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Grey Eagle

In Chief l’iupot's camp lived a warrior by the name of Gmy Engle,
who was one of Piapot's right hand warriors and had fought with him in
many tribal battles. Of the time | write, 1883, Grey Eagle was about fifty
vears of age. Yet he was as straight as a gun barrel. In his buckskin moc-
casins bedecked with beads of varied color he walked about with the quiet
nimble grace of a panther. He stood all of six feet in height and bore the
slmrp well-moulded features characteristic of the prairie Indians who roamed
the western plains of Canada. But unlike most of the warriors of his age,
he bore no visible scars of battle, and was a noble looking specimen of a

red man to behold.

Before 1 continue further with the story of Gmy Eagle | am going
to tell of a tragic huppenlng which befell Chief Piapot’s band the first
year we were their neighbors. | am also going to tell how plentiful wild
game was in those pioneer days, and how | happened to play with so many
of the Indian children of Chief Piapot's camp.

Fierce Indian Tribal Battles

Prior to the year 1874 the Blackfeet and Cree Indians were dead]y
enemies, continually at war with each other. As the tide of immigration
began to flow over the western plains, the bison herds kept moving west-
ward and were 'soon far beyond Cree hunting ground. This compelled the
Cree Indians to invade Blackfoot territory to kill bison, and led to still fiercer
battles between the two tribes.

But in the year 1874 the Canadian Northwest Mounted Police were
established on the westem plans of Canada. Through their endeavor law
and order was soon brought to the country, and peace treaties were entered
into between the Blackfeet and Cree Indians that never were broken. So
in the Spring of 1876 Chief Piapot and his band of three hundred and
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ﬁfly souls left their homes on the head waters of the Qu Appe"e River
and marched three hundred miles to the Cypress Hills, which had been
Blackfoot territory. It was there the last herds of bison roamed the western
p|uins of Canada, and for a few years Chief Piapot and his band fared
well.

But in the year 1880 the bison herds were getting scarce in Canada,
and the red men no longer dined on the nice juicy buffalo steaks thcy and
their forefathers had feasted on for centuries. But in the wooded ravines
of the Cyprcss Hills were many elk and some ;.'ri'/.z])' l)cars, so Chief Piapot
and his band still had plcnly of fresh meat to eat. But in the Spring of
1885 the Canadian government rompv”vd Piapot and his band to move
on to a reservation ten miles southwest of the town of \Volsclcy, and
about two miles from our homestead. In the Summer of 1883 while
Piapot’s band were cutting down poplar trees and building log cabins for
shelter during the Winter months, my father, too, was building and driving
nails into lumber, making a shelter to protect us from the chill frost of
winter.

One day carly in June, the Indians of Chief Pinpol's camp heard the
msounding blows of my father's hammer and car to see what it was all
nbout. There were two of them. When my father saw them coming he
jumpcd down off the roof of the bui]dina. and 1 into our tent and filled
his pocltcts with shotguu shells, then })roug} th his double barreled shot-
gun and set it aside on the roof where he was wurl(ing Our (log Dona, which
we broug]\l from Scotlnnd. did not seem to like the lndians, for he sprang
at one of them, and tore a hole in his blanket. To show that we wanted to
be fnmu“y my mother made them a pot of black tea. And gave each of
them a well buttered Scotch scone, which llley seemed to relish. That was
our first visit from the Indians of Chief Piapot’s camp. | remember the
stocks of their lonc .~|ng|(= barreled flint lock rifles were d(‘nscly studded
with brass tacks. Their powdvr flasks were made from Iarge buffalo homs,
and their bullet pnurhcs of buckskin, decorated with beads.

But late in the Fall of 1883 a dead]y ('pidemic broke out in Chief
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l’mpol's camp, Ere the snows of Winter had disappeared. one hundred
and tllirly of his band |x~risl\v(l of the mala(ly.

Many a time when herding my father's flocks on the reservation |
p.nssml I))' aspen groves where there were dozens of plntlom)s lashed to
|m|>|‘|r trees with rawhide thongs, svpulrl\rvs that bore mute evidence of !
that tragic Winter.

Chief l’mpol |n|.u'v(| the blame of the v[vulvnur sqlmrvly on the
shoulders of the Canadian government. He said the government had lured
his ;n-uph‘ away from the (\']u;w‘s Hills with the promise of pl(‘nty of fresh
rations of meat dunnu the Winter mnnt||.~’, but the only rations thv_\' n-ccived
was that of rancid bacon, which the Indians had never been accustomed
to eat.

It was one dn_\' late in the Summer of 1884 Chief Pmpol held council
with his warriors and told them he was not going to stay another Winter
on the government reservation. He knew of a favored spot in the Qu
Appelle \'.|||n-_\ about one hundred miles away where he had hunted and
killed many bison when a young warrior. He said there were still many
deer in the ravines that led into the valley and there was running water
and |nme lakes nearl)_\'. that swarmed with wild ducks and geese clun'ng
the summer.

So in the early Fall of 1884 Chief Pmpot set forth with his band to
occupy the favored spot he knew about in the va“ey of the Qu Appe"c.
But lhey had just made half the journey when the Canadian Northwest
Mounted Police got wind of their movement and intercepted them ten
miles north of Fort Qu Appelle. The Mounties told them they could go
no farther and would have to retum to the govemment reservation. Piapot
told them he was Ieading his pcople toa plucc where lhe_v would get plcnty
of good food during the Winter. The Mounties told him the government
would providc them with food. Piapot said he did not want the govern-
ment food, thcy had fumished his pcople with rations of rancid bacon the
previous Winter that killed one hundred and thlrty of his pcopl('. and he
would not tum back. That was once the Canadian Mounties did not stop
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their man, for Piapot continued the journey to his favored spot in the vu"ey
of the Qu Appelle. And to this very day his people dwell in the place he
chose for them over sixty years ago. His bones rest on a beautiful knoll
overlooking the valley of the Qu Appelle, where he hunted and killed

hundreds of bison, when a young warrior.

|

o

=

Wild Game lellilul

Our homestead was on the border between the woodland and prairie,
a little over two miles from Chicf Piapot's camp. We were their ncarest
white neighbor. The country between our homestead and their camp was
llnrll_\' wooded with aspen groves and willow clumps. and dotted with
hundreds of small lakes and pon(L'. which were encircled with bull rushes
and brimful of water. During the Summer they were black with wild
ducks. Many a time | have seen Chief Piapot’s warriors kill five or six
mallards with one shot as the ducks started to swim out from the ec[ge of
the rushes. During the month of May when the wild ducks and geese
were migrating one could gaze at the Heavens any time and see continuous
flocks winging their way to the far north. And when migration was at its
h(*iuhl the very sl(y was darkened l)y their ﬂight. The ponds were also
dotted with muskrat nests, and around sunset one could see hundreds of
them swimming about on the lakes. The pioneers shot them so as to get
their pelts to make Winter caps and mittens. 1

i

T e

The aspen groves inter-woven with willows and wild berry bushes
swarmed with bush rabbits and so plontirul the pioneers would start out
with a bobsled after the cold weather set in, and dunng the day'l hunt Il
a wagon box full of rabbits. In the years 1883 and 1884 | was fed so much
rabbit stew | was prancing about like a rabbit.

Throughout the same woodlands prairie chickens swarmed in thou-
sands. In the Fall of the year when the limbs of the aspen were dazzling
with hoar frost, was when the prairie chickens loved to perch on the }llghest
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limbs of the aspen, and blied their eves at the moming sun. | have seen
them perched among the beaniches so numerous they resembled blackbirds
and within gunshot of our “ose They also swarmed among the wheat
and straw stacks, and at tres so closely clustered | once saw my clder
brother John kill thirteen wit ane shot. One did not have to travel far to
kill game in those pioneer Hzvs Quite often it came of its own accord.
Among the aspen groves farital partridge were pINﬂiful, and so tame one
could almost kill them wirs & «tick. The woods also abounded with both
deer and antelope. Whes »aming about with the Indian children 1 saw
many elk homs lying arours. They told me the Assinaboine Indians had
killed most of them wher w4 bison became scarce two years prior to our
arrival.

The country was thes & hunter's paradise, but there were no game re-
strictions in those pioneer dizvs The White settlers were killing game both
Summer and Winter that =gttiully belonged to the Indians. Through the
unrestricted slaughter. in less than three vears the noble red men were on
the verge of starvation

Playing wth the Indian Children

Dhuring the first theee wweurs of our habitation on the prairie wildemess
the Canadian government % not vet established a school in our district.
It was during those three weues that | was running wild and played a great
deal with the Indian chiléres of Chiel Piapot's band, who were encamped
nboul our homestead JL-,-\; the Summer months.

In the years 1885 an® « 55 the white settlers were widely scattered.
The nearest white childrer | saild play with were the Fergusons, who lived

three miles to the east. The 'y means of transportation those early Scotch
pioneers had was ox team s wagon. so it was seldom | had the privilege
and plmsutv: of pl.nzr'-.; 1 e Ferguson children. And it was but natural
that | should want to plav « the many Indian children who encampc(l
upon our homestead from = time
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| Juring the Summer months when my father was l)usy brml&ing virgin
soil or culting wild l\u} with scythe to feed our livestock durinu the Winter,
my mother carried on considerable barter with many of Chief Pinpot's war-
Tiors, (‘\t'h{lHL‘IHL! gun [N)\\(I(‘r nnd SI)O[ I(il’ \\‘II(I (IH( L~ ’I.h(‘ (rxrlmnac was
six Iuruu mallards or muhl of medium size for a Iuruc cup of gun powder
and a Scotch teapot of shot.

Of the many Indians who vnmmpv({ upon our homestead, few of
them remained much lunu‘-r than two weeks at a time. And of the many
Indian children with whom | |n|.|)n-(| not one of them could sp(-nk a word of
English. Yet by the time they were ready to break camp, many of them
had learned to sme a few words of Scotch and [‘:nullsh which | had
Lmulll them.

But Grey Eagle seemed to possess a fondness for a bowery spot upon
our homestead by the edge of a small lake, for he mmpml there during the
months of June and luly, the two seasons of Chief Pmpot's domicile on
the \\'()|~4"(’)‘ reservation. And with Grey Eaplc, my mother carried on
a great deal of barter for wild ducks.

White \\'mn

Grey Eagle was the father of an Indian boy named White Wing. He
was just about my age and size, and a very good Indian boy. 1 first met
White Wing one day when he came to our |,Luv with his father, who was
going to exchange some wild ducks with my mother for gun powd(‘r and
shot. Like all the rest of the Indian boys, White Wing could not speak a
word of English. So the first day we met he and | just smiled at each other.

Jut the next day he came to our house alone, and we pLa\'mI several hours
The first few days our understanding was llmnx;ln signs But in a very short
time we were able to understand each other, and \White Wing soon learned

to spe akal nguage of broken Scotch

Like his father, White Wing was trim of limb and a fast runner. He
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could out-distance me l)y a good margin. Yet | could beat him at both run-
ning and standing high-jump. Not only White Wing but also all of the
other Indian bo_\'s of my size who (tomml('d. As a result of my ability to
oul-jump them, llu-y called me “Pale Face Jumpina Deer.”

White Wing and | pla_\'vd a greal deal together and we became very
u(m(l friends. M,\' lirst business transaction was with him. He uumcd to
make me a bow and two arrows in exchange for my jackknife. That trans-
action led to a closer fricndship between us.

SL’ ver Cl oud

Grey Eagle was also the father of an Indian maiden named Silver
Cloud. She was cighle(rn months older than |, and the most beautiful Indian
maiden | ever beheld. How often one sees, when traveling over field and
lhmugl) forest, where nature has |ingcre(l to bestow a sp(-cial blcssing upon
some [avored creation. She dealt generously with Silver Cloud. For her
very countenance revealed character and intellect of distinguished qua|lly‘
There was a softness in her large expressive eyes that bespol(e kindness.
When she smiled dimples on her shapely face deepened and her beautiful
white teeth gleamed like pcarls between Iips that blended with the red rose
that nestled in her dark hair, which reached almost to her knees, and was of
much finer texture than that of the other Indian maidens | had seen about.
She was clean and neat in appearance. And there was striking contrast
between her garments and those of the other Indian maidens. Their gar-
ments were usually made out of Hudson Bny blankets frlnged about the
shoulders and down the outer side of the sleeves, but with few other trim-
mings. Silver Cloud was a very industrious maiden and excelled in the art
of needlecraft, modeling her garments to suit her own taste. Her outer gar-
ments were of buckskin, but of two colors, cream and brown. The greater
portion was of brown. The yoke on her blouse was V shape with a border
around the edge composed of two strips of cream colored buckskin one inch

7

# HA R8s S 0,




wide. These were _~p.u-ml two inches apart. Between the two strips she
inserted diagonal squares of cream buckskin. On the center of each square
she sewed a brown buckskin dot about one half inch in diameter. Brown
dots of the same size were ~p.m-(l about three inches apart around the two
strips that formed the outer edge of the yoke. The same <|v.~‘iun was \\‘muullt
around the bottom of the blouse and on the cufl's of the \Ivv\'m’, but l]u'ruﬂ
paltern was only half the size of that around the yoke and blouse. The
same design was also wrought around the bottom of the skirt, but there
were lwo rows of the diagonal squares staggered with a third buckskin strip
between the two. On the front of her blouse she \\‘rmxu]\l beautiful tlvsiuns
of flowers in colored beads. The shoulders and outer seams of the s[m‘v(‘s
of her blouse were adomed with a mixture of cream and brown buckskin
tringes about two inches lnnu and both sides of the skirt were decorated in
the same manner. The outer side of her buckskin lvuump\' were also l}mut'(l
and decorated with beaded {lowers, but of much smaller ([l'SIL‘n than that
on ll"r I)]Ull.\(' unt[ .\’Llr( Sln‘ wore a llt'(’Hiu'(‘ 0{ .\ll('”.\’ im(J \\'}1(‘!) Wlld
flowers were in bloom she always wore a red rose in her hair. In her moc-
casins bedecked with beads of varied color that blended with the beautiful
shades of her costume, she walked about with uvnllt' grace lx‘h(lmg a

queen.

Meeting Silver Cloud

In a previous chapter | told where | had entered into an agreement
with White Wing to make me a bow and two arrows in exchange for my
|mU\‘m(" | was anxious to leam the art of bow m;nlun;z S0 that | Could
make my own I»mvs and arrows, and mkc({ \\/llitv \\"m&! if 1 mlght wal(‘h
him while he was working on them. He said | could but he ulwa)‘s made
them at their camp fire in the evening, as he rvqmrv(l the fire to touuhon
the fibre of the wood and <});-|u~ the bow. Before | could trade away my
jackknife to White Wing | had to get my father's consent, so | asked him
il | might go to Grey Eagle's camp and watch White \\/lna while he
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worked on my bow and arrows. At first my father was reluctant but fina“y
softened and said | could goif | did not stay too late.

When [ arrived at Grey l':uuk*'s tepee \White Wing was sitting l)y
their « amp fire removing bark from a wild ('hcrry sap|ing, out of which he
wis going to fashion my bow.

\While | was slamdinu watchinu him | noticed a beautiful Indian
maiden sitting in the portul of their tepee. She was |)u.~'_\' sewing beads on
moccasins. But when she saw me appronch she laid aside her work, then
rose and walked into the lepee but soon returned carrying a buckskin mat.
She walked over to the camp fire and p|ur('(| it along side of White Wing,
who beckoned me to sit down. It was then he told me she was his sister
and her name was Silver Cloud. While | sat watching White Wing slmpo
my bow, | cast many g|un('cs towards Silver Cloud, and each time 1 did,
I noticed she was watching me very keenly and soon my glunres were
grc(-!vd with gracious smiles.

As the silent shades of niuhl lwnn to (leop(‘n. ﬂirl:crinu ulmms of
the amp fire broke through the dark shadows of the tepee. As tlwy danced
and fell upon her, she looked like a beautiful princess, Twas then | felt
the first bud of innocent romance sprout within my little breast. When |
rose lo (I('p;nrl and walked past their lepee, she stood in the portal and
smiled s\\'m-l|_\ then waved her hand. The next da_\' when White \Ving
came to play with me he told me Silver Cloud said she liked me and that
| was her Brave.

Silver Cloud. like White \Wing. knew not a word of English, and
when | sat l)_\' their camp fire in the evening walchinu White \\'ing shapv
my how and arrows, Silver Cloud would point to different articles and ask
what their name was in |":nu|ish‘ ny this method it was surprising how

Juaie klv she leamed the monun-| |nnuu.|m- ol Scotch and |fnu|is|x which |
taught her
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A Hunting E.\'p(’(lition

On the fifth evening White \Wing completed my bow and two arrows,
and | gave him possession of my in(‘H&nire‘ He told me about a lake not
far from Chiel Piupot's camp where there were many snipes running n[onn
the uluv of the water, and if | could get away he would take me there and
teach me how to shoot with my new bow. So we planncd to leave the
next morning.

To this (lu_\‘ that lake is called Pinpol's lake and twelve years later
the municipnlil_\' of \\’olselc) let my father a contract to plow a fire-guard
a distance of five miles between the Indian reservation and the survcyvd
sections to the east. It fell my lot to plow that ﬁm-guard and | plowcd
through the center of Piapot's lake. It had dried up complvto|y. | remember
the point of my plowslmrv struck a large red willow root near the center
of the lul;o. which is positive pmof that at one time there had becn a long
pcriu(l of constant drought on the prairie,

l‘:urly next morming, Silver Cloud, \White Wing and | started on
our trip to Piupol's lake. We did not speud any time Iulnling on the way
but traveled fast because [ was mal;inu the trip unknown to my father and
mol}mr. and wanted to get home before dinner. My bmther Jim and |
had stolen away from home about two weeks prior to visit and pluy with
the Ferguson boys, who lived three miles to the east. On our way home
we found a pond with many wild young ducks, and took off our shoes and
slockings to wade in the water to catch some of them, but we tarried there
a little too long. My father got alarmed when we did not appear for dinner
and set forth in search of us, ﬁnding us with several young ducks about two
miles from home. That nieht before going to bed we both got a thorough
lhmshing. so | was still mindful of that trip and wanted to get home earl)u

When we reached Pmpot's lake White W ing said the Indians had
been shooting carly that moming because the ducks were well out from the
rushes towards the center of the lake and far l)eyond the range of sho!guns‘
There were thousands of them and many different kinds. Also some wild
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aese. We hunted around the edge of the lake for about three hours and
during that time \White Wing shot five snipe. | was not yet profiriont with
the bow and arrow and was unable to shoot any. White \Wing gave me
several instructions and | was shooting closer al the end of the hunt. That i
day we k(‘pl Silver Cloud busy hunting for and finding our arrows among
the tall grass. She seemed to have keener instinct for lindme arrows than
\White Wing. Quite often he and | would be searching among the tall
grass and serub when Silver Cloud would come along and find them in
a few minutes. When she found my arrows she n|wuys pl;m-(l them l)y
the red rose she wore in her hair and carried them there until | was rcndy
to use them. That alternoon we got home (-nr|,\' and no one knew we had
heen to Pinpol's lake.

’ Another Tnp to Piapot's Lake
Two weeks later \White Wing and | |)|4mm-(| to make another trip

to Piapot’s lake. but Silver Cloud was unable to go with us. She had to &
stay at home for several (lu_\s to lu-lp her mother pick wild berries.

So one morning alter breakfast \White \\/inu and | started on our
second trip to the lake—but this time we never reached it. We went ')y
way of Piapot’s camp, which was half a mile north of the lake. \When we
arrived at l’mm!'s camp there were many Indian bo)'s p|uying about. A
few of them had never seen a pul«- face boy before, and | was rather a
curiosity to some of them. White Wing told them | was his friend and
my name was .lumpina Deer.

The hoys were playing with willow wands about two feet lor.g‘ Thcy
stuck a ball of tough ('|u_\' on the end of the wand about the size of a hen's
egg. swung it back over their head then sent it forward swihly. The ('lay
left the end of the wand and flew lhruug}l the air. Some of the I)oys could
send the r|ay ball over one hundred ynr(ls After awhile we started shm!mg
at targets with our bows M;m)‘ of the boys could outshoot White Wing. |
One Indian l)o_\' about his size Lrouahl forth a buffalo horn and filled it }* <
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full of rln_\' lln-_\' had been using on the wands. He set it on a rock at a dis-
tance of about sevenly feet, then we all started s]wotine atit, but many of
us missed the hom. The l)oy who set it up never failed to send his arrow
into the mud he stuffed into the base.

After s|umlinp awhile with our bows we started running. The distance
was one hundred vards, and on|)' once did White Wing fail to reach the
goal foremost. We finished the (luy's pla)' b_\' jumping and that day |
m-urly lost my crown to a tall Indian l)o_\', and had to take off my shoes
before | could beat him. \White and | p|«'|,\'cd SO |0n;z with the Indian |)o;s
we had no time to go to the lake and shoot snipe. That was the last time
| mingled with the Indians of Chiel Pmpol's camp until twenty years later,

P[aying with Silver Cloud

M_\' two elder brothers noticed | was playlng a great deal with Silver
Cloud and bcgan teasing me. Like most l)o_\'s of my age | did not like to
be teased. So one dn_\' I told her I did not want to pln_\' with her any more
while my brothers were around. As Silver Cloud was cighteen months
older than 1, quite often she took the lead in our many various affairs, and
at times treated me with moth(-r|_v tenderness. \When we hunted and
p[nynd around the pon(lc sometimes | got my feet wet. She ulwnys insisted
that | take off my shoes; then she would wring my stockings and }mng them
on a willow bush to dry in the sun. When I told her I did not want to plny
with her any more while my brothers were about, her beautiful eyes dmoped
with disappointment, but soon they brightened with a sweet smile, for she
was endowed with very keen instinct and intuition characteristic of woman-
hood, a far finer and keener sense than manhood is possessed of. And these
finer qualities fair nature so wisely bestowed upon our gentler sex, have
alwnys prevailed, and ever will prevail towards the uplifting and better-
ment of the human race. Silver Cloud said she would return when my
brothers went back to work where lhey were raking and coiling hny ina

slouull about a mile from home.
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Teaching the Call of the Prairie Chicken

When Silver Cloud returned she said she was going to teach me a
call, and when she heard my signal she would come and play withme. The
| call she chose was that of the prairie chicken, the plaintive call of the lost

signaling to join their flock. Our signal consisted of five calls with timed
intervals, Our first call was single with a five space interval. Between it
and the second call, that is the time it took one to take five steps. The sec-
ond call was three slraiahl calls without interval, and the last signnl the
same as the first. Then single calls every fifty paces when ]ocatinu cach

other in the wood.s

In those pioneer days prairie chickens were so plenliful one could
hear them ra”ing almost any time during the day, so that is the reason we
had to have a distinct signnl. and it was also confusing to my brothers for
thcy did not become suspicious. After teaching me for several hours Silver

Cloud said I had learned the call perfectly.

A Proficient Teacher

It was not long until I found that Silver Cloud was a capable instructor
at teaching the plaintive call of the lost prairie chicken. It was one day my
mother told me to take a bucket and goto the woods and pick her some sas-
katoons. When 1 reached the thicket where the berries grew I sent Silver
Cloud our signal. But I got no response and after scncling several calls |
knew she was not at the tepee and beyond the sound of my voice, so |
started to pirl( berries alone, but had just got niro]y started when to my
surprise | saw Grey F,mzlc througl) the thicket not more than I'ifly yands

1 away. He was stalking through the wild pea vine that fringed the cdge of
1\ the woods, his |on2 single barreled muzzlc-loading shotgun against his
shoulder rea(ly to shoot at the prairie chickens when thcy flew.
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Berry Picking

One day near the end of July my mother told me to go lo the woods
and |m'|\' her some wild cherries. Grey Fagle and his Iumi].\' were nl\\u_\s
enc .'nn[w| upon our homestead during the berry pic king season. So | sent
Silver Cloud our signal, for | liked to have her with me when | went |)crr_v
pie I\IIILV, hecause she always insisted that 1 hunted with my bow or climbed
trees while she pic ked the berries for me. | used to feel ashamed when 1
took them home to my mother, for she n|\\‘.|_\~‘ |»r;u>‘(-(| me for pirl;inu S0

many and keeping them clean and [ree of stems and leaves.

Singing Heaven vs. Happy Hunting Ground

It was on that berry |n|rL|np trip that Silver Cloud and | were drawn
into a discussion about our Heavens. It started when she tried to reach a
tall cherry bush loaded with very large cherries that were Ix-yond her reach.
So | elimbed up and held the top down while she pu‘l;wl the cherries off. It
was then she told me wild cherries and saskatoons grew the size of Inrg('
goose egys in her ||:||;p) Hunting Ground. | then asked her what her
Happy Hunting Ground looked like. She told me there was no night there.
Neither were there clouds or rain: the Heavens were .'||\\’.|_\’.< l)riuhl and had
two suns; as one rose in the east the other sank in the west. And the moun-
tain pv;:l:\ were covered with beautiful emerald moss soft as down and
embellished with sweet scented flowers that were white as snow. The
waters ol the lakes and rivers were rr_\'slnl clear, and the shores of the lakes
were covered with golden sands that were [nnuwl with beautiful ﬂ(rwcring
rushes \nmnu the ru~|n S sang countless l)lf(l.\‘ \\'I(ll plnmman(‘ Of |ove|y
color. And while they lilted their sweet notes magic echoes rose to the
Heavens and when they reached the mountain |n'.|L.~ fell on the ﬂ()wc-ry
moss, then turned to water, and it nlumn'(l through the moss and trickled
off to join the brooklets and the I'r(erl\ sang and (Luu ed to the canyons

and the canyons shouted and ]v.‘-|m| to the rivers and the rivers murmured
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soft music to the lakes and the ripplcs of the lakes [appctl the gol(len sands 5
and blended their soft music to the magic song of the birds. And when the
suns gleamod east and west casting their go]den rays upon the ﬂowcry
rushes that bordered the lakes, silver trout and fishes of the waters danced
and splasl)cd and sliippc(l about, to the music of the lowl_\' birds as they
sent forth their magic notes. And on her Happy Hunting Ground were

green meadows where countless herds of bison roamed. As thev browsed A
near the haunts of waterfowl, wild ducks and geese rose like clouds and F

swarmed the Heavens. And beside the brown bison there were blac k and 1\ $
white ones. Her father told her the gravy of the white buffalo tasted far 1Y

better than the pa]e face’s fire water.

My Singing Heaven g

When Silver Cloud finished picking all the large cherries off the tree %v
1 sprang to the amund and let it swing back. Then she asked me what my 4

Happy Hunting Ground looked like. 1 told her | did not have a Happy i
Hunting Ground, | had a Sinuing Heaven and it had beautiful goldcn

streets and a gol(lon gate, inlaid with p(-arls that were far nicer than the ‘l‘

shells of her necklace. And there were golden stairs that led to the golden ‘

gate, Inside the uuldvn gate was a great white throne, and around it were &

pluced countless golden chairs where the goocl p(-ople sat and sang melodi- J

ous hymns of praise, while angels hovered above playing sweet music on AR

their beautiful golden harps‘ Then she wanted to know what ungels were. ‘ J

1 told her they were children who had been extra good on this earth, and g 4

when they died and reached Heaven, two golden wings were fastened to %

their shoulders so that thcy could ﬂy around the great white throne, and 2

hover over the golden chairs where the good peop|c sat. And while the va

good peoplc sang their melodious hymns of praise to God, silvery sweet- \‘

l ness of the goldcn l’mrps blended harmonious notes with the songs of the !

| blest, and the Heavens rang with greal joy. |

! While [ told the story of my Singing Heaven, Silver Cloud listened lk
15 }
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with great interest, She |-irlu-(l some ]nruc leaves from a bush. then sprcud
them over the cherries and set the |)ui| to one side in the shade of a willow
|}um;» then sat down upon a dead tree, and asked me il there were any
hu”ulm-s al my Smgmﬂ Heaven. 1 told her there were no wild animals,
but | |IIIllIL’Iﬂ there IIII',_'II| be a few ~,:nm| <|uu~, | knew my (|up Dona would
he there, because | |>r.'|\('(| lor him every night. Then she asked me if she
could go to my Singing Heaven. 1 told her that only good pcoph- were

allowed to enter through the golden gate of my Singing Heaven, but 1
leuuhl she nn;_'|1l be able to gel there, il she were uood. and said her
pravers every |uu||lA Then she wanted to know how uom] she would have
to be, and how she could reach the uol(lvn gate of my Smuinu Heaven.

Her first question | had often asked myself in childhood and could not
answer. But | told her when she died, somehow she would land at the
foot of the unhlvu stair, and would start to climb the uol(lvn steps, but \\'oul(l
only 2o a short distance when an old man with a Innu grey beard, and
dressed in a l]m\mu white robe, would appear sitling on a uol(lon chair at
the entrance to the pulxlvn gate. On a golden table by his side she would see
a great book bound in gold, its pages white as snow. When she |1|nl)r(ld(‘|ll-(|
the old w-nllt'nmu he would ask her name and when she told it, the greal
book would open, and il there was no blot found on the snow white page
where her name was written the old gentleman would smile and the
m-’:[rn gale would start to lift, then she would hear greal rejoicing coming
from the sood |n'(l[v|1‘ who sat around the great white throne. When the
golden gate npvnu| wide. angels would hover above |;|dy|nu sweet music
on their beautiful golden ||.|rp~ And while the good pw-plv sang their
melodious hymns ol praise, silvery strains of the golden ||.‘|r]|.~ would blend
their mellow tones in sweet aceord. and the Heavens would be filled with
greal rejoicing .ml' H‘~(ill1|4| \1{ L_’llil\ to (;(')(I. \\"n'l) ~|N‘ \\<I”\'(‘l' IN‘IN‘.’!('I
the golden arch that led into Heaven. she would see three .mva .~lnm||nu
nearhn wo ol ||u'|n Il“'l'llr" ‘_*i)l!ll‘n wings <|l|~| one a |w..uhfu| L‘OI(L'II
| P \When the Heavenly gate closed they would Approa h and fasten
the golden wings to her shoulders |A|-|l e the golden ||.|r|v in her hands, and

shie too wonld soar above and play sweet music on her beautiful golden

' [
arp tor ever and ever




When I told her these things, her beautiful eyes gloam(-(l with wonder
and | knew she was dclig}\lcd with my Singing Heaven.

Then 1 told her if there hnppenf-(l to be a blot on the white page of
the great book where her name was writlen, a hv;n-y iron gate al the left
hand side of the uoldvn gale would start to open, and when it moved its
great |nngcs would creak and groan, and the old gvntlvmun with the long
grey beard would look sour, and point his finger at her, and then at the
dark opening thmuah the galeway. When she entered a grimy ..ngvl with
wings slm]w(l like a bat would snatch her and ﬂy down a rlm-p dark pit,
and when lhey reached the bottom she would see a dreadful sight. a seeth-
ing lake of fire and as far as the eye could see, countless thousands of peo-
plc plunmng in it, all of them sllrivl:ing. weeping, wnilina, and gnashing
their teeth in dreadful torment, some of them p'emlmu for just one drop of
water to cool their parr]wd tongue, While she u;nzvd at the horrible sight.
fumes from the molten fire would make her sneeze, and when she sneezed
another black iron gate at the bottom of the (|vvp pit would open. From
the dark podnl an uuly man grimy with soot and bearing a great spear in
his hand would step forth, his bcusll)' head and feet horned and hoofed
like that of a bison, and a peculiar slmpod tail, barbed at the end like the
head of an arrow. When he saw her standing by the edge of the ﬁery
lake, smoke and fire would spout out of his mouth and nostrils, and a cruel
grin would pass over his frightful face, disrlosing four ugly white tusks.
With a singlc leap he would pounce upon her, and thrust his great spear
into her side, then toss her into the secthing lake of fire, where she too
would sizzle and scream for ever and ever.

AC hange of Heart

When | told her about the ﬁvndnsh torment of the imaginary plam\ the
expression of wonder on her beautiful countenance (hnn[z(‘d to that of fear
and horror. She pushed the heels of her beaded moccasins dccp into the
dead leaves that lay alonu sidc of the tree, tosse(l back her little head and
said that she did not want to go to my Singing Heaven. There was no

homed evil Spurit with a barbed tail, nor a buming lake of fire near her
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anm' Hunting Ground, v\'or)'tlling there was so green nothing could
hurn. And when the Indians died l|1(-_\- all went to the Happy Hunting
Ground. not just a few like my Singing Heaven. But when they reached
their Happy Hunting Ground they were all good Indians and did not fight
with each other any more. They hunted bison on the green mcaclows. deer
and bear through the forest and fished in the lakes and rivers. And that
was lar more fun than sitting on unl(l(-n chairs singing all lh(‘ while. Sl\o
suidl she would sooner sit on the green grass among the flowers of her Happy

y Hinting Ground than on the hard golden chairs of my Singing Heaven.
1J The golden harps of my Singing Heaven might play nice sweet music, but
k she would far rather stroll by the flowering rushes that grew around the
! lakes of her Happy Hunting Ground and listen to the music of the beautiful
;' colored birds lilting their sweet songs and sending forth magic notes that
! rose to the Heavens, then fell on mountain peaks and changed to water.
. \Hi‘ ~|n' Llu'\\ | \\()HH Ill\l‘ Ilt'r ||.||)|r) “llnllllL’ Gr()und lX‘(‘illlS{‘ l

could romp through the woods and hunt wild game with my bow and arrows
and play in the golden sands of the lakes and rivers. But if | went to my
Singing Heaven they n’nuht send me down the (Ivrp dark hole and toss me
into the burning lake. Then | would wish | had gone to her Happy Hunting
Ground. And even if they did happen to fasten golden wings to my shoul-
ders and give me a golden hnrp lo pla\'_ she knew [ would soon get tired of
them and wish | was romping through the woods snaring rabbits or shoo!in[z
cnphrn \\nh my 170\\'

Embracing Silver Cloud's Faith

l.ong ere Silver Cloud was thmuuh oxtn"ing the wonders of her
Happy Hunting Ground, | was wishing | had been born a papoose instead
of a white baby. And when she told me there was no homed evil spirit
with an arrow head tail. nor a seething lake of fire near her Happy Hunting
Ground, and everything was so green nothing could burn, | was eager and
’ ready to embrace her faith, and told her 1 would like to go to her Happy
L Hunting Ground. For the fear of a burning Hell had been seared deep into
my very being and [illed my tender mind with a horror that saddened the
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joy of childhood. But Silves Cloud said her father told her that pnlcfuccs !
could not go to the Indiars *Jupipy Hunting Ground because they destroyed H&
too many bison, but she was sire 1 could go because 1 liked to hunt with
bow and arrow and she was samng 1o ask her father about it.

Surprise Call /]
|

It was the time whee felds are shom and nature's robes are tinged L Y
with red and goH of Indiae Summer, tree and bush seemed to rival in
splcndor as lhey awaited = wailing blast of bleak Autumn winds to toss
their faded robes into the of the forest.

| had just filled m wr's wood box and was g.allwrina kindlinﬂ Mg
when [ hear Silver Clows” « call. | was ~ur|ms¢d for it was at a season the ' .
Indians did not encamp 35wt sur homestead. 1 listened for the second call |
before mspon(line and wi ame | rmpundo(l and procu.-ded through 1
the woods to locate her s “aind her concealed in the midst of a willow X
clump. When | approaciw | knew something was disturbing her for she
did not greet me with her ! smile and her large eyes looked sad. When I
1 drew near she clasped =+« 2und firmly and told me that Chief Piapot had
just held council with ks wamors and told them he was not going to stay }
another Winter on the gwwemment reservation. They would break camp ]
in a few du_vs and leave £ 2 favored spot he knew of in the va“ey of the 1 " {
Qu Appc“c about one buriived miles away, She said she was afraid | too ' }
would move away and s would never see me again.

[ told her our tepe: < made of stone and we could not move it and \.,
that | would always be e | we would see each other again. That 1'%
assurance seemed to call otion, for her face [)rigl\t(-ncd with a sweet \ 12
smile. I "

Then she told me = s were L'l.nl Chief I’mpot was mn.';mu lhe !
change, and they all k= s being guided by the Great Spirit. For 1
many a time w hen overs a4 by greater numbers of Blackfoot warriors
in battle, he alwavs beoug <t of his braves safely through the struggle.
He told them the white stlers were killing so many of the bush rabbits, B
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soon there would be none left for the Indians to shoot, then tl'\ey would
starve; for thcy would never again partal(e or eat of the rancid bacon the
government supplied, for it had caused so many of their dear friends to
take such early flight to the Happy Hunting Ground.

She said the valley Chief Piapot was taking them to, had moving
water and the duck |)on(ls did not (er up like the ones on the government
reservation. In the ravines of the valley were many deer and prairie chick-
ens, and there were Inmo lakes near l»y that swarmed with ducks and geese
. and full of fish, but the Indians did not care very much about the fish un-
/ less deer and prairie chickens became scarce during the Winter, then they
r‘ could break a hole through the ice and spear the fish.

Chief I’mpul told them, before the Hudson I'»ny Company built their
fort at Qu x\pc"v, the \n”v) swarmed with bison (lurinu the Summer and
many s(n)‘t'd there all Winter. He said one dr_\' season when he was a
small boy most of the upl;m(l lakes went (lry. That Summer the bison
swarmed in such herds to drink the waters of the Qu Appelle, thousands
of young calves were crushed to death.

While | conversed with Silver Cloud she was still breathing heavily
and told me she ran most of the way from the reservation, which was two
and a half miles.

Alter resting a few minutes she started back and |1 m‘romwniv(l her
part of the way and would have gone all the distance but she was afraid |
would not get home in time for dinner, and was well aware what would
huppon if 1 was late

After wn"(mu over half the distance to the reservation, we sat by the
oduo of an aspen grove to rest hefore returning to our homes. As the ﬂicl(cr-
ing rays of the evening sun broke through the trembling leaves of the aspen,

¢ silent wings of ceaseless time drew near to part us. She |>|ncec| her am
P upon my shoulder and pointing at the sinking sun, said “Sure as it will rise
again in the east | will come back to you. The moon will chase it many,
many times and the gentle breath of Spring will blow, and whisper love to
the naked forest, soon the gaping buds will sprout and send forth their ten-

; der leaves to gaily dance in the Summer breeze, till the angry blast of the
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loud north wind shall blow, then the tmmbling leaves will die and fall in
the forest. And the cold north wind shall wail and send forth snow to
bury them. Perhaps it shall mourn many Winters, yet | will come back
and you will hear my call.”  Then she fondly embraced me and we parted.

I stood and watched her 'till she reached a point where she had to
tumn at right angles to reach a red river cart road which led to the reservation.
Before diwppearing between two aspen groves she turned around and
wavcd me a last farewell and in a few minutes sent me thmc ca“s, and |
n‘sponded. That was the last time | ever saw Silver Cloud or heard her
voice. When she disappcaml lhrough the woods a deep sense of loneliness
fell upon me and stnycd with me until I reached home.

For many years afterwards when herding my father's flocks several
times | thought | heard Silver Cloud’s call, but when | responded it turned
out to be a lost prairie chicken calling for a signal to join its flock. As the
years rolled on many times | wondered what happoned to Silver Cloud,
for she was so sincere | knew if it were within her power she would come
to see me.

It was just twenty years after | last saw her that | decided to take a
trip to Chief Piapot’s camp to try to find out what happened to her. It was
at a time | was enguued ina gencml store business in the town of Balgome
Saskatchewan. | was accompanied by Dr. Kalbfleish, who was the physi-
cian appointed by the Canadian government to look after the medical wel-
fare of Chief Piapot's band. We made the trip in the doctor’s new rubber
tired buggy drawn by his span of white faced sorrels. Before we arrived at
Chief Piapot's camp | requested of the doctor that he ask Chief Piapot if
he remembered the stone tepee close to his Wolseley reservation and then
to ask him if he remembered Pale Face Jumping Deer.

When we npproached Piapot's camp we drove direct to his lodge
and found him resting in his tepee. When he saw the doctor he came to the
ponal. 1 stood behind the doctor and a little to one side so that I could per-
ceive the expression on Piapot's face. \When the doctor asked him if he
remembered the stone tepee close to his Wolseley reservation, he hesitated
a moment then nodded his head and said he did. Then the doctor asked him
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if he remembered Pale Face .]umpinrz Deer. He smiled and said he did.
The doctor said “This is Pale Face Jumping Deer. He has come to see
you.” Piapot gave me a cordial welcome.

Twenty years had made a great change in his appearance and he was
becoming very frail

While the doctor was attending to his patients, | talked quite a while
with Piapot. The first question | asked him was, “Is Grey Eagle and his
family in camp?” He shook his head several times, then said ““No, Gre)'
Englr dead many Summers.” Then he told me about a year after he left
the government reservation another evil spirit entered his camp and brough(
a bad fever that killed many of his p(-u[:ll' mrlmhnu (;r(‘)' F.uple and all of
his family. A look of sadness passed over his face when he told me, and |

too felt ll(‘(‘p sorrow surge within my breast

While the doctor was attending to the medical wants of his many
patients | walked about trying to locate some of the Indian boys with whom
| had p|n\'(-c| in the vears 1885 and 1884. But although | made much
inquiry there were none to be found in camp at that time

To this very day endunn(_7 scenes and sweet recollections of those
childhood years, gleam brluht on mcmor_v's wall, and ever will, ‘till the last
ﬂeetinn breath and fallonna heartbeat are stilled forever
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To Silver Cloud

Oh, Prairie Queen, on memory's wall
Hang treasured scenes; | oft recall
Bright scenes that waken bygone days
That passing time shall not erase;
Sweet innocence of childhood years,
Boyhood joys, oft stained in tears.
Until bleak winter snow was fu“ing.

| listened oft to hear you calling
And knew not that thy soul had fled
To that fair land of yours. You said
O'er mountain peaks of emerald green
Brlght azure skies were ever seen;
There |ove|y birds are ever singing
Among the bloom, on rushes cllnging.
The silvery sweetness of their song
Resounding through the Heavens long;
“Till magic spell of song and chatter
Blend their mellow notes to water
Through flowery moss. You said it ran
And gently dripped, "till brooks began.
Then on their |impid feet, and singing,
Brooklets Ieap to canyons ringing

As sweet they sang, and water poured;
The swelling canyons louder roared
And waters dash from shore to shore;
Along their rough and rocky floor
Angry waves break high and leaping
Toss their spray on ivy creeping.
Forest loud with mirth and chatter
Blend their echoes with the water;
Where the rivers bright are dancing
The canyon waters l(eep aclvaming:
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And p|ungo into the rivers creeping
By the willows (|mop('d and weeping;

Then ﬂm\ing ‘neath entangled bowers
Laden with sweet scented flowers
There Iimpi(l lakes ol silver sheen
Glimmer ll\rouull the gaping green,
Where the bison herds are browsing
Countless water fowl L'oep rousing
And nature sweetly smiles her best,
While the suns gleam East and West.
Thmuu]) the rushes snftly' glunvinu
On l)ri',:}lt npplcls '_’vnt|y (Inncinn,

And there in water dvcp and gleaming
Glint of trout and fﬂir]y teeming,

And your Iovc]}' birds lceep singing
Sending forth the echoes ringing.

Oh, Prairie Queen, if you are there,
Then call me to your land so fair:

Again we'll romp with childish glee
Among the wild woods, you and me,
Through sunny glade and shady bowers
We'll roam unmindful of the hours,
And where the brighest bloom is seen
Gaily creep the woodland green

To pick the sweetest scented flowers
'Neath the drooping willow bowers.
And where the thormy stem bush grows
I'll pluck for you the reddest rose,

Then fondly weave it in your hair
Again, and sheath my arrows there,

Sweet Prairie Queen.
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