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INTRODUCTORY.

THE summer of 1864 marked a period of unusual
peril to the da,riug pioneers seeking homes in the far
West. Following upon the horrible massacres in Min-
nesota in 1862, and the subsequent chastisements in-
flicted by the expeditions under Generals Sully and
Sibley in 1863, whereby the Indians were driven
from the then western borders of ecivilization, in
Towa, Minnesota, and the white settlements of Dakota,
in the Missouri Valley, the great emigrant trails to °
Idaho and Montana became the scene of fresh out-
rages; and, from the wild, almost inaccessible nature
of the country, pursuit and punishment were impos-
sible.

I was a member of a small company of emigrants,
who were attacked by an overwhelming dorce of hos-

tile Sioux, which resulted in the death of a large pro-
™




INTRODUCTORY.

gxportion of the party, in my own capture, and a horri-
ble captivity of five months’ duration.

‘Of mry thrilling-adventures and experience during

this season of terror and privation, I propose to give
a plain, unvarnished narrative, hoping the reader will
be more interested in facts concerning the habits, man-
ners; and customs of the Indians, and their tréatment
of prisoners, than in theoretical speculations and fine-
wrought sentences.

Some explanation is due the public for the delay in
publishing this my narrative. From memoranda, kept
during the period of my captivity, I had completed
the work for publication, when the manuscript was
purloined and published ; but the work was suppressed
“before it could be placed before the public. After sur-
mounting many obstacles, I have at last succeeded in
gathering the scattered fragments; and, by the aid of
memory, impressed as I pray no mortal’s may ever be
again, am enabled to place the results before, I trust, a
kind-judging, appreciative public.
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CAPTIVITY AMONG THE SIOUX.

CHAPTER'I.

EARLY HISTORY—CUANADA TO KANSAS—DEATH OF MY FATHER—MY
MARRIAGE—* HO! FOR IDAHO!"—CROSSING THE PLATTE RIVER—
A STORM.

I was born in Orillia, Canada, in 1845. Our home
was on the lake shore, and there amid pleasant sur-
roundings I passed the happy days of early childhood.

The years 1852 to 1856 witnessed, probably, the
heavest immigration the West has ever known in a
corresponding length, of time. Those who had gone
before sent back to their friends such marvelous ac-
counts of the fertility of the soil, the rapid develop-
ment of the country, and the ease with which fortunes
were made, the “ Western fever” became almost epi-
demic. 'Whole towns in the old, Eastern States were
almost depopulated. Old substantial farmers, sur-
| .rounded apparently by all the comforts that heart
could wish, sacrificed the homes wherein their families
had been reared for generations, and, with all their
worldly possessions, turned their faces toward the set-

(1




12 NARRATIVE OF CAPTIVITY

ting sun. And with what high hopes! Alas! how
few, comparatively, met their realization.

In 1856, my father, James Wiggins, joined a New
York colony bound for Kansas. Being favorably im-
pressed with the country and its people, they located the
town of Geneva, and my father returned for his family.

Reaching the Missouri River on our way to our new
home, my father was attacked with cholera, and died.

In obedience to his dying instructions, my widowed
mother, with her little family, continued on the way to
our new home. But, oh! with what saddencd hearts
we entered into its possession. It seemed as if the
light of our life had gone out. He who had been
before to prepare that home for us, was not there to
share it with us, and, far away from all early asso-
ciations, almost alone in a new and sparsely settled
country, it seemed as though hope had died.

But God is merciful. He prepares the soul for its
burdens. Of a truth, “He tempers the wind to the
shorn lamb.”

Our family remained in this pleasant prairie home,
where I was married to Josiah S. Kelly.

My husband’s health failing, he resolved upon a
change of climate. Accordingly, on the 17th of May,
1864, a party of six persons, consisting of Mr. Gardner
Wakefield, my husband, myself, our adopted daughter
(my sister’s child), and two colored servants, started
from Geneva, with high-wrought hopes and pleasant
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anticipations of a romantic and delightful journey
across the plains, and a confident expectation of future
prosperity among the golden hills of Idaho.

A few days after commencing our journey, we were
joined by Mr. Sharp, a Methodist clergyman, from
Verdigris River, about thirty miles south of Geneva;
and, a few weeks later, we overtook a large train of
emigrants, among whom were a family from Allen
County with whom we were acquainted—Mr. Larimer,
wife, and child, a boy eight years old. Preferring to
travel with our small train, they left the larger one
and became members of our party. The addition of
one of my own sex to our little company was cause
of much rejoicing to me, and helped relieve the dull-
ness of our tiresome march.

The hours of poon and evening rest were spent in
preparing our frugal meals, gathering flowers with our
children, picking berries, hunting curiosities, or gazing
in wrapt wonder and admiration at the beauties of this
strange, bewildering country.

Our amusements were varied. Singing, reading,
writing to friends at home, or pleasant conversation,
occupied our leisure hours.

So passed the first few happy days of our emigration
to the land of sunshine and flowers.

When the sun had set, when his last rays were
flecking the towering peaks of the Rocky Mountains,
gathering around the camp-fires, in our home-like tent,
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we ate with a relish known only to those who, like us,
scented the pure air, and lived as nature demanded.

At night, when our camp had been arranged by §
Andy and Franklin, our colored men, it was always §
in the same relative position, Mr. Kelly riding a few §
miles ahead as evening drew near to select the camping
ground. .

The atmosphere, which during the day was hot and §
stifling, became cool, and was laden with the odor of |
prairie flowers, the night dews filling their beautiful
cups with the waters of heaven.

The solemnity of night pervaded every thing. The
warblings of the feathered tribe had ceased. The an- §
telope and deer rested on the bills; no sound of laugh-
ing, noisy children, as in a settled country ; no tramp-
ing of busy feet, or hurrying to and fro. All is silent.
Nature, like man, has put aside the labors of the day,
and is enjoying rest and peace.

Yonder, as a tiny spark, as a distant star, might be
seen from the road a little camp-fire in the darkness
spread over the earth.

"~ Every eye in our little company is closed, every
hand still, as we lay in our snugly-covered ‘wagons,
awaiting the dawn of another day.

And the Eye that never sleeps watched over us in our
lonely camp, and cared for the slumbering travelers.

Mr. Wakefield, with whom we became acquainted
after he came to settle at Geneva, proved a most agree-
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able companion. Affable and eourteous, unselfish,
and a gentleman, we remember him with profound
respect.

A fine bridge crosses the Kansas River. A half-
hour’s ride through the dense heavy timber, over a jet-
 black soil of incalculable- richness, brought us to this
bridge, which we crossed.

We then beheld the lovely valley of the prairies,
intersecting the deep green of graceful slopes, where
waves tall prairie grass, among which the wild flow-
€rs grow.

Over hundreds of acres these blossoms are scattered,
yellow, purple, white, and blue, making the earth
look like a rich carpet of variegated colors; those
blooming in spring are of tender, modest hue, in later
summer and early autumn clothed in gorgeous splendor.
Solomon’s gold and purple could not outrival them.

Nature seemingly reveled in beauty, for beauty’s
sake alone, for none but the simple children of the
forest to view her in state.

Slowly the myriad years come and go upon her soli-
tary places. Tender spring-time and glorious summer
drop down their gifts from overflowing coffers, while
the steps of bounding deer or the notes of singing
birds break upon the lonely air.

The sky is of wonderful clearness and transparency
Narrow belts and fringes of forest mark the way of
winding streams.
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In the distance rise conical mounds, wrapped in the §
soft veil of dim and dreamy heze. »
Upon the beaten road are emigrants wending their §
way, their household goods packed in long covercd
wagons, drawn by oxen, mules, or horses; speculators §
working their way to some hew town with women and
children; and we meet with half-breed girls, with i
heavy eye-lashes and sun-burnt cheeks, jogging along
on horseback.
I was surprised to see so many women among the 3§
_emigrants, and to see how easily they adapted them-
sclves to the hardships experienced in a journey across §
the plains. s
As a rule, the emigrants travel without tents, sleep- §
ing in and under wagons, without removing their §
clothing. g
Cooking among emigrants to the far West is a very
primitive operation, a frying-pan and perhaps a Dutch
oven comprising the major part of the kitchen fur-
niture, '
The scarcity of timber is a source of great inconven- §
ience and discomfort,  buffalo chips” being the sub- :
stitute. At some of the stations, where opportunity ¥
offered, Mr. Kelly bought wood' by the pound, as I
had not yet been long enough inured to plains priva- §
tions to relish food cooked over a fire made with §
“chips” of that kind. :
-~~~ We crossed the Platte River by binding four wagon }
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boxes together, then loaded the boat with goods, and
were rowed across by about twenty men.

We were several days in crossing. Our cattle and
horses swam across. The air had been heavy and op-
pressively hot ; now the sky began to darken suddenly,
and just as we reached the opposite shore, a gleam of
lightning, like a forked tongue of flame, shot out of
the black clouds, blinding us by its flash, and followed
by a frightful crash of thunder.

Another gleam and another crash followed, and the
“dense blackness lowered threateningly over us, almost
shutting out the heights beyond, and seeming to en-
circle us like prisoners in the valley that lay at our
feet.

The vivid flashes lighting the darkness for an instant
only made its gloom more fearful, and the heavy roll-
ing of the thunder seemed almost to rend the heav-
ens above it.

All at once it burst upon our unprotected heads in
rain. But such rain! Not the gentle droppings of an
afternoon shower, nor a commonplace storm, but a
sweeping avalanche of water, drenching us completely
at the first dash, and continuing to pour, seeming to
threaten the earth on which we stood, and tempt the
old Platte to rise and claim it as its own.

Our wagon covers had been removed in the fording,
tand we had no time to put up tents for our protection

until its fary was exhausted. And so we were forced
) 2

S
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to brave the elements, with part of our company on
the other side of the swollen river, and a wild scene,
we could scarcely discern through the-pelting rain, sur-
rounding us. ’

One soon becomes heroic in an open-air life, and so
we put up what shelter we could when the abating
storm gave us opportunity ; and, wringing the water
out of clothes, hair, and eye-brows, we camped in
cheerful hope of a bright to-morrow, which did not
disappoint us, and our hundreds of emigrant compan-
ions scattered on the way.

Each recurring Sabbath was gratefully hailed as a

season of thought and repose ; as a matter of conscience §

and duty we observed the day, and took pleasure in 3
doing so.
‘We had divine service performed, observing the

ceremonies of prayer, preaching, and singing, which 3
was fully appreciated in our absence from home and 8

its religious privileges.

Twenty-five miles from California Crossing is a place
called Ash Hollow, where the eye is lost in space as it
endeavors to penétrate its depths. Here some years
before, General Harney made his name famous by an 3§
indiscriminate massacre of a band of hostile Indians,
with their women and children.
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CHAPTER II.

THE ATTACK AND THE CAPTURE.

A TRAIN of wagons were coursing their westward
way, with visions of the future bright as our own.
Sométimes a single team might be seen traveling alone.

Our party were among the many small squads emi-
grating to the land of promise.

The day on which our doomed family were scattered
and killed was the 12th of July, a warm and oppressive
day. The burning sun poured forth ityhottest rays upon
the great Black Hills and the vast plains of Montana,
and the great emigrant road was strewed with men,
women, and children, and flocks of cattle, representing
towns of adventurers. A A

We looked anxiously forward to the approach of
evening, with 4 sense of relief, after the excessive heat
 of the day.

Our journey had been pleasant, but toflsome, for
we had been long weeks on the road.

Slowly our wagons wound through the timber that
skirted the Little Box Elder, and, crossing the stream,
we ascended the opposite bank.
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‘We had no thought of danger or timid misgivings
on the subject of savages, for our fears had been all dis-
persed by constantly received assurances of their friend-
liness.

At the outposts and ranches, we heard nothing but
ridicule of their pretensions to warfare, and at Fort
Laramie, where information that should have been
reliable was given us, we had renewed assurances of
the safety of the road and friendliness of the Indians.

At Horseshoe Creek, which ‘we had just left, and
where there was a telegraph station, our inquiries had
elicited similar assurances as to the quiet and peaceful
state of the country through which we must pass.

Being thus persuaded that fears were groundless, we
entertained none, and, as I have mentioned before, our
small company preferred to travel alone on account of
the greater progress made in that way. '

The beauty of the sunset and the scenery around us
filled our hearts with joy, and Mr. Wakefield’s voice
was heard in song for the last time, as he sang, “ Ho!
for Idaho.” Little Mary’s low, sweet voice, too, joined
in the chorus. She was so happy in her childish glee
on that day, as she always was. She was the star and
joy of our whole party.

We wended our way peacefully and cheerfully on,
without a thought of the danger that was lying like a
tiger in ambush in our path.

Without a sound of preparation or a word of warn-
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S ing, the bluffs before us were covered with a party of
@8 2bout two hundred and fifty Indians, painted and
equipped for war, who uttered the wild war-whoop and
fired a signal volley of guns and revolvers into the air.

This terrible and unexpected apparition came upon us
with such startling swiftness that we had not time to
think before the main body halted and sent out a part
of their force, which circled us round at regular inter-
vals, but some distance from our wagons. Recovering
from the shock, our men instantly resolved on defense,
and corralled the wagons. My husband was looked
upon as leader, as he was principal owner of the train.
Without regard to the insignificance of our numbers,
Mr. Kelly was ready to stand his ground ; but, with all
the power I could command, I entreated lim to forbear
and only attempt conciliation. “If you fire one shot,”
I said, “T feel sure you will seal our fate, as they seem
o outnumber us ten to one, and will at once massacre
all of us.”
Love for the trembling little girl at my side, my hus-
band, and friends, made me strong to protest against any
hing that would lessen our chance for escape with our
lives. Poor little Mary ! from the first she had enter-
gained an ungovernable dread of the Indians, a repug-
nance that could not be overcome, although in our
ntercourse with friendly savages, I had endeavored to
Bhow how unfounded it was, and persuade her that
hey were civil and ‘harmless, but all in vain. Mr.
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KWher beads and many little presents from
them which she much admired, but she would always

add, ¢ They look so cross at me and they have knives 23

and t(\)‘mabawks, and I fear they will kill me.” Could
it be that her tender young mind had some presenti- 3§
ment or warning of her horrid fate?

My husbdnd advanced to meet the chief and demand
his intentiof‘l.s.
. The savage leader immediately came toward him,
riding forward and uttering the words, “ How! how!”
which are understood to mean a friendly salutation.

His name was Ottawa, and he was a war chief of &
the Ogalalla band of the Sioux nation. He struck ¥
himself on his breast, saying, “ Good Indian, me,” and §
pointing to those around him, he-continued, “ Heap §
good Indian, hunt buffalo and deer.” He assured us ¥
of his utmost friendship for the white people; then
Le shook hands, and his band followed his example, 4§
crowding around our wagons, shaking us all by the3

hand over and over again, until our arms ached, and

grinning and nodding with every demonstration of %
good will. ’
Our. only policy seemed to be temporizing, in hope 23
of assistance approaching ; and, to gain time, we allowed 5
them unopposed to do whatever they fancied. First,
they said they would like to change one of their horses &
for the one Mr. Kelly was riding, a favorite race
borse. Very much against his will, he acceded to their &
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equest, and gave up to them the noble animal to which
he was fondly attached.

My husband came to me with words of cheer and
hope, but oh! what a marked look of despair was upon
his face, such as I had never seen before.

The Indians asked for flour, and we gave them what
hey wanted of provisions. The flour they emptied
npon the ground, saving only the sack. They talked
o us partly by signs and partly in broken English,
peith which some of them were quite familiar, and as
we were anxious to suit ourselves to their whims and
preserve a friendly intercourse as long as possible, we
llowed them to take whatever they desired, and offered
hem many presents besides. It was, as I havesaid be-
ore, extremely warm weather, but they remarked that
he cold made it necessary for them to look for clothing, -
nd begged for some from our stock, which was granted
vithout the slightest offered objection on. our part. I,
i 2 careless-like manner, said they must give me some
noccasins for some articles of clothing that I had just
anded them, and very pleasantly a young Indian gave
ne a nice pair, richly embroidered with different colored
eads. ‘

Our anxiety to conciliate them increased every mo-
pent, for the hope of help arriving from some quarter

ew stronger as they dallied, and, alas! it was our
nly one.

They grew bolder and more insolent in their ad-

[
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vances. One of them laid hold of my husband’s gun, 4
but, being repulsed, desisted. :

The chief at last intimated that he desired us to pro-
ceed on our way, promising that we should not he
molested. 'We obeyed, without trusting them, and
soon the train was again in motion, the Indians insist-
ing on driving our herd, and growing ominousl;
familiar. Soon my husband called a halt. He sav
_ that we were approaching a rocky glen, in whos
gloomy depths he anticipated a murderous attack, and
from which escape would be utterly impossible. Our
enemies urged us still forward, but we resolutely re
fused to stir, when they requested that we should pre-
pare supper, which they said they would share with
us, and then go to the hills to sleep. The men of ou
party concluded. it best to give them a feast. M.
Kelly gave orders to our two colored servants to pre
pare at once to make a feast for the Indians.

Andy said, “I think, if I knows any thing about
it,-they ’s had their supper;” as they had been eating
sugar crackers from our wagons for an hour or more.

The two colored men had been slaves among the
Cherokees, and knew the Indian character by expes2
rience. Their fear and horror of them was unbounded,
and their terror seemed pitiable to us, as they had
worked for us a long time, and were most faithful,
trustworthy servants. .

Each man was busy preparing the supper;
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f Larimer and Frank were making the fire ; Mr. Wake-
field was getting provisions out of the wagon; Mr.
@ Taylor was attending to his team; Mr. Kelly and
Andy were out some distance gathering wood; Mr.
Sharp was distributing sugar among the Indians; sup-
per, that they asked for, was in rapid progress of prep-
aration, when suddenly our terrible enemies threw off
@their masks and displayed their truly demoniac_na-
ures. There was a simultaneous discharge of arms,
nd when the cloud of smoke cleared away, I could
see the retreating form of Mr. Larimer and the slow
motion of poor Mr. Wakefield, for he was mortally
wounded. -
Mr. Kelly and Andy made a miraculous escape with
their lives. Mr. Sharp was killed within a few feet
of me. Mr. Taylor—I never can forget his face as I
kaw him shot through the forehead with a rifle ball.
He looked at me as he fell backward to the ground a
orpse. I was the last cbject that met his dying gaze.
Dur poor faithful Frank fell at my feet pierced by
many arrows. I recall the scene with a sickening
horror. I could not see my husband anywhere, and
Hid not know his fate, but feared and trembled. With

I glance at my surroundings, my senses seemed gone
or a time, but I could only live and endure.

I had but little time for thought, for the Indians
buickly sprang into our wagons, tearing off covers,

preaking, crushing, and smashing all hinderances to
3 .
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plunder, breaking open locks, trunks, and boxes, and
distributing or destroying our goods with great rapidity,
using their tomahawks to pry open boxes, which they
split up in savage recklessness. 3
Oh, what horrible sights met my view! Pen is
powerless to portray the scenes occurring around me.
They filled the air with the fearful war-whoops and
hideous shouts. I endeavored to keep my fears quiet :
as possible, knowing that an indiscreet act on my part
might result in jeopardizing our lives, though I felt %
certain that we two helpless women would share _—f:
death by-their hands; but with as much of an air of I8
indifference as I could command, I kept still, hoping §
. to prolong our lives, even if but a few moments. I was &
not allowed this quiet but a moment, when two of the %
most savage-looking of the party rushed up into my 3
.wagon, with tomahawks drawn in their right hands, %
and with their left seized me by both hands and pulled 2
me violently to the ground, injuring my limbs very 3
severely, almost breaking them, from the effects of #
which I afterward suffered a great deal. I turned to %
my little Mary, who, with outstretched hands, was
standing in the wagon,.took her in my arms and helped
her to the ground. I then turned to the chief, put my
hand upon his arm, and implored his protection for
my fellow-prisoner and our children. At first he gave
me no hope, but seemed utterly indifferent to my 37
prayers. Partly in words and partly by signs, he '-
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ordered me to remain quiet, placing his hand upon his
revolver, that hung in a belt at his side, as an argu-
ment to enforce obedience, =7

A short distance in the rear of our train a wagon -

as in sight. The chief immediately dispatched a-de-
gachment of his band to capture or to cut it off from us,
and I saw them ride furiously off in pursuit of the
bmall party, which consisted only of one family and
. man who rode in advance .of the single wagon.
The horseman was almost instantly surrounded and
killed by a volley of arrows. The husband of the
amily quickly turned his team around and started
hem at full speed, gave the whip and lines to his wife,
who held close in her arms her youngest child. He
hen went to the back end of his wagon and threw
put boxes, trunks, every thing that he possessed. His
wife meantime gave all her mind and strength to urg-
ng the horses forward on their flight from death. The
ndians had by this time come very near, so that’ they
iddled the wagon-cover with bullets and arrows, one
passing through the sleeve of the child’s dress in its
nother’s arms, but doing it no personal injury.

The terrified man kept the Indians at bay with his
jevolver, and finally they left him and rode furiously
ack to the scene of the murder of our train.
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CHAPTER III.

MY HUSBAND’S ESCAPE—BURIAL OF THE DEAD—ARRIVAL OF THE
SURVIVORS AT DEER CREEE—AN ILL-TIMED BALL.

WHEN the Indians fired their fatal volley into the &
midst of our little company, while yet they were pre- &
paring to entertain them with a hospitable supper, my $
husband was some distance from thg scene of horror; 33

but, startled by the unexpected report, he hurriedly
glanced around, s3w-the pale, terror-stricken faces of
his wife and child, and the fall of Rev. Mr. Sharp
from the wagon, while in the act of reaching for sugar 3

and other articles of food with which to conciliate our

savage guests. The hopelessness of the situation struck 2
a chill to his heart. Having laid down his gun to 3
assist in the preparation of the feast, the utter futility g
of contending single-handed against such a host of
_ infuriated demons was too apparent. His only hope,
and that a slight one indeed, was that the Indians
might spare the lives of his wife and child, to obtain
a ransom. In t#s hope he resolved upon efforts for
the preservation, of his own life, that he might after- ;3

4
-
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ward put forth efforts for our rescue, either by pur-
bsuit and strategy, or by purchase.

| He was shot at, and the barbed arrows whizzed past
him, some passing through his clothing. He saw Mr.
[Wakefield fall, and knew that he was wounded, if not
jkilled. Mr. Larimer passed him in his flight for life
toward some neighboring timber.

Mr. Kelly then ran for dome tall grass and sage
brush, where he concealed himself, favored by the fast
approaching darkness. Scarcely daring to breathe, his
mind tortured with agonizing fears for the fate of his
bvife and child, he seemed to hear from them the cry
or help, and at one time resolved to rush to their
escue, or die with them; any fate seemed better than
uch torturing doubt. But, realizing at last the utter
hopelessness of an attempt at. rescue, and knowing that
t was a custom of the Indians, sometimes, to spare
he lives of white women and children taken captive,
or ransom, he again resolved, if possible, to save his
wa life, that he might devote all his energies, and the
emnant of fortune the savages had not despoiled him

, to the accomplishment of the rescue of his wife

Liying in his perilous shelter, he saw darkness creep
owly around the hills{'closing on the scene of murder
pd devastation, like a curtain of mercy dropped to
hut out a hideous sight. He heard the noise of
reaking and crashing boxes, and the voices of the
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Indians calling to each other; then came the culmi-
nation of his awful suspense. The Indians had again
mounted their horses, and, raising the terrible war
song, chanted its ominous notes as they took their way
across the hills, carrying his yearning thoughts with
them. Pen is powerless to portray the agony, to him,
of those fearful moments.
~ Still fearing to move in the darkness, he distin-
guished footsteps near him, and knew by the stealthy
tread that they were those of an Indian. In breath-
less silence he crouched close to the ground, fearing
each instant the descent of the tomahawk and the
gleam of, the scalping-knife, when, strange to say, a
venomous reptile came to his rescue, and his enemy
fled before it. A huge rattlesnake, one of the many
with which that region is infested, raised its curved
neck close beside him, and, thrusting forth its poison-
ous fangs, gave a warning rattle. The prowling
Indian took alarm at the sound; other snakes, roused
for the safety of their young in the dens around, re-
peated it, and the savage, knowing it would be death
to venture further, retreated, leaving my husband in
- safety where- he had taken refuge; for, although he
must have lain close to the noisome reptile, he re-
ceived no hurt, and the greater horror of his human
foe rendered him almost indifferent to the daungers
of his surroundings.

Cautiously he crawled out of the weeds and grass,
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and, rising to his feet unharmed, started swiftly-in an
castward direction. He had to go far out in the hills
to avoid the savages, and, after traveling many miles
around, he at last reached the large train, with which

They were already consolidating with other trains
for defense, and would not yenture to join Mr. Kelly,
jalthough he earnestly implored assistance to go out in
pid of his friends and family, if any of them should
joe left alive.

The colored man, Andy, soon after joined them.
tle came in running and in great excitement, and was
pbout to report all the company killed, when he Jjoy-
fully discovered Mr. Kelly, , '

Great consternation and alarm had spread with the
idings of the massacre, and fears for personal safety
prevented any one from joining my unhappy husband
n efforts to rescue his wife and child, or succor his
nissing companions. :

The train did not move forward until re-enforced by
nany others along the road; and even then every
precaution was taken to secure safety and prevent a .

rprise. Women in many instances drove the teams,
0 prevent their husbands or fathers being taken at a
isadvantage; weapons were in every man’s hands, and
igilant eyes were fixed on every bluff or gorge, antici-

@ating attack.
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A little time and travel brought them to the first %
scene of murder, where they found the dead body of 5':
the companion of the man who so narrowly escaped §
with his family. They placed the body in a wagon, 3
and proceeded to the dreaded spot where the slaughter
of our party had occurred.

The wagons still were standing, and feathers, flour,
the remnants of much that was but half destroyed, lay
scattered about the ground.
 Mr. Kelly, with faltering steps, supported by the

strong arm of Andy, was among the first to scarch #3§

the spot; his intense distress for the unknown fate of
his family urged him on, although he dreaded to think 3§
of what the bloody spot might disclose to him. -

The dead bodies of Mr. Sharp, Mr. Taylor, and our {8
colored servant, Franklin, were discovered lying where 2§
they had fallen. Poor Frank had been shot by an
arrow that pierced both his legs, pinning them together, :
in which condition he had been murdered by the ruth- %
less wretches by having his skull broken.

Both Mr. Sharp and Mr. Taylor left large families i
at home to mourn their loss. Mr. Larimer came up
* with an arrow wound in one of his limbs. He had
passed the night in trying to elude his savage pursuers, 2§
and was very tired and exhausted, and very much dis-
tressed about his wife and son, a robust httle fellow of &
eight or nine years.

But Mr. Wakefield was nowhere to be seen. After &
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earching the brushwood for some time, and a quarter ¢
bf' 2 mile distant from the scene of attack, they dis-
bovered him still alive, but pierced by three arrows that
e had vainly endeavored to extract, succeeding only in
vithdrawing the shafts, but leaving the steel points
till deeply imbedded in the flesh. Mr. Kelly took
im and cared for him with all the skill and kindness
ossible. No brothers could have been more tenderly
tached to each other than they. He then procured as
pmfortable a conveyance as he could for them, and
icked up a few relics from our demolished train.
mong them was a daily journal of our trip, from the
jme we were married until the hour that the Indians
me upon us. This he prized, as he said, more than
e did his life.
} The next thing that was necessary to do, after the
ounded were cared for, was to bury the dead, and a
ide grave was dug and the four bodies solemnly con-
fened, uncoffined, to the earth. A buffalo robe was
aced above them, and then the earth was piled on
eir unconscious breasts.
At that time the question of color had ocecasioned
uch dissension, and controversy ran high as to the
opriety of allowing the colored people- the privilege
sitting beside their white brethren. Poor Franklin
d shared death with our companions, and was not
med unworthy to share the common grave of his
low victims. They lie together in the valley of
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Little Box Elder, where with saddened hearts our
friends left them, thinking of the high hopes and
fearless energy with which they had started on their
journey, each feeling secure in the success that awaited
them, and never, for a moment, dreaming of the
grave in the wilderness that was to close over them
and their earthly hopes. They were buried on the
desolate plain, -a thousand miles away from their
loved wives and children, who bemoan their sad,
untimely fate.

Mr. Kelly found part of his herd of cattle grazing
near by ; Mr. Sharp’s were still tied to the stake where
he had carefully secured them. The Indians had taken
our horses, but left the cattle, as they do when they are
on the war path, or unless they need meat for present
use. They shot some of them, however, and left them
to decay upon the plain. Many arrows were scattered
upon the ground, their peculiar marks showing that
their owners had all belonged to one tribe, though of
different bands. They were similar in form and finish;
the shafts were round and three feet long, grooved on
their sides, that the blood of the victim might not be
impeded in its outward flow; each had three strips of
feathers attached to its top, about seven inches in length,
and, on the other end, a steel point, fastened lightly, so
as to be easily detached in the flesh it penetrates. The
depth of the wound depends on the distance of the
aim, but they sometimes pass quite through the body,
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though usually their force is exhausted in entering a
few inches beyond the point.

The wounded being made as comfortable as circum-
stances would allow, the train left the spot in the even-
ing, and moved forward to an encampment a mile
distant from the sad place, where the journey of our
lost companions had ended forever, whose visions of
the golden land must be a higher and brighter one than
earthly eyes can claim.

Early next day the travelers arrived at Deer Creek
Fort, where Mr. Kelly found medical aid for the
wounded, and procured a tent to shelter them, and
devoted himself to alleviating their sufferings, and,
with the assistance of the kind people of the fort, suc-
cceded in arranging them in tolerable comfort.

Captain Rhineheart was commanding officer-at Deer
Creek, and ordered the property of the deceased to be
delivered over to him, which Mr. Kelly did.

The story of the attack and massacre had traveled
faster than the sufferers from its barbarity. The gar-
rison had learned it before the train arrived, through
some soldiers returning from Fort Laramie, where
they had been to receive money from the paymaster,
who had heard an account of the attack on the road,
and had a passing glimpse of the terrible field of
slaughter.

The evening that the large train arrived at the fort,
the officers gave a ball, and the emigrant women were
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- invited, from the trains camped in the vicinity, to join
in these inappropriately timed festivities.

The mother of the child, who had so narrowly es-
caped death, having lost her own wardrobe in her
efforts to escape the pursuit of the Indians, borrowed a
dress from a lady who resided at the fort, and attended
the entertainment, dancing and joining in the gayeties,
when the burial of their companion and our poor men
had just been completed, and the heavy cloud of our
calamity had so lately shrouded them in gloom. Such
are the effects of isolation from social and civil in-
fluence, and contact with danger, and familiarity with
terror and death. ’ :

People grow reckless, and often lose the gentle sym- .
pathies that alleviate suffering, from frequent inter-
course with it in its worst forms.
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CHAPTER IV.

BEGINNING OF MY CAPTIVITY.

THE facts related in the preceding chapter concern-
ing matters occurring in Mr. Kelly’s experience, and
adventures after the attack upon our train, were related
to me after my restoration to freedom and my hus-
band, by him.

I now return to the narration of my own terrible
experiences.

I was led a short distance from the wagon, with

Mary, and told to remain quiet, and tried to submit ;
but oh, what a yearning sprang up in my heart to
escape, as I hoped my husband had done! But many
watchful eyes were upon me, and enemies on every
side, and I realized that any effort then at escape
would result in failure, and probably cause the death
of all the prisoners.

Mrs. Larimer, with her boy, came to us, trembling
with fear, saying, “ The men have all escaped, and left
us to the mercy of the savages.”

In reply, I said, “I do hope they have. What
benefit would it be to us, to have them here, to suffer




38 NARRATIVE OF CAPTIVITY

this fear and danger with us? They would be killed,
and then all hope of rescue for us would be at an
end.” ‘ :

Her agitation was extreme. Her grief seemed to
have reached its climax when she saw the Indians §
destroying her property, which consisted principally @
of such articles as belong to the Daguerrean art. She §
had indulged in high hopes of fortune from the pros- #
ecution of this art among the n.;ining towns of Idaho. §
"As she saw her chemicals, picture cases, and other §
property pertaining to her calling, being destroyed, §
she uttered such a wild despairing cry as brought the §
chief of the band to us, who, with gleaming knife,
threatened to end all her further troubles in this world.
The moment was a critical one for her. The Indians §
were flushed with an easy-won victory over.a weak §
party ; they had “tasted blood,” and it needed but §
slight provocation for them to shed that even of de- §
fenseless women and children.

My own agony could be no less than that of my §
companion in misfortune. The loss of our worldy |
possessions, which were not inconsiderable, consisting
ot a large herd of cattle, and groceries, and goods of
particular value in the mining regions, I gave no
thought to. The possible fate of my husband; the
dark, fearful future that loomed before myself and
little Mary, for whose possible future I had more ap-
prehension than for my own, were thoughts that
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| flashed through my mind to the exclusion of all mere
pecuniary considerations. :

But my poor companion was in great danger, and
perhaps it was a selfish thought of future loneliness in
captivity which induced me to intercede that her life
might be spared. I went to the side of the chief, and, .
assuming a cheerfulness I was very far from feeling,
plead successfully for her life. ' :

I endeavored in every way to propitiate our savage
captor, but received no evidences of kindness or relent-
ing that I could then understand. He did present
me, however, a wreath of gay feathers from his own
head, which I took, regarding it merely as an orna-
ment, when in reality, as I afterward learned, it was
a token of his favor and protection.

He then left us, to secure his own share of plunder,
but we saw that we were surrounded by a special
guard of armed men, and so gave up all struggle
against what seemed an inevitable doom, and sat down
upon the ground in despair.

I know now that night had come upon us while we
sat there, and that darkness was closing the scene of
desolation and death before their arrangements for de-
parture were completed.

The first intimation we had that our immediate mas-
sacre was not intended, was a few articles of clothing
presented by a young Indian, whose name was Wechela,
who intimated that we would have need for them.
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It was a pitiable sight to see the terrified looks of $

our helpless children, who clung to us for the protec-

tion we could not give. Mrs. Larimer was uncon- §

scious of the death of any of our party. I did not

tell her what my eyes had seen, fearing that she could 5.
not endure it, but strove to encourage and enliven her, §
lest her excitement would hasten her death or excite §

the anger of our captors.

We both feared that when the Indians made their
arrangements for departure we Woufd be quickly dis- §
posed of by the scalping knife; or even should we §

escape for the time, we saw nd prospect of release from
bondage. Terror of the most appalling nature for the
fate of the children possessed me, and all the horrors
of Indian captivity that we had ever heard crowded

on our minds with a new and fearful meaning—the |
slow fires, the pitiless knife, the poisoned arrows, the |
torture of famine, and a thousand nameless phantoms §

of agony passed before our troubled souls, filling us
with fears so harrowing that the pangs of dissolution
compared to them must have been relief.

It may be thought almost impossible in such a chaos
of dread to collect the soul in prayer, but

‘When woe is come, the soul is dumb
That crieth not to God,
and the only respite we could claim from despair was

the lifting of our trembling hearts upward to the God
of mercy.
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Those hours of misery can never be forgotten. iVe
vere oppressed by terrors we could not explain or
realize. The sudden separation from those we loved
and relied on ; our own helplessness and the gloom of
uncertainty that hung over the future—surely none can
better testify.to the worth of trust in God than those
vhose hope on earth seemed ended; and, faint and
veak as our faith was, it saved us from utter desola-
ion and the blackness of despair.
From among the confused mass of material of all
inds scattered about, the same young Indian, We-
hela, brought me a pair of shoes; also a pair of little
Mary’s. He looked kindly as he laid these articles
efore me, intimating by his gestures that our lives
vere to be spared, and that we should have need of
hem and other clothing during our long march into
paptivity, He also brought me some books and letters,
b1l of which I thankfully received. I readily conceived
I plan to make good use of them, and secreted as many
s 1 could about my clothing. I said to Mrs. Larimer,
If T can retain these papers and letters, and we are
orced to travel with the Indians into their unknown
pountry, ¥ shall drop them at intervals along the way
re are taken, as a guide, and trust in God that our
riends g‘ay find and follow them to our rescue, or if
n opportunity of escape offer, we will seize it, and by
heir help retrace our steps.”

The property that the Indians could not carry with
4 :
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t¥®m, they gathered into a pile and lighted. The light
of the flames showed us the forms of our captors busily
loading their horses and ours with plunder, and pre}
paring to depart. When their arrangements were com.
pleted, they came to us and signified that we mugj
accompany them, pointing to the horses they led u§
* to us, and motioning for us to mount. The horsg
assigned to me was one that had belonged to Mr. Lari§
mer, and was crippled in the back. This I endeavorei§
to make them understand, hut failed.

This was the first reliable assurance they gave us
that our lives were not in immediate danger, and w:g8
received it gratefully, for with the prospect of life hope
revived, and faith to believe that God had not for
saken us, and that we might yet be united to ouw
friends, who never seemed dearer than when we werl
about to be carried into captivity by the hostile sons
of the forest.

Many persons have since assured me that, to them, S8
death would have been preferable to life with such
prospects, saying that rather than have submitted to§

e carried away by savages, to a dark and doubtful§
ddom, they would have taken their own lives. But it &
is only those who have looked over the dark abyss of §
death who know how the soul shrinks from meetin
the unknown future. ‘ ,

Experience is a grand teacher, and we were then in §
her school, and learned that while hope offers the Sl
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aintest token of refuge, we pause upon the fearful
hrink of eternity, and look back for rescue.

Mrs. Larimer had climbed into her saddle, her boy
placed behind her on the same horse, and started on, ac-
ompanied by a parly of Indians. I also climbed into
my saddle, but was no sooner there than the horse fell
o the ground, and I under him, thus increasing the
bruises I had already received, and causing me great
pain. This accident detained me some time in the rear.
A dread of being separated from the only white woman
n that awful wilderness filled me with horror.

Soon they had another horse saddled for me, and
ssisted me to mount him. I looked around for my
ittle Mary. There she stoood, a poor helpless lamb,

the midst of blood-thirsty savages. I stretched out
y arms for her imploringly. For a moment they
pesitated ; then, to my unspeakable joy, they yielded,
nd gave me my child. They then started on, leading
ny horse ; they also gave me a rope that was fastened

round the horse’s under jaw.

| The air was cool, and the sky was bright with the
glitter of starlight. The water, as it fell over the
ocks in the distance, came to our eager ears with a
pint, pleasant murmur. All nature seemed peaceful
nd pitiless in its calm repose, unconscious of our
Besolate misery ; the cry of night-birds and chirp of
nsects came with painful distinctness as we turned to
eave the valley of Little Box Elder.
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Straining my eyes, I sought to penetrate the shadoys
of the woods where our fugitive friends might be hid,
The smoldering ruins of our property fell into ashe
and the smoke faded away; night had covered thef
traces of confusion and struggle with her shrouding
mantle, and all seemed quiet and unbroken peace.

I turned for a last look, and even the smoke wa§
gone; the solemn trees, the rippling water, the sof
night wind and the starlight, told no tale of the deso-]
lation and death that had gone before; and I rode on
in my helpless condition, with my child clinging t
me, without guide or support, save my trust in God.
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CHAPTER V.

AN FOR LITTLE MARY’S ESCAPE—TORTURES OF UNCEBTAINTY.—
UNSUCCESSFUL ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE.

Tag Indians left the scene of their cruel rapacity,
aveling northward, chanting their monotonous war
ng. After a ride of two miles, through tall weeds
hd bushes, we left the bottom lands, and ascended
me bluffs, and soon after came to a creek, which was
ily forded, and where the Indians quenched their
irst. ‘
The hills beyond began to be more difficult to ascend,
d the gorges seemed fearfully deep, as we looked
o the black shadows unrelieved by the feeble light
the stars.
In the darkness of our ride, I conceived a plan for
Je escape of little Mary.
I whispered in her childish ear, ¢ Mary, we are only
few miles from our camp, and the stream we have
Dssed you can easily wade through. I have dropped
ters on the way, you know, to guide our friends in
e direction we have taken; they will guide you back
ain, and it may be your only chance of escape from
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destruction. Drop gently down, and lie on the ground
for a little while, to avoid being seen ; then retrace you
steps, and may God in mercy go with you. If I cay
I will follow you.” _

The child, whose judgment was remarkable for he
age, readily acceded to this plan; her eye brightendf
and her young heart throbbed as she thought of it
success,

‘Watching the opportunity, I dropped her gently,
carefully, and unobserved, to the ground, and she
there, while the Indians pursued their way, uncor
scious of their loss.

To portray my feelings upon this separation woul
be impossible. The agony I suffered was indescribabl
I was firmly convinced that my course was wise—thy
I had given her the only chance of escape within nj
power; yet the terrible uncertainty of what her fif
might be in the way before her, was almost unbearabl

I continued to think of it so deeply that at last

w desperate, and resolved to follow her at even
risk.™ Accordingly, watching an opportunity, T, to
slipped to the ground under the friendly cover df
night, and the horse went on without its rider. :

My plan was not successful. My flight was sod§
discpvered, ‘and the Indian wheeled around and rodd
back in my pursuit. Crouching in the undergrowth
might have escaped in the darkness, were it not fif
their cunning. Forming in a line of forty or fiff
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nbreast, they actually covered the ground as they rode
past me.

The horses themselves were thus led to betray me,
or, being frightened at my crouching form, they
opped and reared, thus informing them of my hiding-
blace. .

With great presence of. mind I arose the moment I
pund myself discovered, and relating my story, the
hvention of an instant, I succeeded partially in allay-
pg their anger. ’

I told them the child had fallen asleep and dropped
om the horse; that I had endeavored to call their
tention to it, but in vain; and, fearing I would be
nable to find her if we rode further, I had jumped
pwn and attempted the search alone.
 The Indians used great violence toward me, assur-

g me that if any further attempts were made to
cape, my punishment would be accordingly.

They then promised to send a party out in search

the child when it became light.

oor little Mary! alone in the wilderness, a ittle,
pless child; who can portray her terror!

With faith to trust, and courage to dare, that little,

mbling form through the long hours of the night

pt watch.

Che lonely cry of the night-bird had no fear in its

fancholy scream for the little wanderer who crouched

id the prairie grass. The baying of the gray wolf,

-
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as he passed the lonely watcher, might startle, but
coyld not drive the faith from her heart.

Surely God is just, and angels will guide the falter-
ing feet to friends and home. Innocent of wrong
how could she but trust that the unseen hands of
spirits would guide her from the surrounding perils!]
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AMOXNG THE SIOUX INDIANS.

CHAPTER VI.

/
ONTINUATION OF OUR MARCH INTO THE WILDERNESS—SUFFERING .
FROM THIRST AND WEARINESS—DISAPPEARANCE OF MY FELLOW

PR[SONER;-LOSS OF THE OLD CHIEF'S PIPE AND ITS CONSEQUENCES
TO ME—A SCENE OF TERROR.

To take up the thread of my own narrative again,
nd the continuation of my journey with the savages,
fter the never-to-be-forgotten night when I “parted
vith little Mary, and the attempt to escape myself, will
e to entertain my reader with a sight of the danger-
s and precipitous paths among the great bluffs which
ye had been approaching, and the dizzy, fearful heights
pading over the dark abyss, or the gloomy, terrible
orge, where only an Indian dares to venture.

The blackness of night, and the dread of our savage
bmpanions, added terror to this perilous ride. As we
pssed the little creek before we plunged into these
pcky fastnesses, we had left some scattered woods along
B banks.

I remember looking longmgly at the dim shelter of
ese friendly trees, and beI\bg possessed, by an almost
peontrollable desire to leap from the horse and dare
y fate in endeavoring to reach their protecting shade;
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but the Indians’ rifles behind me, and my dread of
instant death, restrained me. And now my attention
was attracted by the wild and terrible scenery around
us, through which our fearful captors rode at ease,
although it seemed impossible for man or beast to
retain a footing over such craggy peaks and through
such rugged ravines. )

The cool air and the sound of rippling water warned
us of our nearness to a river; and soon the savage
turned their horses down a steep declivity that, like a
mighty wall, closed in the great bed of the North Platte.

I saw that the river was rapid and deep, but we
crossed the sands, plunged in, and braved the current,

From the child to my husband was an easy transi-
tion; indeed, when I thought of one, the other was
present in my mind; and to mark the path of our
retreat with the letters and papers I dropped on our
way, seemed the only hope I had of his being able to
come to my rescue.

As the horses plunged into the swelling river I
secretly dropped another letter, that, I prayed, might|
be a clue to the labyrinth through which we ‘were
being led ; for I could see by all the Indians’ precau-
tions, that to mislead any who should have the temerity
* to attempt our recovery, was the design of their move-
ments. A ’ :

They had taken paths inaccessible to white men, |
and.made their crossing at a point where it would be
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impossible for trains to pass, so that they might avoid
meeting emigrants. Having reached the opposite bank
they separated into squads, and started in every direc-
tion, except southward, so as to mislead or confuse
pursuegs by the various trails,

The band that surrounded and directed us kept to
the northward a little by west. I tried to keep the
points of compass clearly, because it seemed part of the
hope that sustained me.

Mr. Kelly had said that our position on the Little
Box Elder was about twelve miles from Deer Creek
Station, which lay to the northwest of us. Marking
our present course, I tried, by calculating the distance,
to keep that position in my mind, for toward it my
yearning desire for help and relief turned.

After crossing the river and issuing from the bluffs
we came to a bright, cool stream of water in a lovely
valley, which ran through its bosom, spreading a de-.
licious freshness all around.

Brilliant flowers opened their gorgeous cups to the
coming sunshine, and delicate blossoms hid theraselves
among the rich shrubbery and at the mossy roots of
grand old trees,

The awakening birds soared upward with loud and
Jjoyful melodies, and nature rejoiced at approaching
day. .
The beauty and loveliness of the scene mocked my
sleepless eyes, and despair tugged at my heart-strings ;
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still I made superhuman efforts to appear cheerful, for
my only refuge was in being submissive and practicing
conciliation. My fear of them was too powerful to
allow me to give way to emotion for one moment.
There were sentinels stationed at different places to
give the alarm, in case ‘of any one approaching to
_rescue, and I afterward learned that in such a case I
would have been instantly murdered.
Next morning I learned, by signs, that Indians had §
- gone out in search of little Mary, scattering themselves
over the hills, in squads. Those remaining were con-
btantly overlooking their plunder and unrolling bundles
taken from our wagons. They indulged their admira-
tion for their spoils in loud conversation.

The Indians’seemed to select, with a clear knowledge
of natural beauty, such localities as seemed best fitted
to suggest refreshment and rép’ose.

The scenery  through which we had passed was
wildly grand ; it now became serenely beautiful, and to
a lover of nature, with a mind free from fear and §§
anxiety, the whole picture would have been a dream of
delight. 1

The night of my capture, I was ordered to lie down
on the ground, near a wounded Indian. A circle of
them guarded me, and three fierce warriors sat near me
with drawn tomahawks.

Reader, imagine my feelings, after the terrible scenes §
of the day previous; the desolate white woman in the
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power of revengeful savages, not daring to speak, lest
their fury should fall on my defenceless head. .

My great anxiety now was to preserve my sanity,
which threatened to be overcome if I did not arouse
myself to hope, and put aside the feeling of despair
which at times stole over me. My heart was contin-
ually lifted to “Our Father,” and confidently I now

| began to feel that prayer would be answered, and that
God would deliver me in due season. This nerved me
to endure and appear submissive.

At early dawn I was aroused from my apparent
slumbers by the war chief, who sent me out to catch
the horses—our American horses being afraid of the
savages—and as the animals were those belonging: to
our train, it was supposed that I could do so readily.

Upon returning, my eyes were gladdened by the
sight of my fellow prisoner, who was seated with her

B boy upon the ground, eating buffalo meat and erackers.
I went immediately to her, and we conversed in low
tones, telling her of my intention to escape the first
opportunity. She scemed much depressed, but I en-
deavored to re-assure her, and bidding her hope for the
best, went back to where the Indians were making
ropes, and packing their goods and plunder more
sccurely, preparatory to the succeding march, which
Wwas commenced at an early hour of the day.

We proceeded on our journey until near noon, when
we halted in a valley not far to the north of Deer Creek
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Station, and I met this lady again. It was a clear and
beautiful valley where we rested, until the scorching
rays of the sun had faded in the horizon.

Being burdened with the gun, and bow and arrow of
the chief, my tired arms were relieved, and I plead for
the privilege of camping here all night for many rea-
sons. One was, we might be overtaken by friends sent
to rescue us, and the distance of return would be less
if I should be successful in my next attempt to escape.

My entreaties were unavailing; the savages were
determined to go forward, and we were soon mounted
and started on. 'We traveled until sunset, then camped
for the night in a secluded valley; we seemed to enter
this valley along the base of a wall, composed of bluffs
or peaks. Within these circling hills it lay, a green,
cool resting place, watered by a bright sparkling stream,
and pleasantly dotted with bushes and undergrowth.

The moon went down early, aitd in the dim, uncer-
tain star light, the heavy bluffs seemed to shut us in
~ on all sides, rising grimly, like guardians, over our
imprisoned lines. Blankets were spread, and on these
the Indians rested.

I was then led out some distance in the camp, and
securely fastened for the night. But before this, I
remarked, to my fellow prisoner, my determination to {§
escape that night, if my life were the forfeit, as in
every wind I fancied I could hear the voice of little
Mary calling me. She entreated me not to leave her, |

~




AMONG THE SIOUX INDIANS. 55

‘but promising help to her should I be fortunate
enough to get free, I sadly bade her good night, and
went to my allotted place.

In the morning, when permitied to rise, I learned
that she had disappeared. A terrible sense of isola-
tion closed around me. No one can realize the sensa-
tion without in some measure experiencing it.

I was desolate before, but now that I knew myself
separated from my only white companion, the feeling
increased tenfold, and seemed to weigh me down with
its awful gloomy horror.

In the heart of the wilderness, surrounded by crea-
tures with whom no chord of sympathy was enter-
tained—far from home, friends and the interests of
civilized life—the attractions of society, and, above
all, separated from husband and loved ones—there
scemed but one glimpse of light, in all the blackness
of despair, left, and that was flight.

I listened to every sound, while moments appeared
hours, and it seemed to me that death in its most ter-
rible form would not be so hard to bear as the tor-
turing agony I then endured.

I murmured broken prayers. I seemed to hear the
voices of my husband and child calling me, and spring-
ing forward, with a wild belief that it was real, would
bink back again, overwhelmed with fresh agony.

Arrangements were then made for resuming our
ourney, and we were soon once more on our march.
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Another burden had been added to my almost worn.
out frame, the leading of an unruly horse; and my
arms were so full of the implements I was forced to
carry, that I threw away the pipe of the old chief—
tube nearly three feet long, and given me to take car
of—which was very unfortunate for me, exciting the
wrath and anger of the chief to a terrible degree.

Now they seemed to regard me with a suspicious
aversion, and were not so kind as before.

The country they passed over was high, dry, and
barren. - I rode one horse and led another; and when
cvening came they stopped to rest in a grove of great
timber, where there was a-dry creek bed.

Water was obtained by digging in the sand, but the
supply was meager, and I was allowed none.

The sun began to sink, and the chief was so enrage
against me, that he told me by signs that I should be-
hold it gjse no more.

Grinding his teeth with wrathful anger, he made me
understand that I was not to be trusted; had once
tried to escape; had made them suffer the loss of my
child, and that my life would be the forfeit.

A large fire had been built, and they all dancel
around it. Night had begun to darken heavily over
me, and I stood trembling and horror struck, not
knowing but that the flame the savages capered about |
was destined to consume my tortured form.

The pipe of the chief was nowhere to be found, and
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t was demanded of me to produce it. He used the
Indian words, “Chopa-chanopa,” uttered in-a vojce
pf thunder, -accompanying them with gestures, whose
neaning was too threatening to be mistaken.
I looked in fear and dismay around me, utterly at a
ss to know ‘what was expected, yet dreading the con-
quences of failing to obey. »
Wechela, the Indian boy, who had been so kind to
oe, now came up, and made the motion of puffing
vith his lips, to help me; and then I remembered
hat I had broken the pipe the day before, and thrown

away, ignorant of their veneration for the pipe, and
f its value as a peace offering.

The chief declaréd that I should die for baving
aused the loss of his pipe.

An uhtamed horse was brought, and they told me I
ould be placed on it as a target for their deadliest
rows, and the animal might then run at will, carry-
bg my body where it would.

Helpless, and almost dying with terror at my situa-
oo, I sank on a rocky seat in their midst.
ere all armed, and anxiously awaited the signal.
hey had pistols, bows, and spears; and I noticed
me stoop, and raise blazing fire-brands to frighten
e pawing beast that was to bear me to death.

In speechless agony I raised my soul to God! Sovon

would stand before his throne, and with all the
eading passion of wy sinking soul I prayed for

»
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pardon and favor in his precious blood, who had
suffered for my sins, and risen on high for my justif-
cation. ~

In an instant a life-time of thought condensed itself
‘into my mind, and I could see my old home and hear

“my mother’s voice; and the contrast between the love
I had been so ruthlessly torn from, and the hundreds
of savage faces, gleaming with ferocity and excitement
around me, seemed like the lights and shadows of
some weird picture. ‘

But I was to die, and I desired, with all the strength
of my soul, to grasp the promises of God’s merey, anl
free my parting spirit from all revengeful, earthly
thoughts.

In what I almost felt my final breath, I prayed for
my own salvation, and the forgiveness of my enemies;
and remembering a purse of money which was in my
pocket, knowing that it would decay with my body in
the wilderness, I drew it out, and, with suffused eyes
divided it among them, though my hands were grow-{
ing powerless and my sight failing. One hundred and §
twenty dollars in notes I gave them, telling them its§
value as I did so, when, to my astonishment, a change
came over their faces. They laid their weapons on the
ground, seemingly pleased, and anxious to understand, §§
requesting me to explain the worth of each note§§
clearly, by holding up my fingers. i

Eagerly I tried to obey, perceiving the hope their]
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milder manner held out; but my cold hands fell pow-
erless by my side, my tongue refused to utter a sound,
ind, unconsciously, I sank to the ground utterly in-
sensible to objects around me.

When insensibility gave way to returning feeling, I
vas still on the ground where I had fallen, but prepa-
ations for the deadly scene were gone, and the savages
slumbered on the ground near me by the faint fire-
ight. Crawling into a sitting posture, I surveyed
he camp, and saw hundreds of sleeping forms lying
n groups around, with watches set in their places,
nd no opportunity to escape, even if strength per-
nitted.

Weak and trembling, I sank down, and lay silent
ill day-break, when the camp was again put in mo-
ion, and, at their bidding, I mounted one horse and
ed another, as I had done on the day previous.

This was no easy task, for the pack-horse, which
ad not been broken, would frequently pull back so
iolently as to bring me to the ground, at which the
hief ‘would become fearfully angry, threatening to
ill me at once.

Practicing great caution, and using strong effort, I
yould strive to remain in the saddle to avoid the cuffs
Ind blows received.

Whenever the bridle would slip inadvertent%’rom
hy hand, the chief’s blasphemous language would all be
English ; a sad commentary on the benefits whi'itf men

\
1
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confer on their savage brethren when brought into
close contact.

Drunkenness, profanity, and dissolute habits are the
lessons of civilization to the red men, and when the
weapons we furnish are turned against ourselves, their
edge is keen indeed. '

Feeling that I had forfeited the good will of the
Indians; and knowing that the tenure of my life was
most uncertain, I dared make no complaint, although |
hunger and devouring thirst tortured me.

The way still led through dry and sandy hills, upon
which the sun glared down with exhausting heat, and
seemed to scorch life and moisture out of all his rays
fell upon. As far as my eye could reach, nothing but
burning sand, and withering sage brush or thorny cac
tus, was to be seen. All my surroundings only served
to aggravate the thirst which the terrible heat of that |
long day’s ride increased to frenzy.

‘When, in famishing despair I closed my eyes, a cup
of cool, delicious drink would seem to be presented to
my lips, only to be cruelly withdrawn; and this torture §
seemed to me like the agony of the rich man, whoj
besought Lazarus for one drop of water to cool his
parched tongue.

I thought of all I had been separated from, as it
" seemed to me, forever, and the torment of the hour
reduced me to despair. I wished to die, feeling that §
the pangs of dissolution could not surpass the anguish §

-
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of my living.death. My voice was almost gone, and
with difficulty I maintained my seat in the saddle.

Turning my eyes despairingly to my captors, 1
uttered the word “ Minne,” signifying water in their
language, and kept repeating it imploringly at inter-
vals. They seemed to hurry forward, and, just at sun-
set, came in sight of a grassy valley through which
flowed a river, and the sight of it came like hope to
my almost dying eyes.

A little brook from the hills above found its way
into the waters of this greater stream, and here they
dismounted, and, lifting me from my horse, laid me in
its shallow bed. I had become almost unconscious,
and the cool, delightful element revived me. At first

I was not able to drink, but gradually my strength
enewed itself, and I found relief from the indescribable
pangs of thirst.
The stream by which the Indians camped that night
as Powder River; and here, in 1866, Fort Conner
was built, which in the following year was named Fort
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CHAPTER VII.

POWDER RIVER—ANOTHER ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE—DETECTION AND
DESPAIR—A QUARREL—MY LIFE SAVED BY ‘“‘JUMPING BEAR.”

THE name given to Powder River by the Indians, is
“ Chahalee Wacapolah.” It crosses the country east of
the Big Horn Mountains, and from its banks can be
seen the snow-capped Cloud Peak rising grandly from
its surrounding hills. Between these ranges, that cul-
minate in the queenly, shining crowned height that
takes its name from the clouds it seems to pierce, are

fertile valleys, in which game abounds, and delicious
wild fruits in great variety, some of which can not be
surpassed by cultivated orchard products in the rich-
ness and flavor they possess, although they ripen in
the neighborhood of everlasting snow.

In these valleys the country seems to roll in gentle §
slopes, presenting to the eye many elements of loveli-
ness and future value. " ‘

Powder River, which is a muddy stream, comes
from the southern side of the Big Horn Mountains,
and takes a southwestern course, and therefore is not
a part of the bright channel that combines to feed the
Missouri River from the Big Horn range. :
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This range of the Rocky Mountains possesses two
distinet, marked features. First, there is a central or
back-bone range, which culminates in perpetual snow,
where Cloud Peak grandly rises, as the chief of all its
proud summits. Falling off gradually toward the
southern valley, there are similar ranges of the Wind

iver Mountains beyona.

Between these ranges, and varying in breadth from
welve to twenty-five miles, are fine hunting grounds,
hbounding in noble orchards of wild fruit of various
<inds, and grapes, as well as game of the choicest
kind for the huntsman. Notwithstanding its vicinity
o snow, there are gentle slopes which present features
of peculiar loveliness.

Several miles northwest, and following the sweep of
he higher northern range, and six to eight miles out-
bide its general base, a mew country opens. Sage
brush and cactus, which for nearly two hundred miles
ave so largely monopolized the soil, rapidly disappear.

The change, though sudden, is very beautiful. One
harrow divide only is crossed, and the transition about
pne day’s ride from the above-named river. The lim-
pid, transparent, and noisy waters of Deer Fork are
eached, and the horses have difficulty in breasting the

vift current. The river is so clear that every pebble

pud fish is seen distinctly on the bottom, and the water
o cool that ice in midsummer is no object of desire.

The scenes of natural beauty, and the charms that
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have endeared this country to the savage, will in the
future lure the emigrant seeking a home in this nev |
and undeveloped land.

This clear creek is a genuine outflow from the Big|
Horn Mountains, and is a type of many others, no
less pure and valuable, derived from melting snow
and from innumerable springs in the mountains.

Rock Creek comes next, with far less pretensions,
but is similar in character.

A day’s ride to the northward brings the traveler
to Crazy Woman’s Fork.

This ever-flowing stream receives its yellow hue from
the Powder River waters, of which it is a branch.

The country is scarred by countless trails of buffalo,
so that what is often called the Indian trail is merely
the hoof-print of these animals.

Leaving Powder River, we passed through large
pine forests, and through valleys rich with beautiful

“grasses, with limpid springs and “seemingly eternal
verdure.

I continued to drop papers by the way, hoping they |
might lead to my discovery, which would have proved
fatal had any one attempted a rescue, as the Indians
prefer to kill their captives rather than be forced to
give®them up.

It was the fifth night of my sojourn with the In-
dians that I found myself under the weeping willows !
of Clear Creek.
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The men, weary with travel, and glad to find so
pood a camping ground, lay down to sleep, leaving a
jufficient guard over their captive and at the outposts.

Their journey hither had been a perilous one to me,
nused as I was to the rocky paths between narrow
rorges and over masses of broken stone, which their
ndian ponies climbed with readiness and ease.

! I was led to remark the difference between these
bonies and American horses, who could only struggle
o find their foothold over such craggy ground, while

e ponies led the way, picking their steps up almost
erpendicular steeps with burdens on their backs.

Their travel after the rest at Clear Creek partook of
he difficult nature of the mountain passes, and was
carisome in the extreme, and the duties imposed upon

e made life almost too burdensome to be borne. I
as always gfad of a respite at the camping ground.

On the sixth night, I lay on a rock, under the shade

some bushes, meditating on the possibility of escape.

The way was far beyond my reckoning, and the

oods where they mow were might be infested with
ild beasts; but the prospect of getting away, and

ing free from the savages, closed my eyes to the
rrors of starvation and ravenous animals.

Softly I rose and attempted to steal toward some

owing timber; but the watchful chief did not risk

5 prey so carelessly, his keen eye was on me, and
g iron hand grasped my wrist and drew me back.
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Throwing me fiercely on the ground, he hissed a threat
through his clenched teeth, which I momentarily ex-
pected him to put into execution, as I lay trembling at
his feet.

I felt from this time that my captivity was for life,
and a dull despair took possession of me.

Sleep, that balm for happier souls, brought only
horrid - dreams, in which a dreadful future pictured
itself; and then the voices of my husband and child
seemed calling me to their side, alas! in vain, for when
I awoke it was to find myself in the grass of the
savage camping ground, watched over by the relentless
guard, and shut out from hope of home or civilized life.

My feet were covered with a pair of good shoes, and
the chief’s brother-in-law gave me a pair of stockings
from his stores, which I gladly accepted, never, for a
moment, suspecting that, in doing thus, I was outrag-
ing a custom of the people among whom I was.

The chief saw the gift, and made no remark at the
time, but soon after he shot one of his brother-in-lasy’s
horses, which he objected to in a decided manner, and
a quarrel ensued.

Realizing that I was the cause of the disagreement,
I tremblingly watched the con’&@t, unable to conciliate
cither combatant, and dreading the wrath of both.

The chief would brook no interference, nor would he
offer any reparation for the wrong he had inflicted.

His brother-in-law, enraged at his arrogance, drew
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his bow, and aimed his arrow at my heart, determined
to have satisfaction for the loss of his horse.

I could only cry to God for merey, and prepare to
meet the death which had long hung over my head,
when a young Blackfoot, whose name was Jumping
Bear, saved me from the approaching doom by dexter-
ously snatching the bow from the savage and hurling
it to the“earth.

He was named Jumping Bear from the almost mirac-
ulous dexterity of some of his feats.

This circumstance and the Indian mentioned were,.
in my judgment, instruments in the hand of Provi-
dence, in saving Fort Sully from the vengeance and
slaughter of the Blackfeet, who had succeeded in gain-
ing the confidence of some of the officers on the Mis-
souri River.

His activity in the attack on our train, and the
enérgy he displayed in killing and pillaging on that
occasion, notwithstanding his efforts to make me believe
the contrary, forbade me to think there was.any sym-
pathy in his interference in my behalf.

The Indian submitted to his intervention so far that
he did not draw his bow again, and my suspense was
relieved, for the time, by the gift of a horse from the
chief to his brother-in-law, which calmed the fury of
the wronged Indian.

It happened that the animal thus given as a peace-
offering was the pack horse that pulled so uncomfort-
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ably against the leading rein, and thus, in the end, I
gained, by the ordeal through which I had passed, in
being relieved of a most unmanageable task.

From the first, I was deprived of every ameliorat-
ing comfort that might have rendered my existence
bearable.

No tent was spread for me, no rug, or coverlet,
offered me to lie on. The hard earth, sparsely spread
with grass, furnished me a couch, and apprehension
and regret deprived me of the rest my toilsome life
demanded. They offercd me no food and at first I did
not dare to ask for it.

This was partly owing to the absence of all natural
appetite, an intense weakness and craving constantly
for drink being the only signs of the prolonged fast
that annoyed me.

The utter hopelessness of my. isolation wore on me,
driving me almost to madness, and visions of husband
and child haunted my brain; sometimes they were full
of hope and tauntingly bappy; at others, I saw them
dying or dead, but always beyond my reach, and sep-
arated by the impassable barrier of my probably life-
long captivity. _

In my Weakened condition, the horrors of the stake,
to which I felt myself borne daily nearer as they pro-
gressed on their homeward route, appeared like a hor-
rid phantom.

It had been threatened me since my first eﬁ'o;-t to
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escape, and I was led to believe such a punishment
was the inevitable consequence of my attempt.

The terrible heat of the days continued, and the road
they took was singularly barren of water. The In-
dians, after drinking plentifully before starting, carry
little sticks in their mouths, which they chew con-
stantly, thus creating saliva, and preventing the
parching sensation I endured from the want of this
knowledge. .

The seventh night they entered a singular cafion,
apparently well known to them, as they found horses
there, which evidently had been left on a former
visit. - . :

I could not but wonder at the sagacity and patience
of these Indian- ponies, which were content to wait their
master’s coming, and browse about on the sparse herb-
age and meager grass.

The Indians had killed an antelope that day, and a
piece of the raw flesh was allotted me for a meal. They
had then traveled in a circuitous route for miles, to
reach the mouth of this cafion, and entered it just after
sundown.

Its gloomy shade was a great relief after the heat of
the sun, and it filled my sensitive mind with awe. The
sun never seemed to penetrate its depths, and the damp
air rose around me like the breath of a dungeon.

Downward they went, as if descending into the bow-
els of the earth, and the sloping floor they trod was
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, :
covered with red sand for perhaps the space of half a
mile.

Then they struck a rocky pavement, the perpendic-
ular walls of which were of earth; but as they made
another turning and entered a large space, they seemed
to change to stone with projecting arches and over-
hanging cornices.

The high walls rose above the base so as to nearly
meet overhead, and, with their innumerable juttings
and irregularities, had the appearance of carved col-
umns supporting a mighty ruin.

Occasionally a faint ray of the fading light struggled
with the gloom, into which they plunged deeper and
deeper, and then their horses’ cautious feet would turn
the bones of antelope or deer, drawn thither by the
lurking wolf to feed the young in their lair.

I was startled with dread at the sight, fearing that
they might be human bones, with which mine would
soon be mingled. l

The increasing darkness had made it wecessary for
the Indians to carry torches, which they did, lighting
up the grotesque grandeur of earth and rock through
which they passed by the weird glare of their waving

“brands. f'

Arriving at the spot they selected as a camping-
ground, they made fires, whose fantastic gleams danced
upon the rocky walls, and added a magic splendor to
their wondrous tracery.. The ghostly grandeur of these
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unfrequented shades can not be described, but their
effect i3 marvelous.

They seem to shadow forth the outline of carving
and sculpture, and in the uncertain fire-light have ail
the effect of some old-time temple, whose art and
glory will live forever, even when its classic stones
are dust.

Here I found water for my parched lips, which was
more grateful to my weary senses than any natural
phenomenon ; and sinking on a moss-grown rock, near
the trickling rill that sank away in the sand beyond,
I found slumber in that strange, fantastic solitude.

I was aroused by a whistling sound, and, gathering
myself up, looked fearfully around me. Two flaming
eyes seemed to pierce the darkness like a sword, I
shuddered and held my breath, as a long, lithe serpent
~ wound past me, trailing. its shining length through
 the damp sand, and moving slowly out of sight among

the dripping vines.

After that I slept no more; and when I saw the
struggling light of day pierce the rocky opening above,
I gladly hailed the safety of the sunshine, even though
it brought sorrow, distress, and toil.

When we rose in the morning, they left the cafion
by the path they entered, as it seemed to have no other
outlet, and then pursued their .way.
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE STORM—ARRIVAL AT THE INDIAN VILLAGE—TIHE OLD CHIEF’S
WIFE—SOME KINDNESS SHOWN ME—ATTEND A FEAST.

ON the 20th of July we had nearly reached the In-
dian village, when we camped for the night, as usual,
when such a locality could be gained, on the bank of a
stream of good water. .

Here was a stream of sparkling, rippling water,

fresh from the melting snow of the mountain. It
was a warm, still night. Soon the sky began to
darken strangely, and great. ragged masses of clouds
hung low over the surrounding hills. The air grew
g heavy, relieved occasionally by a deep gust of wind,
- that died away, to be succeeded by an ominous calm.
Then a low, muttering thunder jarred painfully on the
ear. My shattered nerves récoiled at the prospect of
the coming storm. Fromf a child I had been timid
of lightning, and now its forked gleam filled me with
dismay in my unsheltered helplessness.
The Indians, seeing the approaching tempest, pre-
pared for it by collecting and fastening their horses,
and Covering their fire-arms and amunition, and lying
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flat on the earth themselves. I crouched, too, but could
not escape the terrible glare of the lightning, and the
roar of the awful thunder grew deafening.

On came the storm with startling velocity, and the
dread artillery of heaven boomed overhead, followed
closely by blinding flashes of light; and the velocity
of the whirlwind seemed to arise in its might, to add
desolation to the terrible scene.

When the vivid gleams lit up the air, enormous
trees could be seen bending under the fierceness of
the blast, and great white sheets of water burst out of
the clouds, as if intent on deluging the world. Every
element in nature united in terrific warfare, and the
security of earth seemed denied to me while I clung
to its flooded bosom, and, bligded by lightning and
shocked by the incessant roaring of the thunder and
the wild ravaging of the ungovernable wind, felt myself
but a tossed atom in the great confusion, and could only
cling to God’s remembering pity in silent prayer.

Huge trees were bent to the earth and broken;
others, snapped off like twigs, were carried through
the frenzied air. Some forest monarchs were left bare
of leaves or boughs, like desolate old age stripped of
its honors.

The rain had already swelled the httle creek into a
mighty stream, that rolled its dark, angry waters with
fury, and added its sullen roar to the howlings of the
storm, I screamed, but my voice was lost even to

7
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myself in the mightier ones of the furious elements,
. Three hours—three long, never-to-be-forgotten hours—
did the storm rage thus in fury, and in those hours I
thought I lived a life-time! Then, to my joy, it be-
gan to abate, and soon I beheld the twinkling stars
through rents in the driving clouds, while the flashing
lightning and the roaring thunders gradually becom-
ing less and less distinct to the eye and ear, told me
the devastating storm was speeding on toward the
east; and when, at dawn of day, the waters were as-
suaged, the thunder died away, and the lightnings
 were chained in their cell, the scene was one of inde-
scribable desolation. The wind had gone home; day-
light had cowed him from a raging giant into a meek
prisoner, and led him moaning to his cavern in the
eastern hills. A strangely-solemn calm seemed to
take the place of the wild conflict ; but the track of
destruction was there, and the swollen water and .
felled trees, the scattered boughs and uprooted sap-
lings, told the story of the havoe of the storm.

It was a night of horror to pass through, and I
thankfully greeted the returning day, that once more
gave me the comfort of light, now almost my only
solace, for my position grew more bitter, as the chief’s
" savage-like exultation in my capture and safe abduc-
tion increased as'we mneared the village where their
families were, and where I feared my fate would be
decided by bloodshed or the fearful stake.

A
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On the 21st of July we left camp early, the day
being cool and favorable for traveling. Our route
lay over rolling prairie, interspersed with extensive
tracts of marsh, which, however, we easily avoided
crossing. A few miles brought us to a high, broken
ridge, stretching nearly in a north and south direc-
tion. As we ascended the ridge we came in sight of
a large herd of buffalo, quietly feeding upon the bunch,
or buffalo grass, which they prefer to all other kinds.
These animals are short-sighted, and scent the ap-
proach of an enemy before they can see- him, and
thus, in their curiosity, often start to meet him, until
they approach near enough to ascertain to their satis-
faction whether there be danger in a closer_acquaint-
ance. In this case they decided in the affirmative,
and, when they had once fairly made us out, lost no
time in increasing the distance between us, starting on
a slow, clumsy trot, which was soon quickened to a
gait that generally left most pursuers far in the rear.

But the Indians and their horses both are trained
buffalo hunters, and soon succeeded in surrounding a
number. They ride alongside their victim, and, lev-
eling their guns or arrows, send their aimed shot in
the region of the heart, then ride off to a safe dis-
tance, to avoid the desperate lunge which a wounded
buffalo seldom fails to make, and, shaking his shaggy
head, crowned with horns of most formidable strength,
stands at bay, with eyes darting, savage and defiant,




76 NARRATIVE OF CAPTIVITY

as he looks at his human foe. Soon the blood begins to
spirt from his mouth, and to choke him as it comes.
The hunters do not shoot again, but wait patiently
until their victim grows weak from loss of blood, and,
staggering, falls upon his knees, makes a desperate ef-
fort to regain his feet, and get at his slayer, then fall-
ing once more, rolls over on his side, dead.

Sometimes these animals number tens of thousands,
in droves. The Indians often, for the “mere sport,
make an onslaught, killing great numbers of them,
and having a plentiful feast of “ta-tonka,” as they
call buffalo meat. They use no economy in food. It
is always a feast or a famine; and they seem equally
able to gorge or fast. Each man selects the part of
the animal he has killed that best suits his own taste,
and leaves the rest to decay or be eaten by wolves,
thus wasting their own game, and often suffering pri-
vation in consequence.

They gave me a knife and motioned me to help my-
self to the feast. I did not accept, thinking then it
would never be possible for me to eat uncooked meat.

They remained here over night, starting early next
morning, We were now nearing the village where
the Indians belonged.

Jumping Bear, the young Indian who had shown
me so many marks of good will, again made his ap-
pearance, with a sad expression on his face, and that
day would ride in silence by my side; which was an
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act of great condescension on his part, for these men
- rarely thus equalize themselves with women, but ride
in advance.

They had traveled nearly three hundred miles, and,
despite my fears, I began to rejoice in the prospect of
arriving among women, even though they were savages;
and a dawning hope that I might find pity and com-
panionship with beings of my own sex, however
separated their lives and customs might be, took
posssesion of me, '

I had read of the dusky maidens of romance; I
thought of all the characters of romance and history,
wherein the nature of the red man is enshrined in
poetic beauty. The untutored nobility of soul, the
brave generosity, the simple dignity- untrammelled by
the hollow conventionalities of civilized life, all rose
mockingly before me, and the heroes of my youthful

_imagination passed through my mind in strange con-
trast with the flesh and blood realities into whose
hands T had fallen.

The stately Logan, the fearless Philip, the bold
Black Hawk, the gentle Pocahontas: how unlike the
greedy, cunning and cruel savages who had so ruth-
lessly torn me from my friends!

Truly, those pictures of the children of the forest
that adorn the pages of the novelist are delightful
coneeptions of the airy fancy, fitted to charm the mind.
They amuse and beguile the hours they invest with
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their interest; but the true red man, as I saw him,
does not exist between the pages of many’ volumes.
He roams his native wastes, and to once encounter and
study him there, so much must -be sacrificed that I
could scarcely appreciate the knowledge I was gaining
at such a price. .

Notwithstanding all I had seen and experienced, I
remembered much that was gentle and faithful in the
character ascribed to the Indian women. Perhaps I
might be able to find one whose sympathy and com-
panionship ce}xld be wrought upon to the extent of
aiding me in some way to escape. I became hopeful
with the thought, and almost forgot my terror of the
threats of my captors, in my desire to see the friendly
faces of Indian women.

The country around was rich and varied. Beauti-
ful birds appeared in the trees, and flowers of variety
and fragrance nodded on their stems. Wild fruits
were abundant, and I plucked roses and fruit for food,
while my savage companions feasted on raw meat.
They did not seem to care for fruit, and urged me to
eat meat with them. I refused, because of its being
raw. A young Indian, guessing the cause of my refusal
‘to eat, procured a kettle, made a fire, cooked some, and
offered it to me. I tried to eat of it to please them,
since they had taken the trouble to prepare a special
dish, but owing to the filthy manner in which it was
prepared a very small portion satisfied me.
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We were now nearing a river, which, from its
locality, must have been the Tongue River, where we
found refreshing drink, and rested for a short time.
The Indians gave me to understand that when we
crossed this stream, and a short distance beyond, we
would be at their home.

Here they paused to dress, so as to make a gay ap-
pezrance and imposing entrance into the village. Ex-'
cept when in full dress, an Indian’s wearing apparel
consists only of a buffalo robe, which is also part of a
fine toilet. It is very inconveniently disposed about
the person, without fastening, and must be held in
position with the hands.

+ Here the -clothing taken from our train was brought
into great demand, and each warrior that had been
fortunate enough to possess himself of any article of
our dress, now arrayed himself to the best advantage
the garments and their limited ideas of civilization
permitted ; and, in some instances, when the toilet was
considered complete, changes for less attractive articles
of display were made with companions who had not
been so fortunate as others in.the division of the
goods, that they might also share in the sport afforded
by this derisive display.

Their peculiar ideas of tasteful dress rendqred them
grbtesque in appearante. One brawny face appeared
under the shade of my hat, smiling with evident satis-
faction at the superiority of his decorations over those
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of his less fortunate companions; another was shaded
from the scorching rays of the sun by a tiny parasol,
and the brown hand that held it aloft was thinly cov-
ered by a silk glove, which was about the only article
of clothing, except the invariable breech-cloth, that
the warrior wore.

Vests and other garments were put on with the
lower part upward; and they all displayed remarkable

ility in the arrangement of their decorations. They
med to think much of their stolen goods, some of
which were frivolous, and others worthless.

Decorating themselves by way of derision, each
noble warrior endeavored to outdo the other in splen-
dor, which was altogether estimated by color, and not
by texture. Their horses were also decked in the most
ridiculous manner.

Ottawa, or Silver Horn, the war chief, was arrayed
in full costume. He was very old, over seventy-five,
partially blind, and a little below the medium height.
He was very ferocious and savage looking, and .now,
when in costume, looked frightful. His face was red,
with stripes of black, and around each eye a circlet of
bright yellow. His long, black hair was divided into
two braids, with a scalp-lock on top of the head. His
ears held great brass wire rings, full six inches in di-
ameter, and chains and bead necklaces were suspended
from his neck; armlets and bracelets of brass, to-
gether with a string of bears’ claws, completed his
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jewelry. He wore also leggings of deer skin, and a
. shirt of the same material, beautifully ornamented with
beads, and fringed with scalp-locks, that he claimed to
ave taken from his enemies, both red and white.
Qver his shoulders hung a great, bright-colored quilt,
that had been taken from our stores. He wore a
crown of eagle feathers on his head ; also a plume of
feathers depending from the back of the crown.

His horse, a noble-looking animal, was no less gor-
geously arrayed. His ears were pierced, like his mas-
ter’s, and his neck was encircled by a wreath of bears’
claws, taken from animals that the chief had slain.
Some bells and a human scalp hung from his mane,
forming together, thus arrayed, a museum of the tro--

phies of the old chief’s prowess on the war path, and
of skill in the chase.

When all was arranged, the chief mounted his horse
and rode on in triumph toward the village, highly
elated over the possession of his white captive, whom
he never looked back at or deigned to notice, except to
chastise on account of her slowness, which was una-
voidable, as I rode a jaded horse, and could not keep
pace.

The entire Indian village poured forth to meet us,
amid song and wild dancing, in the most enthusiastic
manner, flourishing flags and weapons of war in fren-
zied joy as we entered the village, which, stretched for -
miles along the banks of the strcam, resembled a vast
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military encampment, awith the wigwams covered with
white skins, like Sibley tents in shape and size, ranged
without regard to order, but facing one point of the
compass.

‘We penetrated through the irregular settlement for
over a mile, accompanied by the enthusiastic escort of
men, women, and children.

We rode in the center of a double column of Indlans
and directly in the rear of the chief, till we reached the

“door of his lodge, when several of his wives came out
to meet him. He had six, but the senior one remained
in the tent, while a younger one was absent with the
Farmer or Grosventre Indians. Their salutation is

' very much in the manner of the Mexicans; the women

‘crossed their arms on the chief’s breast, and smiled.

They met me in silence, but with looks of great
astonishment.

I got down as directed, and followed the chief into
the great lodge or tent, distinguished from the others
by its superior ornaments. It was decorated with
brilliantly colored porcupme quills and a terrible
_ fringe of human scalp-locks, taken in battle from the
Pawnees. {

On one side was depicted a representation of the
Good Spirit, rude in design, and daubed with colors.
On the other side was portrayed the figure of the spirit
of evil in like manner. The Indians believe in these
two deities and pay their homage to them. The first

.
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they consider as entirely benevolent and kind ; but the
second is full of vile tricks and wicked ways.

They fear him, and consider it only safe to propitiate
him occasionally by obedience to his evil will. This
may account for some of their worst ferocities, and ex-
plain that horrible brutality of nature which they so
often exhibit.

The senior wife, who had remained in the lodge, met
her husband with the same salutation as the others had
done. . '

I was shown a seat opposite the entrance on a buffalo
skin. The chief’s spoil was brought in for division by
his elderly spouse.

As it was spread out before them, the women
gathered admiringly round it, and proved their pecu-
liarities of taste; and love of finery had a counterpart
in these forest belles, as well defined as if they had been
city ladies. Eagerly they watched every new article
displayed, grunting their approval, until their senior
companion seized a piece of cloth, declaring that she
meant to retain it all for herself.

This occasioned dissatisfaction, which soon ripened
to rebellion among them, and they contended for a just
distribution of the goods. The elder matron, following
her illustrious husband’s plan in quelling such out-
breaks, caught her knife from her belt, sprang in among
them, vowing that she was the oldest and had the right
to govern, and threatening to kill every ome if there
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was the least objection offered to her decrees. I had so
hoped to find sympathy and pity among these artless
women of the forest, but instead, cowed and trembling,
I sat, scarcely daring to breathe.

The chief noticed my fear and shrinking posture,
and smiled. Then he rose, and made a speech, which
had its effect. The women became quiet. Presently
an invitation arrived for the chief to go to a feast, and -,
he rose to comply.

I followed his departing figure with regretful glances,

for, terrible as he and his men had been, the women

seemed still more formidable, and I feared to be left
alone with them, especially with tla hot temper and
ready knife of the elder squaw.

Great crowds of curious Indians came ﬂockmg in
to stare at me. The women brought their children.
Some of them, whose fair complexion astonished me,
I afterward learned were the offspring of fort mar-
riages.

One fair little boy, who, with his mother, had just
returned from Fort Laramie, came close to me. Find-
ing the squaw could speak a few words in English, I
addressed her, and was told, in reply to my questions,
that she had been the wife of a captain there, but that
his white wife arriving from the East, his Indian wife
was told to return to her people; she did so, taking her
child with her. The little boy was dressed completely
in military clothes, even to the stripe on his pantaloons,
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and was a very bright, attractive child of about four
years.

It was a very sad thought for me to realize that a
parent could part with such a child, committing it for-
ever to live in barbarous ignorance, and rove the woods
among savages with the impress of his own superior
race, so strongly mingled with his Indian origin. I
saw many other fair-faced little children, and heard the
sad story from their mothers, and was deeply pained to
see their pale, pinched features, as they cried for food
when there was none to be had ; and they are sometimes
cruelly treated by, the full-blooded and larger children
on account of their unfortunate birth.

Now that the question of property was decided be-
tween_the women of the chief’s family, they seemed
kindly disposed toward me, and one of them brought
me a dish of meat; many others followed her example,
even from the neighboring lodges, and really seemed to
pity me, and showed great evidences of compassion,
and tried to express their sympathy in signs, because I
had been torn from my own people, and compelled to
come such a long fatiguing journey, and examined me
all over and over again, and all about my dress, hands,
and feet particularly. Then, to their great surprise,
they discovered my bruised and almost broken limbs
that occurred when first taken, also from the fall of the
horse the first night of my captivity, and proceeded at
once to dress my wounds.
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T was just beginning to rejoice in the dawning kind-
ness that seemed to soften their swarthy faces, when a
messenger from the war chief arrived, accompanied by
a small party of young warriors sent to conduct me to
the chief’s presence. I did not at first comprehend the

) summons, and, as every fresh announcement only awak-
en&l new fears, I dreaded to comply, yet dared not
refuse. Seeing my hesitation, the senior wife allowed
a little daughter of the chief’s, whose name was Yellow
Bird, to accompany me, and I was then condugted to
several feasts, at each of which I was received with
kindness, and promised good will and protection. It
wis here that the chief himself first condescended to
speak kindly to me, and this and the companionsbip
of the child Yellow Bird, who seemed to approach me
with a trusting grace and freedom unlike the scared
shyness of Indian children generally, inspired hope.

The chief here told me that henceforth I could call
Yellow Bird my own, to take the place of my little
girl that had been killed. I did not at once compre-
hend all of his meaning, still it gave me some hope of
security.

When at nightfall we returned to the lodge, which,
they. told me, I must henceforth regard as home, I
found the elder women busily pounding a post into
the ground, and my fears were at once aroused, being
always ready to take alarm, and suggested to me that it
betokened some evil, On the contrary, it was simply
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some household arrangement of her own, for presently,
putting on a camp kettle, she built a fire, and caused
water to boil, and drew a tea, of which she gave me
a portion, assuring me that it would cure the tired
and weary feeling and secure me a good rest.

This proved true. Soon a deep drowsiness began to
steal over the weary captive. My bed of furs was
shown me. Yellow Bird was told to share my couch
with me, and from this time on she was my constant
attendant. I laid down, and the wife of the chief
tenderly removed my moccasins, and I slept sweetly—
the first true sleep I had enjoyed in many weary
nights, +

Before my eyes closed in slumber, my heart rose in
gratitude unspeakable to God for his great and im-
measurable mercy.

I readily adapted myself to my new position. The
chief’s three sisters shared the lodge with us.

The following day commenced my labors, and the
chief’s*wife seemed to feel a protecting interest in me.

The day of the 25th of July was observed by
continual feasting in honor of the safe return of the
braves. '

There was a large tent made by putting several
together, where all the chiefs, medicine-men, and great
warriors met for consultation and feasting. I was in-
vited to attend, and was given an elevated seat, while
the rest of the company all sat upon the ground, and
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mostly\ tross-legged, preparatory to the feast being
dealt out. :

In the center of the circle was erected, a flag-staff,
with many scalps, trophies, and ornaments fastened to
it. Near the foot of .the flag-staff were placed, in a
row on the ground, several large kettles, in which was
prepared the feast. Near the kettles on the ground,
also, were a number of wooden bowls, in which the
meat was to be served out. And inpfront, two or
three women, who were there placed as waiters, to light
the pipes for smoking, and also to deal out the food.

In these positions things stood, and all sat with
thousands climbing and crowding around for a peep at
me, as I appeared at the grand feast and council, when
at length the chief arose, in a very handsome costume,
and addressed the audience, and in his speech often
pointed to me. I could understand but little of his
meaning.

Several others also made speeches, that all sounded
the same to me. I sat trembling with fear at these
strange proceedings, fearing they were deliberating upon
a plan of putting me to some cruel death to finish their
amusement. It is impossible to describe my feelings
on that day, as I sat in the midst of those wild, savage
people. Soon a handsome pipe was lit and brought to
the chief to smoke. He took it, and after presenting
the stem tothe north, the south, the east, and the west,
and then to the sun that was over his head, uttered a

&
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few words, drew a few whiffs, then passed it around
through the whole group, who all smoked. This smok-
ing was conducted with the strictest adherence to exact
and established form, and the feast throughout was con-
ducted in the most positive silence.

The lids were raised from the kettles, which were all
filled with dog’s meat alone, it being well cooked and
made into a sort of stew. Fach guest had a large
wooden bowl placed before him, with a quantity of
dog’s flesh floating in a profusion of soup or rich gravy,
with a large spoon resting in the dish, made of buffalo
horn. .

In this most difficult and painful dilemma I sat,
witnessing the solemnity ; my dish was given me, and
the absolute necessity of eating it was painful to con-
template, I tasted it a few times after much urging,
and then resigned my dish, which was taken and
passed around with others to every part of the group,
who all ate heartily. In this way the feast ended,
and all retired silently and gradually, until the ground
was left to the waiters, who seemed to have charge of
it during the whole occasion.

The women signified to me that I should feel highly
honored by being called to feast with chiefs and great
warriors ; and seeing the spirit in which it was given,
I-could not but treat it respectfully, and receive it as a
very high and marked compliment.

- Since I witnessed it on this occasion, I have been
8
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honored with numerous entertainments of the kind,
and all conducted in the same solemn and impressive -
manner.

Asfaras I could see-and understand, I feel author-
ized to pronounce the dog-feast a ﬁaub' religious cere-
mony, wherein the superstxtlous Indian sees fit to sac-
rifice his faithful companion to bear testimony to the
sacredness of his vows of friendship for the Great
Spirit. He ?ways offers up a portion of the meat to -
his deity, thén puts it on the ground'to remind him
of the sacrifice and solemnity of the offering.

The dog, among all Indian tribes, is more esteemed
and more valued than among any part of the civilized
world. The Indian has more time to devote to lis

company, and his untutored mind meore nearly assim-
ilates to the nature of his faithful servant.

The flesh of these dogs, though apparently relished
by the Indians, is undoubtedly inferior to venison
and buffalo meat, of which feasts are conétantly, made,
where friends are invited, as they are in civilized so-
ciety, to a pleasant and convivial party; from which
fact alone, it would seem clear that they have some ex-
traordinary motive, at all events, for feasting on the

. flesh of that useful and faithful animal, even when as
in the instance I have been describing.

Their village was well supplied with fresh and dried
meat of the buffalo and deer. The dog-feast is given,
I believe, by all tribes of America, and by them all,

-

-
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I think, this faithful animal, as well as ‘the horse, is
sacrificed, in several different ways, to appease offended
spirits or deities, whom it is considered necessary that
they should conciliate in this way, and when done, is
invariably done by giving the best in the herd or the
- kennel.

That night was spent in dancing. Wild and furious
‘all seemed to me. I was led into the center of the
circle, and assigned the painful duty of holding above
my head human scalps fastened to a little pole. The
dance was kept up until near morning, when all -
repaired to their respective lodges. The three kind
sisters of the chief were there to convey me to mine.
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CHAPTER IX.

PREPARATIONS FOR BATTLE—AN INDIAN VILLAGE ON THE MOVE—
SCALP DANCE—A HORRIBLE SCENE OF SAVAGE EXULTATION—
COMPELLED TO JOIN THE ORGIES—A CAUSE OF INDIAN HOSTILITY—
ANOTHER BATTLE WITH THE WHITE TROOPS—BURIAL OF AN IN-
DIAN .BOY—A HASTY RETREAT—MADE TO ACT AS SURGEON OF THE
WOUNDED—MAUVE TERRE, OR BAD LANDS.

THE next morning the whole village was in motion.
The warriors were going to battle against a white en-
emy, they . said, and old men, women, and children
were sent out in another direction to a place of safety,
as designated by the chief. Every thing was soon
moving. With the rapidity of custom the tent-poles
were lowered and the tents rolled up. The cooking
utensils were put together, and laid on ](:ross-beams
connecting the lower ends of the poles as they trail
the ground from the horses’ sides, to which they are
attached. Dogs, too, are made useful in this exodus,
and started off, with smaller burdens dragging after
them, in the same manner that horses are packed.

The whole village was in commotion, children
screaming or laughing; dogs barking or growling
under their heavy burdens; squaws running hither
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and thither, pulling down tipi-poles, packing up
every thing, and leading horses and dogs with huge
burdens.

. The small children are placed in sacks of buffalo ~
skin and hung upon saddles or their mothers’ backs.
The wrapped up lodges, which are secured by thongs,
are fastened to the poles on the horses’ backs, together
with sundry other articles of domestic use, and upon
these are seated women and children. To guide the
horse a woman goes before, holding the bridle, carry-
ing on her back a load nearly as large as the horse
carries. 'Women and children are sometimes mounted
upon horses, holding in their arms every variety of
plunder, sometimes little dogs and other forlorn and
hungry looking pets. In this unsightly manner, some-
times two or three thousand families are transported
many miles at the same migration, and, all being in
motion at the same time, the cavaleade extends for a
great distance.

The men and boys are not so unsightly in their ap-
pearance, being mounted upon good horses and the
best Indian ponies, riding in groups, leaving the
women and children to trudge along Wlth the bur-
dened horses and dogs.

The number and utility of these faithful dogs is
sometimes astonishing, as they .count hundreds, each
bearing a portion of the general household goods.
Two poles, about ten or twelve feet long, are attached

o
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to the shoulders of a dog, leaving one end of each
dragging upon the ground. On these poles a small
burden is carried, and with it the faithful canine jogs
along, looking neither to the right nor to the left, but
apparently intent upon reaching the end of his jour-
ney. These faithful creatures are under the charge of
women and children, and their pace is occasionally en-
couraged with admonitions in the form of vigorous
and zealous use of whips applied to their limbs and
sides. It was quite painful to me to see these poor
animals, thus taken from their natural avocation, and
forced to a slavish life of labor, and compelled to
travel along with their burdens; yet, when this change
has been made, they become worthless as hunters, or
watchers, and even for the purpose of barking, being
reduced, instead, to beasts of burden. It was not un-
common to see a great wolfish-looking dog moodily
jogging along with a lot of cooking utensils on one
side, and on the other a crying papoose for a balance,
while bis sulking companion teils on, supporting upon
his back a quarter of antelope or elk, and is followed
by an old woman, or some children, who keep at bay
all refractory dogs who.run loose, occasionally showing
their superiority by snapping and snarling at their
more unfortunate companions. .

This train was immensely large, nearly the whole
Sioux nation having concentrated there for the pur-
pose of war.” The chief’s sisters brought me a horse

.
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saddled, told me to mount, and accompany the already
mdving column, that seemed to be spreading far over
the hills to the northward. We toiled on all day. Late
in the afternoon we arrived at the ground of encamp-
ment, and rested for further orders from the warriors,
who had gone to battle and would join us there.

I had no means of informing myself at that time
with whom the war was raging, but afterward learned
that General Sully’s army was pursuing the Sioux,
and that the engagement was with his men.

In three days the ‘Indians returned to camp, and
entered on a course of feasting and rejoicing, that
caused me to believe that they had suffered very little
- loss in the affray.

They passed their day of rest in'this sort of enter-
tainment; and here I first saw the scalp dance, which
ceremonial did not increase my respect or confidence
in the tender mercies of my captors.

This performance is only gone through at night and
by the light of torches, consequently its terrible char-
acteristics are heightened by the fantashc gleams of
the lighted brands.

The women, too, took part in the dance, and I was
forced to mingle in the fearful festivity, painted and
dressed for the occasion, and holding a staff from the
top of which hung several scalps.

The braves came vauntingly forth, with the most
extravagant boasts of their wonderful prowess and
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courage in war, at the same time brandishing weapons
in their hands with the most fearful contortions and
. threatenings.

A number of young women came with them, carry-
ing the trophies of their friends, which they hold aloft,
while the warriors jump around in a circle, brandish-
ing their weapons, and whooping and yelling the fear-
ful war-cry in a most frightful manner, all jumping
upon both feet at the same time, with simultaneous
stamping and motions with their weapons, keeping ex-
act time. Their gestures impress one as if they were
actually cutting and carving each other to pieces as
they utter their fearful, sharp yell. They become
furious as they grow more excited, until their faces are
distorted to the utmost; their glaring eyes protrude
with a fiendish, indescribable appearance, while they
grind their teeth, and try to imitate the hissing, gurg-
ling sound of death in battle. Furious and faster
grows the stamping, until the sight is more like a
picture of fiends in a carnival of battle than any thing
else to which the war-dance can be compared.

No description can fully convey the terrible sight in
all its fearful barbarity, as the bloody trophies of their
victory are brandished aloft in the light of the flickering
blaze, and their distorted forms were half concealed by
darkness. The object for which the scalp is taken is ex-
ultation and proof of valor and success. My pen is pow-
erless to portray my feelings during this terrible scene.
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This country seemed scarred by countless trails,
where the Indian ponies have dragged lodge-poles, in
their change of habitations or hunting. The antip-
athy of the Indian to its occupation or invasion by the
wl ite man is very intense and bitter. The felling of
timber, or killing of buffalo, or traveling of a train,
or any signs of permanent possession by the white
man excites deadly hostility. It is their last hope ; if
they yield and give up this, they will have to die or
ever after be governed by the white man’s laws; cen-
sequently they lose no opportunity to kill or steal from
and harass the whites when they can do so.

The game still clings to its favorite haunts, and the
Indian must press upon the steps of the white man or
lose all hope of independence. Herds of elk proudly
stand with erect antlers, as if charmed by music, or as
if curious to understand this strange inroad upon their
long-secluded parks of pleasure; the mountain sheep
look down from belting crags that skirt the perpendic-
ular northern face of the mountains, and yield no rival
of their charms or excellence for food. The black and
white-tail deer and antelope are ever present, while the
hare and the rabbit, the sage hen, and the prairie-
chicken are nearly trodden down before they yiad to
the intrusion of the stranger.

Brants, wild geese, and ducks multlply and people
the waters of beautiful lakes, and are found in many

of the streams. The grizzly and cinnamon bears are
9
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often killed and give up their rich material for the
hunter’s profit; and the buffalo, in numberless herds,
with tens of thousands in a herd, sweep back and
forth, filling the valley as far as the eye can reach, and
adding their value to the red man both for food, hab-
itation, fuel, and clothing. The Big Horn River,
and mountains and streams beyond, are plentifully
_ supplied with various kinds of fish. The country
seems to be filled with wolves, which pierce the night
air with their howls, but, like the beavers whose dams
incumber all the smaller streams, and the otter, are
forced to yield their nice coats for the Indian as well
as white man’s luxury.

The Indians felt that the proximity of the troops
and their inroads through their best hunting-grounds
would prove disastrous to them and their future hopes
of prosperity, and soon again they were making prep-
arations for battle; and again, on the 8th of August,
the warrigrs set forth on the war-path, and this time
the “action seemed to draw ominously near our en-
campment.

An Indian boy died the night before, and was buried
rather hastily in the morning. The body was wrapped
in some window curtains that once draped my windows
at Geneva. There was also a red blanket and many
beads and trinkets deposited on an elevated platform,
with the moldering remains, and the bereaved mother
and relatives left the lonely spot with loud lamenta-
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tions.. There seemed to be great commotion and great
anxiety in the movements of the Indians, and presently
I could hear the sound of battle; and the echoes, that
came back to me from the reports of the guns in the
distant hills, warned me of the near approach of my
own people, and my heart became a prey to wildly
conflicting emotions, as they hurried on in great des-
peration, and even forbid me turning my head and
looking in the direction of the battle. Once I broke
the rule and was severely punished for it. They
kept their eyes upon me, and were very cross and
unkind.

Panting for rescue, yet fearing for its accomplish-
ment, I passed the day. The smoke of action now
rose over the hills beyond. The Indians now realized
their danger, and hurried on in great consternation.

General Sully’s soldiers appeared in close proximity,
and I could see them charging on the Indians, who,
according to their habits of warfare, skulked behind
trees, sending their bullets and arrows vigorously for-
ward into the enemy’s ranks. I was kept in advance
of the moving column of women and children, who
were hurrying on, crying and famishing for water,
trying to keep out of the line of firing.

It was late at night before we stopped our pace,
when at length we reached the lofty banks of a noble
river, but it was some time before they could find a
break in the rocky shores which enabled us to reach
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the water and enjoy the delicious draught, in which -
luxury the panting horses gladly participated.

‘We had traveled far and fast all day long, without .
cessation, through clouds of smoke and dust, parched.
by a scorching sun. My face was blistered from the
burning rays, as I had been compelled to go with
my head uncovered, after the fashion of all Indian
women. Had not had a drop of water during the
whole day. '

Reluctant to leave the long-desired acquisition, they
all lay down under the tall willows, close to the stream,
and slept the sleep of the weary. The horses lingered
near, nipping the tender blades of grass that sparsely
bordered the stream.

It was not until next morning that I thought of
how they should cross the river, which I suppose to
have been the Missouri. It was not very wide, but
confined between steep banks; it seemed to be deep
and quite rapid ; they did not risk swimming at that
place, to my joy, but went further down and all plunged
in and swam across, leading my horse. I was very
much frightened, and cried to Heaven for mercy. On
that morning we entered a gorge, a perfect mass of
huge fragments which had fallen from the mountains
above; they led my horse and followed each other
closely, and with-as much speed as possible, as we were
still pursued by the troops. During the day some two
or three warriors were brought in wounded. I was
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called to see them, and assist in dressing their wounds.
This being my first experience of the kind, I was at
some loss to know what was best to do; but, seeing in
it a good opportunity to raise in their estimation, I en-
deavored to impress them with an air of my superior
knowledge of surgery, and as nurse, or medicine
woman. I felt now, from their motions and meaning
glances, that my life was not safe, since we were so
closely pursued over this terrible barren country.

My feelings, all this time, can not be described, when
I could hear the sound of the big guns, as the Indians
term cannon. I felt that the soldiers had surely come
for me and would overtake us, and my heart bounded
with joy at the very thought of deliverance, but sunk
proportionately when they came to me, bearing their
trophies, reeking- scalps, soldiers’ uniforms, covered
with blood, which told its sad story to my aching heart.
One day I might be cheered by strong hope of approach-
ing relief, then again would have such assurance of my
- cnemies’ success as would sink me correspondingly low
in despair. For some reason deception seemed to be
their peculiar delight ; whether they did it to gratify an
insatiable thirst for revenge in themselves, or to keep
me more reconciled, more willing and patient to abide,
was something I could not determine.

The feelings occasioned by my disappointment in
their success can be better imagined than described,
but imagination, even in her most extravagant flights,
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can but poorly picture the horrors that met my view
during these running flights. .

My constant experience was hope deferred that
maketh the heart sick. It was most tantalizing. and
painful to my spirit to be so near our forces and the
flag of liberty, and yet a prisoner and helpless.

On, and still on, we were forced to fly to a place
known among them as the Bad Lands, a seetion
of country so wildly desolate and barren as to induce
the belieT that its present appearance is the effect of
voleanic action.

Great bowlders of blasted rock are piled scattering
round, and hard, dry sand interspersed among the
crevices.

Every thing has a ruined look, as if vegetation and
life had formerly existed there, but had been suddenly
interrupted by some violent commotion of nature. A
terrible blight, like the fulfilling of an ancient curse,
darkens the surface of the gloomy landscape, and the
desolate, ruinous scene might well represent the entrance
to the infernal shades described by classic writers.

A choking wind, with sand, blows continually, and
fills the air with dry and blinding dust. 4

The water is sluggish and dark, and apparently life-
destroying in its action, since all that lies around its
moistened limits has assumed the form of petrifaction.
Rocks though they now seemed, they had formerly held
life, both aniraal and vegetable, and" their change will
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furnish a subject of interesting speculation to enter-
prising men of science, who penetrate those mournful
shades to discover toads, snakes, birds, and a variety
. of insects, together with plants, trees, and many curiosi-
ties, all petrified and having the appearance of stone.
I was startled by the strange and woyderful sights,

The terrible scarcity of water ax'i%?:rass urged us for-
ward, and General Sully’s army in the rear gave us no
rest. The following day or two we were driven so far
northward, and became so imminently imperiled by the
pursuing forces, that they were obliged to leave all their
earthly effects behind them, and swim the Yellow Stone
River for life. By this time the ponies were completely
famished for want of food and water, so jaded that it
was with great difficulty and hard blows that we could
urge them on at all.

When Indians are pursued closely, they evince a
desperate and reckless desire to save themselves, with-
out regard to property or provisions.

They throw away every thing that will impede
flight, and all natural instinct seems lost in fear. We
had left, in our compulsory haste, immense quantities
of plunder, even lodges standing, which proved imme-
diate help, but in the end a terrible loss.

General Sully with his whole troop stopped to de-
stroy the property, thus giving us an opportunity to
escape, which saved us from falling into his hands, as
otherwise we inevitably would have done.
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One day was consumed in collecting and burning
the Indian lodges, blankets, provisions, etc., and that
day was used advantageously in getting beyond his
reach. They travel constantly in time of war, ranging
over vast tracts of country, and prosecuting their
lattles, or skirmishes, with a quiet determination un-
known to the whites.

A few days’ pursuit after Indians is generally enough
to wear and tire out the ardor of the white man, as it
is almost impossible to pursue them through their own
country with wagons and supplies for the army, and
it is very difficult for American horses to traverse the
barren, rugged mountain passes, the Indians having
ewery advantage in their own country, and using their
own mode of warfare. The weary soldiers return dis-
heartened by often losing dear” comrades, and leaving
them in a lonely grave on the plain, dissatisfied with
enly scattermg their red foes.

But the weary savages rest during these intervals,
of'tén sending the friendly Indians, as they are called
and believed to be, who are recewed in that character
in the forts, and change it for a hostile one, as soon as
they reach the hills, to get supplies of ammunition and
food with which . they refresh themselves and prosecute
the war.

After the attack of General Sully was over an In-
dian came to me with a letter to read, which he had
taken from a soldier -\zho was killed by him, and the
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letter had been found in his pocket. The letter stated
that the topographical engineer was killed, and that
General Sully’s men had caught the red devils and cut
their heads off, and stuck them up on poles. The .
soldier had written a friendly and kind letter to Lis
people, but, ere it was mailed, he was numbered with
the dead.
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CHAPTER X,

MOURNING FOR THE SLAIN—THREATENED WITH DEATH AT THE FIERY
STAKE—SAVED BY A SPEECH FROM OTTAWA~—STARVING CONDITION
-OF THE INDIANS.,

As soon as we were safe, and General Sully pursued
us no longer, the warriors returned home, and a scene
of terrible mourning over the killed ensued among the
women. Their cries are terribly wild and distressing,
on such occasions; and the near relations of the de-
ceased indulge in frantic expressions of grief that can
not be described. Sometimes the practice of cutting
the flesh is carried to a horrible and barbarous extent.
They inflict gashes on their bodies and limbs an inch
in length. Some cut off their hair, blacken their faces,
and march through the village in procession, torturing
their bodies to add vigor to their lamentations.

Hunger followed on the track of grief; all their food
was gone, and there was no game in that portion of
the country.

In our flight they scattered every thing, and the
country through which we passed for the following two
weeks did not-yield enough to arrest starvation. The




AMONG THE SIOUX INDIANS. 107

Indians were terribly enraged, and threatened me with
death almost hourly, and in every form.

I had so hoped for liberty when my friends were
near; but alas! all my fond hopes were blasted. The
Indians told me that the army was going in another
direction. _

They seemed to have sustained a greater loss than I
had been made aware of, which made them feel very-
revengeful toward me. ,

e next morning I could see that something un-

\@ was about to happen. Notwithstanding the early

hour, the sun scarcely appearing above the horizon,

" the principal chiefs and warriors were assembled in

council, where, judging from the grave and reflective

expression of their countenances, they were about to
discuss some serious question.

I had reason for apprehension, from their unfriendly
manner toward me, and feared for the penalty I might
soon have to pay.

Soon they sent an Indian to me, who asked me if I .
was ready to die—to be burned at the stake. I told -
him whenever Wakon-Tonka (the Great Spirit) was
ready, he would call for me, and then I would be ready
and willing to go. He said that he had been sent
from the council to warn me, that it had become
necessary to put me to death, on account of my white
brothers killing so many of their young men recently.
He repeated that they were not cruel for the pleasure
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of being s0; necessity is their first Jaw, and he and the
wise chiefs, faithful to their hatred for the white race,
were in haste to satisfy their thirst for vengeance; and,
further, that the interest of their nation required it.

As soon as the chiefs were assembled around the
council fire, the pipe-carrier entered the circle, holding
in his hand the pipe ready lighted. Bowing to the
four cardinal points, he uttered a short prayer, or in-
vocation, and then presented the pipe to the old chief,
Ottawa, but retained the bowl in his hand. When all
the chiefs and men had smoked, one after the other,
the pipe-bearer emptied the ashes into the fire, saying,
“Chiefs of the great Dakota nation, Wakon-Tonka
give you wisdom, so that whatever be your determi-
nation, it may be conformable to justice.” Then, after
bowing respectfully, he retired.

A moment of silence followed, in which every one
seemed to be meditating seriously upon the words that
had just been spoken. At length onme of the most
aged of the chiefs, whose body was furrowed with the
scars of innumerable wounds, and who enjoyed among
his people a reputation for great wisdom, arose.

Said he, “The pale faces, our eternal persecutors,
pursue and harass us without intermission, forcing us to
abandon to them, one by one, our best hunting grounds,
and we are compelled to seek a refuge in the depths
of these Bad Lands, like timid deer. Many of them
even dare to come into prairies which belong-to us,
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to trap beaver, and hunt elk and buffalo, which are
our property. These faithless creatures, the outcasts
of their own people, rob and kill us when they can.
Is it just that we should suffer these wrongs without
complaining? Shall we allow ourselves to be slaugh-
tered like timid Assinneboines, without seking to avenge
ourselves? Does not the law of the Dakotas say,
Justice to our own nation, and death to all pale faces?
Let my brothers say if that is just,” pointing to the
stake that was being prepared for me.

“ Vengeance is allowable,” sententiously remarked
Mahpeah (The Sky).

Another old chief, Ottawa, arose and said, “It is
the undoubted right of the weak and oppressed; and
yet it ought to be proportioned to the injury re-
ceived. Then why should we put thisfyoung, innocent
woman to death? Has she not always been kind to
us, smiled upon us, and sang for us? Do not all our
children love her as a tender sister? Why, then,
should we -put her to so cruel a death for the crimes
of others, if they are of her nation? Why should we
_ punish the innocent for the guilty 27

I looked to Heaven for mercy and protection, offer-
ing up those earnest prayers that are never offered in
vain; and oh! how thankful I was when I knew their
decision was to spare my life. Though terrible were
my surroundings, life always became sweet to me,

when T felt that I was about to part with it.
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A terrible time ensued, and many dogs, and horses,
even, died of starvation. Their bodies were eaten im-
mediately ; and the slow but constant march was daily
kept up, in hope of game and better facilities for fish
and fruit.

Many days in succession I tasted no food, save what
I could gather on my way; a few rose leaves and
blossoms was all I could find, except the grass I would
gather and chew, for nourishment. Fear, fatigue, and
long-continued abstinence were wearing heavily on my
already shattered frame. Women and children were
crying for food ; it was a painful sight to witness their
sufferings, with no means of alleviating them, and no
hope of relief save by- traveling and hunting. We
had no shelter save the canopy of heaven, and no
alternative but to travel on, and at night lie down on
the cold, damp ground, for a resting place.

If I could but present to my readers a truthful pic-
ture of that Indian home at that time, with all its
sorrowful accompaniments! .- They are certainly en-
graved upon faithful memory, to last forever; but no
touch of pen could give any semblance of the realities
to another.

‘What exhibitions of their pride and passion I have
seen; what ideas of their intelligence and humanity I
have been compelled to form ; what manifestations of
their power and ability to govern had been thrust
upon me. The treatment received was not such as
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to enhance in any wise a woman’s admiration for the
so-called noble red man, but rather to make one pray
to be delivered from their power. :
Compelled to travel many days in succession, and

to experience the gnawings of hunger without miti-
gation, every day had its share of toil and fear. Yet
while my temporal wants were thus poorly sul;plied, I
was not wholly denied spiritual food. It was a blessed
consolation that no earthly foe could interrupt my
communion with the heavenly world. In my mid-
night, wakeful hours, I was visited with many bright
visions.

He walks with thee, that angel kind,

And gently whispers, be resigned ;

Bear up, bear on, the end shall tell,

The dear Lord ordereth all things well.
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CHAPTER XI.

MEET ANOTHER WHITE FEMALE CAPTIVE—SAD STORY OF MARY BOYEAU
—A CHILD ROAS:I‘ED AND ITS BRAINS DASHED OUT-—MURDER 01.7
MRS. FLETCBEB—F.[VE CHILDREN SLAUGHTERED—FATE OF THEIR
MOTHER. ‘ :

It was about this time that (Ihad the sorrowful sat-
isfaction of meeting with a victim of Indian cruelty,
whose fate was even sadder than mine.

It was a part of my labor to carry water from the

stream at which we camped, and, awakened for that
purpose, I arose and hurried out one morning. before
the day had yet dawned clearly, leaving the Indians-
still in their blankets, and the village very quiet.

In the woods beyond I heard the retiring howl of
the wolf, the shrill shriek of the bird of prey, as it
was sweeping down on the unburied carcass of some
poor, murdered traveler, and the desolation of my life
and its Surroundings filled my heart with dread and
gloom.

I was so reduced in strength and spirit, that nothing
but the dread of the scalping-knife urged my feet from
task to task; and now, returning toward the tipi,
with my heavy bucket, I was startled to behold a fair-

4
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faced, beautiful young girl sitting there, dejected and
worn, like myself, but bearing the marks of loveliness
and refinement, despite her neglected covering.

‘Almost doubting my reason, for I had become un-
settled in my self-reliance, and even sanity, I feared to
address her, but stood spell-bound, gazing in her sad_~
brown eyes and drooping, pallid face.

The chief stood near the entrance of the tipi, enjoy-
ing the cool morning air, and watching the interview
with amusement. He offered me a book, which chanced
to be one of the Willson’s readers, stolen from our
wagons, and bade me show it to the stranger.

I approached the girl, who instantly held out her
hand, and said: “ What book is that?”

The sound of my own language, spoken by one of
my own people, was too much for me, and I sank to
the ground by the side of the stranger, and, endeavor-
ing to clasp her in my arms, became insensible.

A kindly squaw, who was in sight, must have been
touched by our helpless sorrow ; for, when recovering,
she was sprinkling my face with water from the bucket,
and regarding me with looks of interest.

Of course, we realized that this chance interview
would be short, and, perhaps, the last that we would
be able to enjoy, and, while my companion covered her
face and wept, I told my name and the main incidents
of my capture; and I dreaded to recall the possible
fate of my Mary, lest I should rouse the terribale feel-
10 :

&
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ings I was trying to keep in subjection as my only hope
of preserving reason.

The young girl responded to my confidence by
giving her own story, which she related to.me as fol-
lows: / -

“ My name is Mary Boyeau; these people call me
Madee. I have been among them since the massacre
in Minnesota, and am now in my sixteenth' year.
My parents were of French descent, but we lived
in the State of New York, until my father, in pur-
suance of his peculiar passion for the life of a nat-
uralist and a man of science, sold our eastern home,
and came to live on the shores of Spirit Lake, Min-}

_nesota. '

“ The Indians had watched about our place, and re-
garded what they had seen of my father’s chemical ap-
paratus with awe and fear. Perhaps they suspected
him of working evil charms in his laboratory, or held
his magnets, microscopes, and curiously-shaped tubes
in superstitious aversion.

“J can not tell ; I only know that we were among
the first victims of the massacre, and that all my fam-

* ily were murdered except myself, and, I fear, one
younger sister.” ,

“You fear!” said I. ‘Do you not hope that she
escaped 2 ”

The poor girl shook her head. ¢ From a life like
mine death is an escape,” she said, bitterly. -
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“Oh! it is fearful! and a sin to rush unbidden into
God’s presence, but I can not live through another
frightful winter.

“No, I must and will die if no relief comes to me.
For a year these people regarded me as a cfrﬂd and
then a young man of their tribe gave a horse for me,
and carried me to his tipi as his wife.”

“Do you love your husband ? ” I asked.

A look, bitter and revengefu], gleamed from her
eyes.

“ Love a savage, who bought<me to be a drudge and
slave!” she repeated. “No! I hate him as I hate all
that belong to this fearful bondage. He has another
wife and a child. Thank God!” she added, with a
shudder, “ that I am not a mother!”

Misery and the consciousness of her own degraded
life seemed to have made this poor young creature des-
perate; and, looking at her toil-worn hands and scarred
arms, I saw the signs of abuse and cruelty; her feet,
too, were bare, and fearfully bruised and travel-iarked.

“Does he ill treat you ?” I inquired.

“His wife does,” she answered. “I am forced to
do all manner, of slavish work, and when my strength
fuils, I am urged on by blows. Oh! I do so fearfully
dread the chilling winters, without proper food or
clothing; and I long to lie down and die, if God’s
mercy will only permit me to escape from this hope-
less imprisonment. I have nothing to expect now. I
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did once look forward to release, but that is all gone.
I strove to go with the others, who were ransomed at
Fort Pierre, and Mrs. Wright plead for me with all
her heart; but the man who bought me would not
give me up, and my prayers were useless.

“ Mr. Dupuy, a Frenchman, who brought a wagon
for the redeemed women and children, did not offer
enough for me; and when another man offered a horse
my captor would not receive it.

“There were many prisoners that I did not see in

the village, but I am left alone. The Yanktons, who
hold me, are friendly by pretense, and go to the agencies
for supplies and annuities, but at heart they are bitterly
hostile. They assert that, if they did not murder and
steal, the Father at Washington would forget them;
‘and now they receive presents and supplies to keep
them in check, which they delight in taking, and
deceiving the officers as to their share in the out-
breaks.”

Her dread of soldicrs was such that she had never
attempted to escape, nor did she seem to think it possi-
ble to get away from her present life, so deep was the
despair into which long-continued suffering had plunged
her. -

Sad as my condition was, I could not but pity poor
Mary’s worse fate. The unwilling wife of a brutal
savage, and subject to all the petty malice of a scarcely
less brutal squaygy there could be no gleam of sunshine

-

L
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in her future prospects. True, I was, like her, a cap-
tive, torn from home and friends, and subject to harsh
treatment, but no such personal indignity had fallen to
my lot.

When Mary was first taken, she saw many terrible
things, which she related to me, among which was the
following : ‘

One day, the Indians went into-a house where they
found a woman making bread. Her infant child lay
in the cradle, unconscious of its fate. Snatching it
from its little bed they thrust it into the heated oven,
its screams torturing the wretched mother, who was
immediately after stabbed and cut in many pieces.

Taking the suffering little creature from the oven,
they then dashed out its brains against the walls of the
house.

One day, on their journey, they came to a narrow
but deep stream of water. Some of the prisoners, and
nearly all of the Indians, crossed on horseback, while
a few crossed on logs, which had been cut down by the
beaver. A . lady (by name Mrs. Fletcher, I believe),
who was in delicate health, fell into the water with her
heavy burden, unable, on account of her condition, to
cross, and was shot by the Indians, her lifeless body
soon disappearing from sight. She also told me of a
white man having Heen killed a few days previous, and
a large sum of money taken from him, which would
be exchanged for articles used among the Indians
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when they next visited the Red River or British Pos-
sessions. They went, she told me, two or three times
a year, taking American horses, valuables, etc., which
they had stolen from the whites, and exchanging them
for amunition, powder, arrow. points, and provisions.

Before they reached the Missouri River they killed
five of Mrs. Dooley’s children, one of which was left
on the ground in a place where the distracted mother
had to pass' daily in carrying water from the river;
and when they left the camp the body remained un-
buried. So terrible were the sufferings of this heart-
broken mother, that, when she arrived in safety among
the whites, her reason was dethroned, and I was told
that she was sent to the lunatic asylum, where her dis-
tracted husband soon followed.

Mary wished that we might be together, but knew
that it would be useless to ask, as it would not be
granted.

I gave her my little book and half of my pencil,
which she was glad to receive. I wrote her name in
the book, together with mine, encouraging her with .
every kind word and hope of the future. She could”
read and write, and understood the Indian language
thoroughly.

The book had been taken from our wagon, and I
had endeavored to teach the Indians from it, for it
contained several stories; so it made the Indians very
angry to have me part with it.
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For bours I had sat with the book in my hands,
showing them the pictures and explaining their mean-
ing, which interested them greatly, and which helped
pass away and relieve the monotony of the days of
captivity which I was enduring. Moreover, it in-
spired them with a degree of respect and veneration
for me when engaged in the task, which was not only
pleasant, but a great comfort. It was by this means
they discovered my usefulness in writing letters and
reading for them. “ .

I found them apt pupils, willing to learn, and they
learned easily and rapidly. Their memory is very
retentive—unusually good.
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CHAPTER XII.

FIRST INTIMATION OF MY LITTLE MARY'S FATE—DESPAIR AND DELI-
RIUM—A SHOWER OF GRASSHOPPERS—A FEAST AND A FIGHT—
AN ENRAGED S8QUAW—THE CHIEF WOUNDED.

OXE day, as I was pursuing what seemed to me an
endless journey, an Indian rode up beside me, whom I
did not remember to have seen before.

At his saddle hung a bright and well-known little
shawl, and from the other side was suspended a childs
scalp of long, fair hair.

As my eyes rested on the frightful sight, I trembled
in my saddle and grasped the air for support. A
blood-red cloud seemed to come between me and the
outer world, and I realized that innocent victim’s dying
agonies.

The torture was too great to be endured—a mereciful
insensibility interposed between me and madness.

I dropped from the saddle as if dead, and rolled upon
the ground at the horse’s feet. :

When I recovered, I was clinging to a squaw, who,
with looks of astonishment and alarm, was vainly
endeavoring to extricate herself from my clutches.
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With returning consciousness, I raised my éyes to
the fearful sight that had almost deprived me of reason;
it was gone.

The Indian had suspected the cause of my emotion,
and removed it out of sight.

They placed me in the saddle once more, and not
being able to control the horrible misery I felt, I pro-
tested wildly against their touch, imploring them to
kill me, and frantically inviting the death I had before
feared and avoided. :

When they camped, I had not the power or reasoh
to seek my own tent, but fell down in the sun, where
the chief found me lying. He had been out at the
head of a scouting party, and knew nothing of my
sufferings.

Instantly approaching me, he inquired who had mis-
used me. I replied, “No one. I want to see my dear
mother, my poor mother, who loves me, and pines for
her unhappy child.”

I had found, by experience, that the only grief with
which this red nation had any sympathy was the sor-
row one might feel for a separation from a mother, and
even the chief seemed to recognize the propriety of
such emotion. ,

On this account I feigned to be grieving solely for
my dear widowed mother, and was treated with more
consideration than I had dared to expect.

Leaving me for a few moments, he returned, bring-
11
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ing me some ripe wild plums, which were deliciously
cooling to my fever-parched lips.

Hunger and thirst, sorrow and fear, with unusual
fatigue and labor, had weakened me in mind and body,
so that, after trying to realize the frightful vision that
had almost deprived me of my senses, I began to
waver in my knowledge of it, and half determined
that it was a hideous phantom, like.many another that
had tortured my lonely hours.

I tried to dismiss the awful dream from remem-
brance, particularly as the days that followed found me
ill and delirious, and it was some time before I was
able to recall events clearly.

About this time there was another battle; and many

having already sank under the united misery of hunger
and fatigue, the camp was gloomy and hopeless in the
extreme.

The Indians discovered my skill in dressing wounds,
and I was called immediately to the relief of the
wounded brought into camp.

The fight had lasted three days, and, from the im-
moderate lamentations, I supposed many had fallen,
but could form no idea of the loss.

Except when encamped for rest, the tribe pursued
their wanderings constantly; sometimes flying before
the enemy, at others endeavoring to elude them.

I kept the record of time, as it passed with the
savages, as well as I was able, and, with the excep-
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. tion of a few days lost, during temporary delirium
and fever at two separate times, and which I en-
deavored to supply by careful inquiry, I missed no
count of the rising or setting sun, and knew dates
almost as well as if I had been in the heart of civ-
ilization.

One very hot ;1a'y, a dark cloud seemed suddenly to

pass before the sun and threaten a great storm. The
wind rose, and the cloud became still darker, until the
light of day was almost obscured.
A few drops sprinkled the earth, and, then, in a
heavy, blinding, and apparently inexhaustible shower,
fell a countless swarm of grasshoppers, covering every
thilig and rendering the air almost black by their
descent.

It is impossible to convey an idea of their extent;
they seemed to rival Pharaoh’s locusts in number, and
no doubt would have.done damage to the food of the

.savages had they not fallen victims themselves to their
keen appetites.
"~ To catch them, large holes are dug in the ground,
which are heated by fires. Into these apertures the
insects are then driven, and, the fires having been
removed, the heated earth bakes them.
They are considered good food, and were greedily
devoured by the famishing Sieux. Altjough the
grasshoppers only remained two days, and went 3s sud-

denly as they had come, the Indians seemed refreshed
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by feasting on such small game, and continued to
move forward.

Halting one day to rest beside good grater, I busily
engaged myself in the chief’s tipi, or lodge. I had
-grown so weak that motion of any kind was exhaust-
ing to me, and I could scarcely walk. I felt that I
must soon die of starvation and sorrow, and life had
ceased to be dear to me. ..

Mechanically I tried to fulfill my tasks; so as to
secure the continued protection of the old squaw, who,
when not incensed by passion, was not devoid of
kindness.

My strength failed me, and I could not carry out
my wishes, and almost fell as I tried to move around.

~ This met with disapprobation; and, better fed than
myself, she could not sympathize with my want of
strength. She became cross, and left the lodge, threat-
ening me with her vengeance.

Presently an Indian woman, who pitied me, ran into
the tipi in great haste, saying that her husband had
got some deer meat, and she had cooked it for a feast,
and begged me to share it. As she spoke, she drew me
toward her tent, and, hungry and fainting, I readily
followed. .

The chief saw us go, and, not disdaining a good din-
ner, he followed. The old squaw came flying into the
lodge like an enraged fury, flourishing her knife, and
vowing she would kill me. '
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I arose immediately and fled, the squaw pursuing
me. The chxef attempted to interfere, but her rage
- was too great and he struck her, at which she sprang
like an infuriated tiger upon him, stabbing him in sev-
eral places. )

Her brother, who at a short distance beheld the fray,
and deeming mothe cause, fired six shots, determmmg
to kill me. One of these shots lodged in the arm of
the chief, breaking it near the shoulder. I then ran
until T reached the outskirts of the village, where I
was captured by a party who saw me running, but
who knew not the cause.

Thinking that I was endeavormg to escape, they
dragged me in the tent, brandishing their tomahawks
and threatening vengeance,

After the lapse of half an hour some squaws came
and took me back to the lodge of the chief, who was
waiting for me, before his wounds could be dressed.
He was very weak from loss of blood.

I never saw the wife of the chief afterward.

- Indian surgery is coarse and rude in its details. A
doctor of the tribe had pierced the arm of the chief
with a long knife, probing in 'search of the ball it
had received, and the wound thus enlarged had to be
healed. ‘ -

As soon as I was able to stand, I was required to
go and wait on the disabled chief. T found his three
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sisters with him, and with these I continned to live in
companionship.

One of them had been married, at the fort, to a white
man, whom she had left at Larimie when his prior
‘wife arrived. ’

She told me that they were esteemed friendly, and
had often received supplies from the fort, although at
heart they were always the enemy of the white man.

“ But will they not suspect you?” asked I. “They
may discover your deceit and punish you some day.”

She laughed derisively. “ Our prisoners don’t
escape to tell tales,” she replied. “ Dead people don’t
talk. We claim friendship, and they can not prove
that we don’t feel it. Besides, all white soldiers are
cowards.”

Shudderingly I turned away from this enemy of my
race, and prepared to wait on my captor, whose super-
stitious belief in the healing power of a white woman’s
touch led him to desire her services.

The wounds of the chief were severe, and the sup-
puration profuse. It was my task to bathe and dress
them, and prepare his food.

Hunting and fishing being now out of the question
for him, he had sent his wives to work for themselves,
keeping the sisters and myself to attend him.

War with our soldiers seemed to have decreased the
power of the chief to a great extent.

,&‘mmn

i
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As he lay ill, he evidently meditated on some plan
of strengthening his forces, and finally concluded to
send an offer of marriage to the daughter of a war-
chief of another band.

As General Sully’s destructive attack had deprived
him all ready offerings, he availed himself of my shoes,
which happened to be particularly good, and, reducing
me to moccasins, sent them as a gift to the expected
bride.

She evidently received them graciously, for she came
to his lodge almost every day to visit him, and sat
chatting at his side, to his apparent satisfaction.

The pleasure of this new matrimonial aoquisition on
the part of the chief was very trying to me, on account
of my limited wardrobe, for as the betrothed continued
in favor, the chief evinced it by giving her articles of
my clothing.

An Indian weman had given me a red silk sash,
such as officers wear. The chief unceremoniously cut
it in half, leaving me one half, while the coquettish
squaw received the rest.

An Indian husband’s power is absolute, even*to
death. )

No woman can have more than one husband, but an
Indian can have as many wives as he chooses.

The marriage of the chief was to be celebrated with
all due ceremony when his arm got well.
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Id

But his arm never recovered. Mr. Clemens, the
interpreter, tells me (in my late interview with him),
that he still remains crippled, and unable to carry out
his murderous intentions, or any of his anticipated
wicked designs.

He is now living in the forts along the Missouri
River, gladly claiming support from the Government,

-
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CHAPTER XIIIL

ARRIVAL OF ‘* PORCUPINE'—A LETTER FROM CAPTAIN MARSHALL—
HOPES OF RESCUE—TREACHERY OF THE MESSENGER—EGOSEGALO-
NICHA—THE TABLES TURNED—ANOTHER GLEAM OF HOPE—THE
INDIAN “WHITE TIPI'—DISAPPOINTED—A WHITE MAN BOUND

* AND LEFT TO STARVE—A BURIAL INCIDENT.

BeroRE the Indians left this camping-ground, there °
arrived among us an Indian called Porcupine. He
was well dressed, and mounted on a fine horse, and
brought with him presents and valuables that insured
him a cordial reception.

After he had been a few days in the village, he
gave me a letter from Captain Marshall, of the Elev-
enth Ohio Cavalry, detailing the unsuccessful attempts
that had been made to rescue me, and stating that this
friendly Indian had undertaken to bring me back, for
which he would be rewarded.

The letter further said that he had already received
a horse and necessary provisions for the journey, and
had left his three wives, with thirteen others, at the
fort, as hostages. ‘

My feelings, on reading this letter, were indescrib- -
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able. My heart leaped with unaccustomed hope, at
this evidence of the efforts of my white friends in my
behalf; but the next instant despair succeeded this
gleam of bappy anticipation,”for I knew this faithless
messenger wonld not be true to his promise, since he
had joined the Sioux- immediately affer his arrival
among them, in a battle against the whites.

My fears were not unfounded. Porcupine prepared
to go back to the fort-without me, disregarding my
earnest prayers and entreaties. -

The chief found me useful, and determined to keep
me. He believed that a woman who had seen so
much of their deceitfulness and cruelty could do them
injury at the fort, and might prevent their receiving
annuities. T

Porcupine said he should report me as dead, or im-
possible to find; nor could I prevail on him to do any
thing to the contrary.

When reminded of the possible vengeance of the
soldiers on his wives, whom they had threatened to
kill if he did not bring. me back, he laughed.

“THe white soldiers are cowards,” he replied ;  they
never kill women; and T will deceive them as I have
done before.” ' . )

Saying this, he took his departure; nor could my
most urgent entreaties induce the chief to yield his
consent, and allow me to send a written message to my
friends, or in any wise assure them of my existence.
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All hope of rescue departed, and sadly I turned again
to the wearisome drudgery of my captive life.

The young betrothed bride of the old chief was
very gracious to me. On one occasion she invited me
to join her in a walk. The day was cool, and the air
temptingly balmy.

“Down there,” she said, pointing to a deep ravine;
“come and walk there; it is cool and shady.”

T looked in the direction indicated, and then at the
Indian girl, who became very mysterious in her man-
ner, as she whispered :

“There are white people down there.”

“How far?” I asked, eagerly.

“ About fifty miles,” she replied. “They have great
guns, and men dressed in much buttons; their wagons
are drawn by horses with long ears.”

A fort, thought I, but remembering the treacherous
nature of the people I was among, I repressed every
sign of emotion, and tried to look indifferent. )

“Should you like to see them?” questioned Egose-
galonicha, as she was called.

“They are strangers to me,” I said, quietly; “I do
not know them.”

“ Are you sorry to live with us?”

“You do not have such bread as I would like to
eat,” replied I, cautiously. ~

“ And are you dissatisfied with our home?”’

“You have some meat now; it is better than that at
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the other camping-ground. There we had no food, and
1 suffered.”

“But your eyes are swollen and reéd,” hinted she;
“you do not weep for bread.”

These questions made me suspicious, and I tried to
* evade the young squaw, but in vain.

“Just see how green that wood is,” I said, aﬁ'ectmg
not to hear her.

“But you do not say you are content,” repeated she.
“ Will you stay here always, willingly ?”

“Come and listen to the birds,” said I, drawing my
companion toward the grove.

I did not tfust her, and feared to utter a single
word, lest it might be used against me with the chief.

Neither was I mistaken in the design of Egosegalo-
nicha, for when we returned to the lodge, I overheard
her relating to the chief the amusement she had en-
joyed, in lying to the white woman, repeating what
she had said about the fort, and inventing entreaties
which I had used, urging her to allow me to fly to
my white friends, and leave the Indians forever.

Instantly I resolved to take advantage of the affair
as a joke, and, approaching the.chief with respectful
pleasantry, begged to reverse the story.

It was the squaw who had implored me to go with
her to the white man’s fort, I said, and find her a
white warrior for a husband; but, true to my faith
with the Indxans, I refused.
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The wily Egosegalonicha, thus finding her weapons
turned against herself, appeared confused, and suddenly
left the tent, at which the old chief smiled grimly.

Slander, like a vile serpent, coils itself among these
Indian women ; and, as with our fair sisters in civil-
ized society, when reality fails, invention is called in
to suply the defect. They delight in scandal, and
prove by it their claim to some of the refined conven-
tionalities of civilized life.

v Porcupine had spread the news abroad in the village
that. a large reward had been offered for the white wo-
man, consequently I