Bull Head instantly shot Sitting Bull through the body. Red Tomahawk shot him
through the head. Then, down together, fell Sitting Bull, Bull Head and Shave Head.



Now it was a big fight, of the forty-one police against almost two hundred Ghost Dancers. Lieutenant
Bull Head and First Sergeant Shave Head were mortally sick from their wounds; Second Sergeant Red
Tomahawk took the command.



The fighting at first was hand to hand, with clubbed guns and knives. The squaws helped the Ghost
Dance men.



"Do not hurt the women and children," shouted Red Tomahawk. And as fast as possible the women were
grabbed and hustled into the small cabin.



The police were trained soldiers, and used their revolvers freely, although not trying to kill. They
drove the Ghost Dancers into the timber along the river south of the Sitting Bull place.



"I will run and tell the soldiers," cried Hawk Man No. 1.



"Run!" panted Red Tomahawk, to Hawk Man No. 1. "Tell the soldiers."



And Hawk Man No. 1 did run, like a deer, through the storm of bullets. His uniform was cut, but he
was unharmed. He ran eight or ten miles.



Bull Bead and Shave Head were disabled. Fourth Sergeant Little Eagle, Private Afraid-of-soldiers,
were lying dead; Special Policeman Hawk Man No. 2 and John Armstrong were nearly dead; Private
Middle was bleeding badly.



Sitting Bull was stone dead. So was young Crow Foot; so were Ghost Dancers Catch-the-bear,
Black-bird, Little Assiniboin, Chief Spotted Horn Bull; Chief Brave Thunder and Chase, another
Dancer, were fatally wounded.



The fight had lasted only a few minutes. Now the Red Tomahawk men carried their dead and wounded
into the Sitting Bull large cabin, to stand off the Ghost Dancers until the soldiers came.



They occupied the corral, too, and kept the Ghost Dancers from getting the ponies that had been put
there in readiness for fleeing to the Bad Lands.



For two hours they held their own, against the raging mob, because they had been sworn into the
service of the United States Government. But they did not shoot to kill, except in defense of their
own lives. They were Sioux, and had relatives and old-time friends among those people outside.



When the cavalry galloped into sight, over the hill beyond, Red Tomahawk raised a white flag, as a
signal. But the soldiers either did not see, or else thought
it was a trick; for they brought a cannon and fired two shells at the cabin.



So Red Tomahawk ordered his men out of the cabin, and mounted them in line upon their horses. Then
he took the white flag and rode forward alone, until the soldiers saw who he was, and that the men
behind him were the loyal police. Captain The fighting Ghost Dancers ran away. Fechet did not pursue
them far. He sent word to them that they had better come back, and they would not be harmed. Sitting
Bull was dead, and their religion had not protected them from bullets.



Many did come back, cured of their craze. Only a few joined the Bad Lads Ghost Dancers.



The news of the death of Sitting Bull, by bullets, was carried into the Bad Lands, and several
leaders on the reservation had surrendered, the Indians in the Bad Lands broke camp, to return to
their reservations. But some clung to their Ghost shirts. Their hearts were set upon the promises of
the Messiah.



When they were gathered near Wounded Knee Creek, on the Pine Ridge reservation, and the soldiers
were about to disarm them, on the morning of December 29 Yellow Bear, one of the medicine prophets
suddenly called upon them to resist—now was the hour—their Ghost shirts would make the
soldiers powerless.



Young Black Fox, a Ghost Dancer of the Cheyenne River reservation, threw up his gun, from under his
blanket, and fired at a soldier. All the soldiers fired; the Indians fought back; the machine guns
opened; and in a twinkling two hundred Sioux men, women, and children
children, and sixty soldiers, were piled, dead or wounded, upon the snowy ground.



This was the battle of Wounded Knee, and was the last of the Ghost Dancers.



Meanwhile, after the cavalry had rescued the police, Red Tomahawk put the body of Sitting Bull into
a wagon, and with two prisoners took his troop up to the Standing Rock agency, to report.



Little Eagle, Afraid-of-soldiers, John Armstrong and Hawk Man No. 2 were dead; Lieutenant Bull Head
and First Sergeant Shave Head died in the hospital several days later. Bull Head had four wounds.



The four dead police were buried in the reservation cemetery on the second day, December 17. A
company of the Twenty-second Infantry fired three volleys over their graves, and a great throng of
the Sioux were present, to mourn. The police had been brave men.



The police troop and the majority of the other Sioux there, asked that Sitting Bull be not buried in
this cemetery. His medicine had been bad. Therefore this same morning he was buried, wrapped in
canvas in a neat coffin, in the military cemetery near by. His age was fifty-six.



The white head-board says simply:




SITTING BULL
Died

December 15, 1890



That was his end, on this earth; for, as far as known, he never came back from spirit land. The
pretended Messiah's promises proved false. The white men
remained stronger than the ghosts. The Indians seemed to have no "medicine" to equal the terrible
shoot-with
out-loading guns of the blue-coat soldiers.



THE END.


A Search for the Book of Heaven (1832)


The Long Trail of the Pierced Noses



The  Nez Percés or "Pierced Noses" really were not Pierced Noses any more than any other Indians; for the
North American red men, the country over, wore ornaments in their noses when they chose to.



But as the Pierced Noses this nation in the far Northwest was known. They were members of the
Sha-hap-ti-an family of North Americans—a family not so large as the Algonquian, Siouan,
Shoshonean and several other families, yet important.



Their home was the valley and river country of western Idaho, and the near sections of Oregon and
Washington. The two captains, Lewis and Clark, were well treated by them along the great Snake
River, above the entrance to the greater Columbia.



They were a small Indian; a horse Indian who lived on buffalo as well as fish, and scorned to eat
dog like the Sioux; a brave fighting Indian; and withal a very honest, wise-minded Indian, whose
boast, up to 1877, was that they had never shed the white man's blood.



They used canoes, but they used horses more. Horses were their wealth. They raised horses by the
thousand, and the finest of horses these were. A fat colt was good meat, but without horses they
could not
hunt the buffalo and the buffalo supplied stronger meat.



Once a year, when the grass had greened in the spring, they traveled eastward, across the Rocky
Mountains by the Pierced Nose Trail-to-the-buffalo, and hunted upon the Missouri River plains, in
the country of their enemies the Blackfeet.



The Blackfeet, in turn, sought them out, west of the mountains, to steal their horses. With the
Blackfeet and the Sioux, and sometimes with the Snakes, they fought many a battle; and when they had
anything of a show, they won out. It took numbers to whip a Pierced Nose warrior. Like most
peace-lovers, he made the hardest kind of a fighter.



The early whites in the Northwest had nothing but praise for the Pierced Nose Indians. The trapper
who married a Pierced Nose woman thought that he was lucky. She would be a good wife for
him—gentle, neat and always busy. Besides, as a rule the Nez Percés women were better looking
than the general run of Indian women.



The early fur-hunters and explorers found that the Pierced Noses were very religious, in a way akin
to the Christian way. They did not eat, drink nor sleep without first giving thanks to God. They had
one day each week, like Sunday, when they did not hunt or fish or work, but listened to talks by
their priests or medicine-men.



It was said that they had been taught first by a Christian Iroquois Indian, who in 1816 came in from
Canada and told them the things that he had been told by the
French priests. At any rate, when the Roman Catholic priests themselves arrived to live among them,
these Pierced Noses already had learned a great deal. They were anxious to learn more.



However, More the missionaries of any church visited them, the Pierced Noses tried to learn more, by
themselves. In particular, they wanted a copy of the Book of Heaven. And what started them on the
trail of the Book of Heaven, was this:



Among the leaders of white fur-hunters in beaver-trapping days in the west, there was
Trapper-Captain Jedediah S. Smith—the Knight in Buckskin. This Captain Jedediah Smith was
fearless and upright. Hunting beaver, he traveled far and wide, from the Missouri River to
California, and from New Mexico to the Columbia, protected only by his rifle and his Bible.



Wherever he carried his rifle, he carried his Bible; used them both, and no man but that respected
him. The Comanches of the Southwest finally killed him, in 1831, when fighting alone against great
odds he died a real hero's death.



He had spent the winter of 1824–1825 in the Pierced Noses' country. Of course he told them
much about the white man's religion. They saw him frequently reading in his little, black-leather
book, which, they said, must be the White Man's Book of Heaven. He would not sell them the book, for
any amount of horses or beaver skins. When he had left, they took counsel together and decided that
they should get such a book.



Twice they sent into the East for it; and no word came back. But the Pierced Noses did not give up.
They were still without the wonderful Book of Heaven which, had said Captain Jedediah Smith the
trapper, guided the white men on the straight trail to the Great Spirit above.



In the early part of 1832 they called a council of the nation, and chose four men, to set out,
again, for the big, unknown village where dwelt the Red Head Chief, and where, they hoped, a copy of
the Book of Heaven might be found.



The snows had scarcely melted when the four men started. Two of them were old and wise; their names
are not written. Two of them were young and strong; their names were Rabbit-skin Leggins and
No-horns-on-his-head.



A long, long, dangerous road lay before them: three thousand miles, across the mountains into the
Blackfeet country, and across the plains guarded by the Blackfeet and the Sioux and other hungry
people as bad.



But they got through all right, for they were clever and in earnest. They arrived at St. Louis in
the summer.



St. Louis was then nothing like the St. Louis of today; but to the four strangers from the Columbia
River basin it was amazingly large. Never had they dreamed of seeing so many white people. No one
spoke their tongue; still there were trappers and Missouri River boatmen who understood signs, and
by the sign language they inquired for the Red Head Chief.



The kind-hearted Governor William Clark was glad
to greet them. Their fathers, almost thirty years before, had helped him and Captain Lewis the Long
Knife; he remembered the two old men when they were young. The Indians of the West might always
depend upon their friend the Red Head.



So he took charge of the four Pierced Noses, and entertained them. He showed them the sights of the
white man's big village beside the big rivers. They were entertained by banquets and balls and the
theatre. They went to services in the Roman Catholic church, where the white people
worshipped—for Governor Clark was a Catholic.



And they saw copies of the Book of Heaven—the Roman Catholic testament, and the Bible: but the
books did not speak their language!



In all the white man's village there was no one who might read from the Book, in their own language.



After a few months they began to despair. The food of the white man and the close air of the lodges
made them ill. The two old men died. Rabbit-skin Leggins and No-horns-on-his-head were homesick for
their country beyond the mountains. In the winter they prepared to go.



A farewell banquet was given to them, but they were tired of banquets. They wanted a Book of Heaven
that could talk to them. No-horns-on-his-head delivered a speech, as best he might, in sign language
and broken English, through an interpreter.




I have come to you over the trail of many moons from the setting sun. You were the friends of my
fathers, who have all gone the long way.



I came with an eye partly open for my people, who sit in darkness; I go back with both eyes closed.
How can I go back blind, to my blind people? I made my way to you with strong arms through many
enemies and strange lands that I might carry back much to them. I go back with both arms broken and
empty.



Two fathers came with us; they were the braves of many winters and wars. We leave them asleep here
by your great waters and wigwams. They were tired in many moons and their moccasins wore out.



My people sent me to get the "White Man's Book of Heaven." You took me to where you allow your women
to dance as we do not ours, and the book was not there. You took me to where they worship the Great
Spirit with candles, and the book was not there. You showed me images of the good spirits and the
picture of the good land beyond, but the book was not among them to tell us the way.



I am going back the long and sad trail to my people in the dark land. You make my feet heavy with
gifts and my moccasins will grow old carrying them, yet the book is not among them. When I tell my
poor blind people, after one more snow, in the big council, that I did not bring the book, no word
will be spoken by our old men or by our young braves. One by one they will rise and go out in
silence.



My people will die in darkness, and they will go a long path to other hunting grounds. No white man
will go with them, and no White Man's Book make the way plain. I have no more words.





They left. Rabbit-skin Leggins reached his people; No-horns-on-his-head fell upon the trail and
died.



But his words lived. As translated into English, they were printed in Eastern papers, and aroused
great desire among the churches to give them the right answer. Should these Indians beyond the
mountains remain in darkness? No!



Missionaries were called for, to carry the Book and the Word to the Columbia River. In the spring of
1834 the first party, of four Methodists, set out; others
followed, the next year; soon the Roman Catholic church sent its Black Robes; and the Pierced Noses
M and their kin the Flatheads were made glad.



Not in vain had their warriors died, while seeking the road to the white man's heaven.





