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PREFACE

Eyewitnesses to the Indian Wars, 1865–1890: The Army and the Indian is the fifth and final volume of a five-volume series that tells the saga of the military struggle for the American West in the words of the soldiers, noncombatants, and Native Americans who shaped it.

Each of the first four volumes of the series is dedicated to a particular region of the American West and the conflicts that characterized its settlement. Volume Five includes accounts that transcend a single region or conflict, as well as a handful of accounts that I discovered after publication of the volume that dealt with their region. Subjects include sketches of key military figures and their campaigns; narratives of army wives, junior officers, and enlisted men; accounts of garrison life; writings and speeches of army officers on Indian policy; narratives of army scouts; and discussions of Indian-fighting doctrine and tactics.

In the present volume, I have sought to offer as representative a selection of original accounts pertaining to the post–Civil War frontier army and its relationship with the Native American residents of the West as may be assembled under one cover. As these accounts show, the relationship between soldier and Native American was far more complex than that of simple antagonists. Much sympathy existed among the military—particularly the high command—for the plight of the American Indian, as evidenced in the thoughtful articles on the “Indian Question.” That the army struggled both morally and practically with its role as a frontier police force becomes clear from both the “Indian Question” essays and the articles on the frontier army that precede them. The accounts in the sections “Officers and Enlisted Men” and “The Army and the Indian” reveal the human side of the conundrum. Young officers and soldiers thrown into daily contact with the Indians often found them far superior companions to the frontiersmen they were expected to protect. Many in the army wanted to open its ranks to Indians, as articles in the section “Army Scouts and Indian Auxiliaries” demonstrate. With the officers and enlisted men came their wives. The section “Women on the Military Frontier” presents their perspective on the military frontier.

As in earlier volumes, most of the accounts presented here are taken from contemporaneous newspapers and magazines or from unpublished manuscripts. Several considerations have guided my choice of material for inclusion in the series. The events described must have occurred between the end of the Civil War and the tragedy at Wounded Knee. With but few exceptions, the articles were published during the authors’ lifetimes. Articles published within the last fifty years have been excluded, as they are for the most part readily available.


My goal in editing the selections in this volume has been to present accurate and annotated texts. I have added notes to correct errors of fact, clarify obscure references, provide historical context where needed, offer capsule biographies of contributors, and identify more fully persons mentioned in the text.

Editing of the text has been light. Many nineteenth-century writers had a penchant for commas, for commas and hyphens in combination, and for semicolons. I have eliminated them where their overuse clouds the meaning or impedes the rhythm of a sentence. I have regularized capitalization, punctuation, and the spelling of names and places. I have replaced references to officers’ brevet, or Civil War volunteer, ranks with their actual rank at the time of the events described. Thus Bvt. Maj. Gen. George A. Custer becomes Lt. Col. George A. Custer, Bvt. Maj. Gen. John Gibbon becomes Col. John Gibbon, and so forth. Lieutenant colonels are referred to as colonel when only their last name is mentioned in the text, thus Colonel Custer; this courtesy follows normal military usage.






PART ONE

The Frontier Army, 1865–90






“We Do Our Duty According to Our Means”

WILLIAM T. SHERMAN1

Army and Navy Journal 6, no. 7 (September 26, 1868): 85

The Cheyenne Star publishes the following letter from Lieutenant General Sherman:

ST. LOUIS, September 6, 1868

Hon. O. T. B. Williams, Cheyenne, Wyoming:

DEAR SIR: In my hurried departure from Fort Sanders,2 I was unable to stop long enough to see you and talk over matters. I was a member of the peace commission3—concurred with it in some respects, but differed in others, and yet, by an executive order, was required to conform my military action to its decisions. There were some members to that commission from civilians, and then army officers. We naturally regarded the questions which arose from our respective standpoints, but in our conclusions were generally of one opinion.

From the very origin of our government, the Indians have been held to possess a certain title to the lands held by them, for the surrender of which the general government has always treated and made compensation. We found the Cheyennes, Arapahos, Kiowas, and Sioux in possession of the Plains traversed by our great highways, and we proceeded to treat with them all in detail and made with them treaties by which they agreed to surrender to us substantially the base region now embraced in Nebraska, Kansas, Colorado, and Wyoming, and to remove and permanently occupy reservations north and south, described in my General Orders No. 4. To accomplish their removal, Congress has placed in my hands certain moneys, which I shall disburse for that sole purpose, and when Indians have failed to act in good faith, they shall receive nothing from me.

All Indians are lawfully under the control of the Interior Department, by and through civilian agents; but that department is extremely jealous of any interference by the military, so that our officers and soldiers have no right to anticipate Indian hostilities, but can only act against Indians after the commission of hostile acts. In all the treaties by the Indian peace commissions was a clause of doubtful wisdom, viz: leaving the Plains Indians the right to hunt buffalo as long as they lasted, outside of their reservations. Without this condition, it was contended, no peace could be concluded, and though the members varied in opinions, this concession was made by a decided majority and tried on, as long as the Indians maintain peace. But as they have broken the peace, I have ordered the military to renew their efforts to remove to their proper reservations all Indians who have not been drawn into war, and to kill, destroy, and capture all who have been concerned in the recent acts of hostility. Nearly all the people on the Plains, even the governors of the states and territories, who ought to know better, seem to have an idea that I have a right to make war and peace at pleasure; a right to call out volunteers and pay them, and to do more in this connection than any monarch of a constitutional kingdom. I possess none of these powers. The Regular army is provided by Congress, and but a small portion of it is assigned to my command. With this small force I am required to protect two railroads, the Missouri River, the various stage routes, amounting in the aggregate to over eight thousand miles of traveled road, besides the incidental protection of tens of thousands of miles of frontier settlements. Each of these settlements exaggerates its own importance and appeals for help, from Minnesota to Arkansas, and from Montana to New Mexico. Were I to grant ten men where a hundred are called for, our little army would be so scattered as to be of little or no use. With this small force, in the last two years, I have done as much as any reasonable man could hope for, and if any man be incredulous, let him enlist in any company, and he will soon find out if he don't earn his pay.

[image: images]

A burlesque on the management of Indian affairs (left to right: President Grant, Secretary of the Interior Columbus Delano, General Sherman, General Sheridan. HARPER'S WEEKLY. 1873

As to the frontier settlements, I have again and again warned the governors and the people that until this Indian matter was finally concluded, their people should not spread out so much. Their isolated farms, with horses and cattle, are too tempting to hungry and savage bands of Indians. If, however, they will not be restrained by motives of prudence, the people should, as they used to do in Ohio, Kentucky, Iowa, and Missouri, make their settlements in groups, with block houses and a sod fort, so that when the savage comes, they may rally and defend themselves and their stock. It is a physical impossibility for the small army we all know [is the] kind Congress maintains, with yearly threats of further reductions, to guard the exposed settlements of Kansas, Nebraska, Dakota, Montana, Wyoming, Colorado, and New Mexico. These states and territories must, by organizing their people into a sort of militia, be prepared to defend their exposed settlements, and to follow up and destroy the bands of marauding Indians and horse thieves, both red and white, that now infest them, and carry on a profitable business. The army cannot do it, any more than we can catch all the pickpockets and thieves in our cities. Clamor on this subject against me, or General Augur, or General Sheridan,4 is simply folly. We do our duty according to our means, and account to our superiors, and not to the people who neglect our advice and counsel.

If you think this will be of service to the border people, I have no objection to its use.

Yours truly,

W. T. SHERMAN, lieutenant general






The United States Army

ARCHIBALD FORBES1

North American Review 135, no. 309 (August 1882): 127–46

Returning from America to Europe last year, I happened to have for a fellow passenger a German officer. “Ja wohl!” remarked this military servant of Kaiser Wilhelm, “it is truly a great country, this American Republic. I have seen its Congress, I have mounted high in an elevator, I have drunk beautiful lager beer, I have seen swine slaughtered by machinery, I have slept in the car of Pullman, I have voyaged in a river steamer grand as a palace, I have seen a torchlight procession three miles long. But, dear sir, in all this great country I have seen no army. Where is the garrison of New York? Where the garrison of Washington? Where the guard corps of this mighty nation, that sixteen years ago had some two millions of men under arms? Yes, I have seen not a few generals, and the country undoubtedly possesses numerous colonels; but where are its legions, where its masses of infantrymen, where its cuirassiers, its uhlans, its hussars? Why, there was not so much as a solitary sentry on the schloss of the president!”

The surprise of the Prussian hauptmann was not to be wondered at. Of no nation which maintains a standing army are the troops so little in evidence as are those of the United States. Probably two-thirds of the population of the republic never saw so much of its army as a company of line infantry. The hauptmann's comments occasioned me to overhaul my own experiences. I had spent a whole winter in the United States, and traveled over two-thirds of them; but I could not remember that during that time I had seen a corporal's guard of the Regular army. At the capital, it is true, there had been imposing evidence that the republic really does own an army. The lodging of no war department in the world can compare for spacious splendor with that palace over against the White House, in which the American secretary of war and the American [commanding] general of the army have their official headquarters.

If, indeed, military bureaus were to be accepted as a display of military strength, it could be in the mouth of no visitor to Washington to aver that he had seen nothing of the American army. There is a district of that beautiful metropolis in which it seems that almost every second building is occupied by some branch or other of military or quasi-military administration. And if the number of civilian employees finding occupation (or salaries) in these various bureaus were to be taken as the criterion of the strength of the army in whose administration they are engaged, the assumption would be natural that the army of the United States is as the sands of the seashore for multitude.

But Washington can show not even the hap [sic] worth of army bread to all this quantity of administrative sack. The general of the army nails a utilitarian sign on the basement of his private residence, indicating that his “office” is within, but no sentry promenades the pavement in front. If the divisional headquarters are visited, there is found there scarcely more show of military formality. On Governor's Island General Hancock2 can, it is true, listen to the sounds of the bugle, and hear the report of the morning and evening gun; but the Chicago headquarters of General Sheridan's command,3 that stretches from the Lakes to the Gulf and covers an area larger than the continent of Europe, are located in the rented second floor of a mercantile building.

The superficial observer might carry away the impression that the American army bears a striking resemblance to the tadpole, in that it has a very big head and very little body, were he not in the course of his casual reading to come across the fact that its annual cost to the country amounts to some forty million dollars. He reflects that on an annual expenditure of only twelve and a half million more, Germany maintains a standing army of 420,000 men, with the machinery for increasing that strength to a million within a single week; and the conclusion is forced upon him that there must be an American army somewhere, if only he can find it. If the observer happens to be a Briton, there is for him a special interest in the discovery and study of the American army. It happens that the march of improvement in the art of killing has left the United States and Great Britain the only two countries of the civilized world whose standing armies are professional, in contradistinction to national armies. And there is this additional similarity, that the armies of these two countries are the only armies of any important state of the civilized world, whose duties in the nature of things must be confined to defensive and police work, in contradistinction to that other metier of armies, aggression or reprisals directed against a foreign enemy, if that enemy have any claim to military respectability. I do not apprehend that Americans will make demur to this definition. That Indian warfare in which the American army is fitfully engaged is strictly within its limits; and even in the amusement with Mexico, a state that scarcely can claim military respectability, a volunteer force was employed.

By far the larger portion of the American army is on service westward of the Missouri River. The explorer in search of it will probably gravitate in the first instance to Fort Leavenworth, because that fort, standing as it does on the margin of the farther bank of the great river, is the readiest of access to the wayfarer from the east, and also because he will find there the headquarters of one of the four departments that comprise the Division of the Missouri. At Fort Leavenworth, he will find a general officer in command,4 whose personal experiences have been widely varied, and whose accumulated wealth of information on military topics in the Far West is equaled only by his courteous readiness to communicate that information; he will find also a school of instruction for officers that bids fair, as it develops—at present it is only in its first youth—to take rank as a staff college of a high order; and he will find, too, a military prison which will furnish the investigator—he being a Briton—with some curious material for comparison and contrast.

Since the rack and the knot were abolished, there is, perhaps, no more terrible institution in the world than a British military prison. Its spirit is relentlessly punitive. It makes pariahs of its entrants by the wanton cropping of their hair to the very bone. The “good” prisoner finds his only reward in exemption from prison punishment; the violator of the minutest rule of the complicated code of prison discipline expiates his offense in punishment with stern inevitability and inflexible severity. Labor that is ostentatiously useless, and therefore doubly irksome, is the somber alternative to yet more somber solitary confinement; the prison fare is meager and monotonous to a degree incredible on this side of the Atlantic. No good conduct avails the prisoner toward the mitigation of his sentence, and when release comes to him, unless his crime has been heinous enough to have earned him the consummation of dishonorable discharge from the army on the conclusion of his term of punishment, he goes back into the ranks, it may be, inspired with so wholesome a horror of the military prison that he vows never again to incur the risk of entering its gloomy portals; but more often with a sullen desperation, increased in most cases by the hopeless burden of debt curtailing his pay, that makes him worthless as a soldier, and that prompts him to no matter what recklessness of effort to break the hated bonds that hold him to military service.

Had Fort Leavenworth military prison been designed as a contrast to this picture, the radical differences between it and a British military prison could not be stronger. Before its portals are reached, the prisoner destined for it has generally ceased to be a soldier. Adjudicated to be not worth keeping in the army, and for the sake, too, of simplifying the company books, he has been written off his regiment as “dishonorably discharged” before he comes under the surveillance of Major [Stanhope E.] Blunt. Once inside the prison, his hair is left unto him, and he is assigned quarters in an airy barracks room, far more comfortable than the tent or adobe hut which, as likely as not, he had been occupying when with his company. Here he has his bed from the first night, and the liberty of unrestrained conversation with his fellow prisoners. His food is the liberal ration issued to the American soldier, better indeed than the ration which the latter eats in remote stations, and supplemented in season by the produce of the prison garden tilled by the prisoners themselves. He eats this food in the company of his fellows, in a spacious dining hall, equipped in a fashion so civilized as would shame a British barracks room. The labor to which he is put is some handicraft, the practice of which meanwhile has a rational interest for him, and the conversance with which, acquired in prison, may furnish him with an honest livelihood when again he shall be a free man. He is treated in every way as a rational being, rather than, as is the case with a British military prisoner, as a dog that has misbehaved and that is ever watching for a chance to misbehave again. He is allowed an individual freedom of action that is simply startling to the British observer of him, said freedom of action complicated only by the outer wall and by the bullets in the rifles of the prison guard.

Occasionally, although rarely, he “plays the fool,” and declares that he will work no more. Still he is treated, not as the misbehaving dog, but as the normally rational being suffering under a temporary aberration. He is brought into the presence of the governor, who “has a talk with him,” pointing out to him the folly of his conduct and the consequences thereof. Save in exceptional instances, this expedient restores him to reason; if it does not, a course of dark cell and bread and water produces the result; and he returns to the shoemaker's shop or the smithy a wiser and probably a better man.

By good conduct he can shorten considerably his term of confinement. When that expires, he goes out into the world, supplied with a suit of decent clothes—for it is held cruelty to stamp him with a convict brand—the possessor of a small sum of money, and of a railway warrant for his conveyance to the place of his enlistment. Yet further to mark his rehabilitation, if his prison conduct has been exemplary, he receives a certificate that entitles him to reenlist in the army, if he should have the inclination so to do.

Now, I have no wish or intention to contrast the American treatment of the military prisoner with the British treatment of him, in a sense unfavorable to the latter. “Different nations, different treatment”—that is all the length I care to go. Were I to argue for the adoption of the American system in the British prison, there would confront me the conclusive reply, that such adoption would convert the British military prison into a paradise to which half the army would aspire, and the joys of which, once tasted, would be relinquished with reluctance, and pantingly striven for again. That this would be but too true, I am sadly conscious, because I know that there are men in the British army who prefer even a British military prison to the performance of their duty in the ranks.

But it by no means follows, because the treatment of Fort Leavenworth would be a paradise to a large proportion of the British rank and file, that it is other than a severe punishment to the misdemeanants of the American army. So far as my discernment goes, the spirit of the people of this republic has this characteristic, that simple deprivation of liberty is to all, except debased habitual criminals, so hard a punishment in itself, that severer inflictions engrafted thereon would simply be wanton refinements of cruelty.

In this view, Fort Leavenworth prison is no Elysium to the soldier of the American army; and that that is true is confirmed by the fact that few candidates for its joys present themselves a second time, and that these few are almost invariably foreigners. Paradoxes are the stumbling block of the inquirer; and Fort Leavenworth prison throws in his path a formidable paradox, or rather, indeed, a whole handful of paradoxes. I have tried to explain why it is no Elysium to the soldier of the American army; but notwithstanding, I found it full. It holds close on five hundred prisoners; its walls enclose over two percent of the actual enlisted strength of the American army.

[image: images]

Bringing in army deserters. RUFUS ZOGBAUM, HORSE, FOOT, AND DRAGOON

How comes this about? The soldier must know that in committing military crime he risks the hated doom of suspension of liberty within the walls of Fort Leavenworth. Is there, then, in the American army any great proportion of reckless perpetrators of military crime? The reply comes that no army in the world exhibits greater subordination, greater habitual temperance, more intelligent discipline, a greater absence of all military crime, save, always, crime of one specific complexion. Of the five hundred inmates of Fort Leavenworth, nine-tenths, roughly speaking, are recaptured deserters. Small as is the authorized strength of the American army, it is always below that strength, partly because of paucity of recruits, partly because of desertions. One company commander out in New Mexico told me he lost twelve men by desertion in three months; a maintenance of which rate for eight months longer would have wiped his company clean out of existence, but for reinforcement by recruits. The five hundred inmates of Fort Leavenworth are only a feeble proportion of the grand total of deserters. They are but the unlucky ones who get caught, and as the American soldier who deserts does not propose to get caught if he can help it, his recapture is rather the exception than otherwise.

Do men hold back from the American army, do men desert from it in surprising numbers, and do men who have not deserted quit it, for the most part, on the expiration of one term of service, because its advantages are inadequate and its conditions severe? Let us go into the matter. The pay of the American soldier is thirteen dollars a month at the outset, fourteen dollars in his third year of service, fifteen in his fourth, and sixteen in his fifth. His ration, to the foreigner, is startling in its fullness and variety, with its “twelve ounces pork or bacon, or one and a quarter pounds salt or fresh beef, one pound six ounces soft bread or flour, or one pound hard bread, or one and a quarter pounds corn meal and to each one hundred rations, fifteen pounds beans or peas, and ten pounds rice, ten pounds green coffee, or six pounds roasted and ground coffee, or one pound eight ounces tea, fifteen pounds sugar, four quarts vinegar, one and a quarter pounds candles, four pounds soap, three and three-quarter pounds salt, four ounces pepper, thirty pounds potatoes, one quart molasses.” There is “working pay” for him to earn, at the rate of twenty-five cents a day for unskilled, fifty cents a day for skilled labor. He enlists for the moderate term of five years, so that if he dislikes the service, his release is in the not far-off future.

When, after that term, he is discharged without discredit, he stands entitled to 160 acres of government land, which hold value of what proportion of the regulation issue of military clothing his exercise of moderate care has absolved him from requiring, amounting, in his five years’ service, to from one hundred to one hundred and sixty dollars. Inclusive of this, without hardship, he can have accumulated savings amounting to some six hundred dollars, a sum amply sufficient to stock his gratuitously acquired farm, to which, or to the place of his enlistment, he receives free transportation. If, again, he elects to make the army his profession, he may reenlist for successive terms of five years, while his physique holds good, receiving the pay of eighteen dollars a month from his first reenlistment. He may become a noncommissioned officer, with a maximum of twenty-seven dollars a month pay in the line, of thirty-nine dollars in the Engineers, Ordnance, and Signal Corps. And if he aspire to commissioned rank, there is nothing utopian in such hope. “Meritorious noncommissioned officers,” say the regulations, constitute one of the three sources from which commissioned officers are drawn. The “enlisted man” of the American army may attain any rank in that arm. The present adjutant general began his military career in this capacity, earning his promotion by gallantry in the Mexican War.

It is the common belief in Europe that all officers of the American Regular army are graduates of West Point, but this is quite an error. Take the cavalry arm, containing 432 officers. Of this number, thirty-eight have been enlisted men, commissioned directly from the lower ranks of the Regular army. But this in nowise represents the proportion of officers who have begun their military career as enlisted men. Eighty first joined the army as private soldiers of volunteer regiments employed during the Civil War. Thus of the 432 cavalry officers in the American army, there are no fewer than 118 “rankers,” as officers who have risen from the ranks are called in the British army. These American rankers do not people the lower grades, as is mostly the case with the British ranker. There are one lieutenant colonel, five majors, one chaplain, seventy-two captains, and thirty-nine lieutenants. No army in the world presents to its soldiers advantages and opportunities comparable to these which I have set forth.

But why does the American soldier desert, when his advantages are so good? Seldom, I imagine, from sheer reckless devilry. In many cases, it is told to me that he enlists, simply to obtain transportation to the West, where he sees his chances as a civilian, and a civilian he becomes by the simple process of deserting. Again, the military posts out west are mostly in the vicinity of mining regions, where the temptation to be free to make fine earnings is rampant. No doubt the monotonous routine of military service chafes somewhat on the impulsive American nature, which prompts to change and motion. And again a plodding, moderate certainty does not commend itself greatly to the idiosyncrasy of the American, who emphatically craves to be taking his chances, and burns ever for a speculation, even should the basis of the speculation be, as it is with the deserter, a shrewd risk of Fort Leavenworth prison. It may be assumed, also, that it is this reluctance on the part of the American to content himself on a certainty (unless, indeed, that certainty be the salary of a political appointment) which deters recruits from crowding forward to grasp the unquestionable advantages of a spell of soldiering, and which impels so many soldiers to be satisfied with one term of enlistment.

Foreigners are more fain to offer as recruits. Englishmen join the American army in considerable numbers, but by no means invariably of the right stamp. Men who have been deserters will be deserters again, and the ex-British soldier sighs for the once-accustomed racket of the garrison town, so that, if he does not desert, he rarely reenlists. The Germans come in increasing numbers and are [more] prone than men of any other nationality to make a career of the American army. The old-fashioned Irish sergeant reported to have been once common, who had learned his duty in the British army, and who was a model noncommissioned officer, firm, self-respecting, narrow, opinionative, is said to have now become rare.

How the lower ranks are paid has been already shown. A second lieutenant in the American infantry commences on an annual income of $1,400, increasing by ten percent annually, for each five years’ service in the same grade, until an increase of forty percent has been reached. The corresponding pay in the British army is less than $500 a year—barely enough to pay the mess bill. A captain in the American army enjoys an income of $2,000 a year, increasing ten percent for each five years of service in that rank. A colonel in the American service draws an annual revenue of $3,500, rising by quinquennial installments to $4,480. A major general has $7,500. All these incomes are exclusive of quarters, fuel, and forage, on at least as liberal a scale as that in effect in the British army. The spirit pervading the payscale of the officerhood of the American army is that he who selects it as his profession shall have an adequate income on which to live, no matter what his rank, an income yielded by his profession reasonably on a par with the professional incomes of other callings throughout the republic; whereas the keynote to the English scale is that private resources must supplement the inadequate professional pittance.

There is no reason why the American officer, even of the junior ranks, cannot effect savings from his pay. Indeed, it has been told to me on good authority that when on service west of the Missouri, “he cannot help saving, unless he drinks or gambles.” Nor is the American army a profession out of which a man who becomes incompetent for service because of old age, wounds, or ill health is thrust out into the cold world without provision. Its retired pay is unique in the liberality of it; and this sure provision amply compensates for any inadequacy which may be apparent between the service pay and the incomes yielded by successful devotion to civilian avocations. The Railroad King or the Wall Street man may wax, but he may also wane; in this country of uncertainties, the millionaire of yesterday may be penniless tomorrow, and the next day in the poorhouse or the gutter. The officer on service, with his moderate but adequate pay, as stable as the republic itself, need blanch under no financial vicissitudes. He may look forward without a quake for him or his, to broken health or to the evening of his life. A second lieutenant, invalided already during the first five years of his service, receives as retired pay for the rest of his life $1,050 a year. A major, in similar conditions, receives a life pension of $2,250 a year; if he has put in twenty years’ service in that grade, his pension is $3,000 a year.

But if Uncle Sam is a good paymaster, he in nowise believes in throwing his money away. He will receive his fair day's work for his fair day's wage. And he keeps only hands enough to do that work, so that the American army is not cumbered by a throng of idle generals, incompetent for command, yet crowding the roster for promotion; and of half-pay officers, who do not care for or who cannot find employment. He employs no more hands than he can utilize; and when a man is no more fit for work, he has to accept his retirement, with its decorous allowance. He considers that he pays a man well enough to do his duty; he holds that that duty includes the best and fullest the man can do. Therefore, he holds forth to him no store of honors and lavish advancement as the reward for the duty-doing; and if he fails therein, he gets scant indulgence.

Uncle Sam does not spend much time in inventing excuses for shortcomings. His axiom is a roughly practical one—merit and success are synonymous; failure spells incompetence. In all this he differs utterly from his cousin, Dame Britannia. Her army is not a business profession; and so she cannot deal with it on business principles. She must stand by her failures; she must not own to herself that they are failures; she must bolster them up with a quaint, stolid, almost pathetic constancy, although the world laughs at her and them.
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U.S. Cavalry on review in 1889. HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE 1890

What in the British army is known as “smartness” was here clearly no object. But as the impression of slovenliness wore off, it became apparent that to the minutest detail, everything was contrived for and subordinated to practical utility. The horses were stout, hard, active, and wiry, accustomed to endure hardship and to graze and stand quiet when picketed. The saddles were of the McClellan pattern, light, saving of the horses’ backs, and easy for the rider. The kit—carried in small, pendulous saddlebags slung behind the cantle—was cut down to actual necessaries, but no necessaries for sensible campaigning were lacking. The arms were essentially practical—no saber, a Smith and Wesson revolver, a Hotchkiss magazine carbine (seven cartridges), sighted to fourteen hundred yards, and carried conveniently on the saddle. Ammunition for the carbine (sixty rounds), carried in a most useful and accessible waist belt something like a bandolier; the revolver ammunition (thirty-six rounds) carried in a less satisfactory waist. Men—lean, wiry, tough-looking fellows—wearing clothes there could be no fear of spoiling, adepts [sic] by training in the rough border skirmish work that constitutes warfare in the “territories,” individually and collectively self-reliant.

The average weight carried by horse (trooper and equipment in complete marching order prepared to take the trail right off the parade ground) two hundred and twenty-five pounds—sixteen stone English—being about three stone less weight than that carried by the British troop horse under similar conditions. The American cavalry formation is in “rank entire” on the parade ground; on service in the comparatively rare experience of charging mounted, its formation was succinctly described to me as “devil take the hindmost”; but fighting with the Indians is almost invariably done dismounted. Supplies for thirteen days are carried on mules which accompany the column, reserves following on wagons. In fine, a detachment of American cavalry on march might, to the European conversant with standing armies, bear a suspicious resemblance to banditti; but it is carefully equipped for the kind of service on which it is employed, and possesses a practical adaptability that would probably occasion some astonishment in another kind of warfare, on the part of more conventional cavalry fresh from the barracks yard.

To the infantry applies much that has been said of the cavalry. It marches light, unencumbered by knapsacks; it carries the ammunition purposefully in the waist belt; it does not bother with the bayonet encumbrance. It is armed with the Springfield rifle, a strong-shooting, far-carrying weapon; it wears neither stock nor standing collar; it has the helmet for hot weather; and its boots are susceptible of improvement.
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PART 1

The following paragraphs have formed a part of the “law of the land” for more than eighty-five years and were recently reenacted in the Revised Statutes of the United States:

SECTION 1625. Every able-bodied male citizen of the respective states, resident therein, who is of the age of eighteen years, and under the age of forty-five years, shall be enrolled in the militia.

SECTION 1628. Every citizen shall, after notice of his enrollment, be constantly provided with a good musket or firelock, of a bore sufficient for balls of the eighteenth part of a pound, a sufficient bayonet and belt, two spare flints, and a knapsack, a pouch with a box therein to contain not less than twenty-four cartridges, suited to the bore of his musket or firelock, each cartridge to contain a proper quantity of powder and ball; or with a good rifle, knapsack, shot pouch, and powder horn, twenty balls suited to the bore of his rifle, and a quarter of a pound of powder; and shall appear so armed, accoutered, and provided, when called out to exercise or into service…. Each commissioned officer shall be armed with a sword or hanger and spontoon.

SECTION 1632. The officers [of cavalry] shall be armed with a sword or hanger, a fusee, bayonet, and belt, with a cartridge box to contain twelve cartridges…. Each dragoon shall furnish himself with a serviceable horse, at least fourteen and a half hands high, a good saddle, bridle, mail-pillion, and valise, holsters, and a breastplate and crupper, etc.

Few of the younger men of our generation can interpret these provisions without the aid of a dictionary. The powder horns, flints, fusees, muskets, hangers, spontoons, breastplates, and mail-pillions of our fathers must be looked for, not in our arsenals, but in the cabinets of antiquaries. The sections of the law quoted above indicate how far modern improvements in the materiel of war have carried us since the close of the last century. Military implements, the supply of an army, its organization, tactics, and discipline, have constituted the elements of military science in all ages; but improvement in weapons and accoutrements appears to lead and control all the rest. Each new development in arms must be followed by a corresponding change in organization, discipline, and tactics. It would be interesting to trace the changes through which military science has passed during the last century. We should find, especially during the last half century, that at the end of each great war, some leading implement was mustered out of service and replaced by a better one; and every such improvement has required a corresponding change in the prevailing methods of warfare. Just now, military inventors are inquiring whether it is easier to produce an irresistible projectile than an impenetrable target. When the problem shall be solved, the armaments of the civilized world must be conformed to the result.

During the great war for the Union, the United States acquired an experience in all branches of military science more rich and varied than in any previous half century of our history; many efforts have since been made, both by Congress and students of military science, to embody this experience in the better organization and equipment of our army. It was the purpose of Congress, in the act of July 28, 1866, “fixing the military peace establishment,” to make a permanent organization of the army, and to use, in its formation, the very excellent material which the war had developed. Public opinion, at that time, was almost unanimous that the army should be larger, in proportion to our population and extent of territory, than it was before the war; and the five regiments of artillery, ten regiments of cavalry, and forty-five regiments of infantry, constituting an army of fifty thousand men, authorized by that act, was considered as small a force as was consistent with the development of military science and the proper defense of the nation. Whether the change of opinion which has since taken place in Congress be founded on sufficient or insufficient grounds, it is not now worthwhile to inquire. But it should be remembered that at the date of the act fixing the peace establishment, and during several succeeding years, the duties of the national government were necessarily of a semimilitary character. It was a period of transition from war to peace; and the work of Reconstruction, as undertaken by Congress, could only be successfully accomplished by the aid of the army. The employment of the army in a service so closely related to political action produced not a little prejudice against the entire military establishment; and it should be mentioned to the credit of the army that while the work was distasteful to all its leading officers, they not only performed their duty without a murmur, but bore, with honorable fortitude, the political criticisms which this unsought service brought upon them.

When the seceded states were restored to their normal relations to the Union, and the work of reconstruction was substantially complete, it became evident that the army was larger than the country needed for the ordinary service of peace; and the necessary economy required to reduce the heavy burden of taxation resulting from the war rendered imperative such reduction as was consistent with the public safety. As early as 1868, Congress addressed itself to the work of reconstructing the army on the basis of a smaller organization and, in so doing, encountered some of the most difficult and delicate questions of statesmanship and military science. Not only in Congress, but also among officers whose experience in the field entitled their opinions to great weight, there was found the widest disparity of views on almost every leading topic of inquiry. Added to the inherent difficulties of the subject was the fact that no considerable reduction could be made without doing great injustice to officers who had abandoned the pursuits of civil life, and had so long devoted themselves to the military profession that they were in a measure unfitted for other avocations.

At every session of Congress since 1868, the question of the strength, organization, and administration of the army has been examined and discussed with more or less thoroughness. But legislation on the subject has consisted only of fragmentary acts, temporary makeshifts, in which repeated reductions have been effected in the force of the army, accompanied with the intimation that the work of reorganization was only postponed. By the act of March 3, 1869, all appointments and promotions in the line and staff of the army were stopped until further legislation by Congress, and all enlistments were stopped until the number of infantry regiments should be reduced to twenty-five. This act, together with the act of July 15, 1870, effected a reduction in the number of commissioned officers from 3,036 to 2,277; and the number of enlisted men was reduced by two steps, first from 61,605 to 35,000, and then to 30,000.

The act of June 16, 1874, reduced the number of commissioned officers to 2,161 and the number of enlisted men to 25,000. By the act of August 15, 1876, a temporary increase of 2,500 enlisted in the cavalry regiments was authorized to meet the necessities of the Sioux War, but they were to be continued only during the Indian hostilities. And finally, a bill is now pending (February 1878) in the House of Representatives, which abolishes several of the staff departments, some by actual muster out, and others by consolidation, and musters out ten regiments of infantry, four of cavalry, and two of artillery. It reduces the force of enlisted men to 20,000 and requires the mustering out of 835 commissioned officers, with the provision, however, that in case the Indian Bureau shall be transferred to the War Department, the president may retain in the service 198 of the proscribed officers of the lowest rank; but 637 commissioned officers will be peremptorily dismissed if the bill becomes a law.2

Early in the discussion of the subject, the difficulties connected with the proper adjustment of the several staff departments were so great that the expedient was adopted of suspending promotions in the staff altogether until it should be so reduced by the casualties of the service as to make the problem of reorganization more easy of solution. By the act of July 24, 1876, Congress referred the whole subject of reforming and reorganizing the army to a commission, to consist of two members of the Senate, two members of the House of Representatives, and two officers from the army, one from the line and one from the Staff Corps. Unfortunately, the act required the commission to report to Congress the results of their deliberations by the first day of December following. The commission accumulated much valuable material, but their term of service expired before it was possible to reach satisfactory conclusions; and now the whole subject is again pending in Congress as unsettled as ever. In the meantime, the efficiency of the army is seriously impaired by the uncertainty and apprehension which the situation produces; the continual agitation of the subject by Congress, without reaching any conclusion, is a grievous wrong to the officers. It is the purpose of this article to give the readers of the Review an opportunity to know what the army itself thinks upon these questions.
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A grand review at Fort Leavenworth. HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE 1888

Probably every intelligent citizen recognizes the necessity of maintaining a regular army in time of peace, and for two reasons: 1. To keep alive the knowledge and practice of military science, so that, at any time, in case of foreign or domestic war, the nation may know how to defend itself against the most skillful enemy. A military establishment sufficient for the attainment of this object would be necessary, even if we had no present employment whatever for a single soldier. 2. To have constantly at our command an active, disciplined force sufficient to preserve inviolate the national boundaries; to protect our widely extended frontier against a savage and treacherous race; to protect the public property and preserve the peace in all places subject to the exclusive jurisdiction of the United States; and to aid the several states in case of invasion or insurrection too powerful to be controlled by their local authorities. An army large enough to meet these two requirements will doubtless receive the generous and cordial support of all right-minded citizens. The size, character, and administration of such an army are the factors of the problem now under discussion before the American people. Before expressing any opinion on the several questions involved in this controversy, we propose to hear what the leaders of military science are thinking in regard to it.

The papers laid before the commission already referred to, but not yet published, are of great value, both on account of the ability with which they were prepared, and the high character and varied experience of their authors.

The paper presented by the general of the army gives us an admirable condensation of the history of our army from the birth of the Constitution to the present time, and also his suggestions for the better organization and administration of our present establishment. Its author has passed through all the grades of the service with distinguished honor. To a career of extraordinary brilliancy and success in the command of great armies in the field, and nine years of experience at the head of the army, since the war, he has added his own personal examination and study of the military establishments of the leading states of Europe. His patriotism, breadth of views, and fullness of knowledge entitle his opinions and recommendations to great weight. We quote his paper entire:

HEADQUARTERS ARMY OF THE UNITED STATES, WASHINGTON, D.C., September, 1876.

To Hon. J. D. CAMERON, secretary of war, and president of the Commission for the Reorganization of the Army.

SIR: In compliance with the resolution adopted by the commission at its first session, August 1876, I have the honor to submit my individual views and opinions of the matters confided to our action.3

Since [1820], the country has had the experience of three great wars and innumerable conflicts with the Indians, yet the principles enunciated are the same today as [then]. The present organization and strength of the army result logically from antecedent events; that measured by any standard—of the population of the country, its wealth, the extent of territory, the number of posts to be maintained, the routes of travel to be guarded, the public lands, from which trespassers are to be excluded, or indeed by any fair inference of necessity—it can be demonstrated that the existing military establishment, including all officers and enlisted men, aggregating 27,489, is less in proportion than was the Legion of the United States, fixed by General Washington in 1792.

Therefore, it would seem to be the part of wisdom to let well enough alone, and to allow the existing army to increase or diminish by natural causes, according to the necessities of the country. But on the supposition that the present commission prefer to accomplish a thorough reorganization, I have prepared [a] table, exhibiting an organization easily reached from the present standard, and which would better fulfill the second of Mr. [John C.] Calhoun's principles of being enlarged to a war standard with the least possible “confusion or disorder,” and “at the least possible expense.”

I assume the new force, or peace establishment, to consist of five regiments of artillery, ten of cavalry, and twenty of infantry; each to have the same identical organization, leaving to the artillery and cavalry the same number of companies as now, and diminishing the number of infantry regiments by five, but adding two companies to each regiment, thus only disbanding ten of the existing companies. I take from the artillery and cavalry fifteen majors, and give twenty to the infantry, an increase of five; and give to each company of cavalry and infantry two first lieutenants, the same that the artillery now have. This will increase the number of first lieutenants in the army by 360, a most valuable increase, because they are the active “duty officers,” and they constitute the school from which the country will, in times of war and danger, habitually draw the chief officers for hard service.

Each regiment, of every arm of service, is composed of twelve companies, susceptible of being grouped into three battalions of four companies each, to command and administer which are one colonel, one lieutenant colonel, two majors (one field officer to command each battalion), one adjutant, and one quartermaster and commissary—making six officers; and one sergeant major, one quartermaster sergeant, one commissary sergeant, and one principal musician—making four noncommissioned staff.

Each company will have one captain, two first lieutenants, and one second lieutenant—making four officers; one orderly sergeant, three sergeants, three corporals, two artificers, two musicians, and fifty privates—making four officers and sixty-one enlisted men.

Each regiment would then contain, for a peace establishment, fifty-four officers and 736 enlisted men—aggregating 790; or the
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Aggregating, officers and men, 27,650.

To increase to the war standard, simply add to each company one sergeant, one corporal, and fifty privates, which would result as follows:
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To further increase for war purposes, add four new companies to each battalion, and we have
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The Germans now use companies as large as two hundred and fifty men, so that a battalion of eight companies numbers two thousand men. Assuming that as the maximum, we will have

 






	five regiments =
	fifteen battalions of artillery =
	30,000



	ten regiments =
	ten battalions of cavalry =
	60,000



	twenty regiments =
	sixty battalions of infantry =
	120,000




Making an army of 210,000 on a minimum, or peace basis, of 27,650.

 

Thus an effective and well-organized army, of over 200,000, can be created promptly, “without the least confusion or disorder,” fulfilling all the conditions of Mr. Calhoun's second great principle, which he regarded as of more national importance than the first.4

On considering any paper organization, it is safe to assume that about one-third are usually absent. This seems a large proportion, but it is the result of experience extending back for centuries. Good discipline and good administration diminish this ratio, while bad discipline and worse administration increase it largely. The usual causes of diminished ranks are wounds and sickness; furloughs and leaves of absence; confinement, by way of punishment; details for cooking; for care of sick; as teamsters; care and distribution of supplies; detachments for escorts of trains and exposed points along the routes of supply, etc. These causes are common to all armies in peace and in war; besides which our peace establishment is specially subject to causes which take officers away from their legitimate regiments and companies. It is a very common popular error that an army is necessarily idle in time of peace; and for this alleged reason, influential families strive to draw their sons and friends away from their duty. No army in war performs more real hard work than does our American peace establishment, building forts and posts along our ever-changing frontier; building roads hundreds and thousands of miles in extent; guarding trains; and in explorations, which cause them to march thousands of miles in a single season, etc. Among these special causes, I will enumerate the following: the Military Academy at all times draws from the regiments thirty officers; the civil universities are entitled to thirty by law; the recruiting service requires forty; besides which are courts-martial, boards of survey, boards to examine new inventions in arms, accoutrements, clothing, and equipment; “Centennial Boards,” etc. At this very time, there are 335 officers so absent from their proper companies, besides many more who have leave of absence from their division and department commanders. I am satisfied that discipline and good economy demand that there never should be less than two, and habitually not less than three, officers present with each organized company; and it is for this reason that I have added one first lieutenant to each company of cavalry and infantry, the same as now exists in the artillery companies.

The company is the foundation of all good armies. It is here the officers and soldiers learn guard duty, picket duty, the drill, the mode of cooking, the manner of sleeping in barracks or in the field, the indispensable habit of subordination and obedience; how to preserve the health and strength of the men; how to care for the sick and wounded; the muster, embracing the history of individuals, on which are based all claims for pensions, bounties, and provision in old age and infirmity.

Four such companies united form the battalion, with a field officer to command, which is a splendid unit for peace or for war. The value of this organization is that in the ever-varying phases which military duty assumes in our country, two of these battalions may be easily strengthened by the transfer of all the effective officers and privates of the third battalion to the other two, thus constituting an effective force of eight companies, each of which will have about seventy-five privates, eleven noncommissioned officers, and four officers, while the reduced battalion would remain at some depot, constituting a sufficient guard, and be useful in collecting a reserve force of recruits.

The three battalions habitually compose the regiment, which is the most perfect organization, common to all civilized arms, where administration and discipline are united under the colonel, an officer of experience, who should be qualified for every manner of duty—field and staff—in peace or war; and who would be ready for the most parsimonious administration, or for an enlargement of his command to the equivalent of an ordinary division.


Having thus disposed of the army proper, I will now pass to the subjects of generals and of general staff, which have given rise to so much controversy. According to existing laws, there are in the military establishment today one general, one lieutenant general, three major generals, [and] six brigadier generals. These are all now employed on duties commensurate with their rank, yet there are employed two other officers of the grade of colonel, who command departments, viz.: Colonel [Thomas H.] Ruger, Department of the South, and Colonel [August V.] Kautz, who commands the Department of Arizona. Should vacancies occur in the grades of general and lieutenant general, they could not be filled, and the command of the army would devolve on the senior major general. In my judgment, this law should be modified so as to leave the rank of lieutenant general permanent; for all the world over, 25,000 men are held to be the equivalent of a corps d'armee, the legitimate command of a lieutenant general, and the title alone will be an incentive to honorable conduct and competition among the general officers of the army.

In discussing the general staff, I will treat of the several parts, with the titles by which they are at present known, following the classification of the Army Register of 1876. Aides-de-camp and military secretary are personal staff, selected by each general officer, from officers in the regiments or staff, without increasing the general aggregate. They simply receive additional rank and pay while so acting, which rank and pay have been sanctioned by long experience, and are necessary, by reason of their increased expense while following the fortunes of their chiefs.

I recommend that no change be made in existing laws, but if reduction is inevitable, then that the general have four aides, that the lieutenant general have three aides, instead of two aides and one secretary, thus avoiding a title which is in fact obsolete; that major generals have two, and brigadier generals one each—in all nineteen.

The Adjutant General's Department consists of one brigadier general, two colonels, four lieutenant colonels, and ten majors, seventeen in all—a number which is not deemed excessive; nor do the rank and pay exceed their necessities. The Inspector General's Department consists of three colonels, two lieutenant colonels, and two majors, certainly as low in numbers and rank as the most rigid economy could demand. I advise that the senior colonel be made a brigadier general, on a par with the other heads of departments.

The Bureau of Military Justice consists of one brigadier general and four majors, which also seems as small as possible.

The Quartermaster's Department has one brigadier general, four colonels, eight lieutenant colonels, fourteen majors, and thirty captains—fifty-seven in all. When we contemplate the extent of our country, the scattered condition of the troops, and the important functions performed by this branch of the staff, I surely see no good reason for further reduction.

The Subsistence Department consists of one brigadier general, two colonels, three lieutenant colonels, eight majors, and twelve captains—twenty-six in all. To fulfill their proper duties, there is now, and will likely continue to be, plenty of work for this number of officers.

The Medical Department now consists of one brigadier general, two colonels, two lieutenant colonels, fifty majors, ninety-two captains, and fifty-eight first lieutenants; also, four storekeepers and seventy-nine hospital stewards—in all, 209 officers and seventy-nine enlisted men. The rank of these officers is assimilated for the purpose of pay and quarters, and their functions are so professional that I dislike to venture the expression of an opinion as to their number or rank; but the Medical Department does seem too large, and I have always preferred that each regiment should have one surgeon and two assistants, leaving a small number as a general staff for assignment to divisions and departments.

The Pay Department consists of one brigadier general, two colonels, two lieutenant colonels, and fifty majors; in all, fifty-five. By existing laws, every regiment, company, and detachment of the army must be mustered and paid every two months. When we contemplate the necessarily scattered condition of the army, I do not see how a less number can, by the utmost activity, succeed in fulfilling this task.

The Signal Department consists of one brigadier general; the officers necessary for the execution of the duties devolving on this department are detailed from the line of the army, at present eighteen. These duties are more civil than military; and I confess that I would prefer that they should be devolved on some civil branch of the government, such as the Coast Survey.

Chaplains—of these the law provides for thirty post chaplains, and four regimental chaplains; the latter provided specially for the regiments of colored troops. I have no hesitation in advising that chaplains, as an army rank, should be abolished. It is notorious that these chaplains are not serving at the remote posts, for which they were specially provided. It would be preferable that in place of commissioning the chaplains as army captains, that the secretary of war be authorized to designate fifty of the military posts as chaplain posts; that the council of administration at each of said posts be authorized to select and employ a chaplain, who shall receive, while performing the duties, one hundred dollars a month. The aggregate cost of fifty thus selected would not exceed that of the present thirty-four. In this connection, I will also say that I believe the time has come when the words “white” and “black” should be omitted in all military laws; that recruits should be enlisted and distributed to all companies and regiments without reference to color or previous condition. Time would soon, in the army as it already has in the navy, obliterate the old prejudice that led to the formation of the regiments of colored cavalry and infantry. All should be alike.

There still remain the Corps of Engineers, consisting of one brigadier general, six colonels, twelve lieutenant colonels, twenty four majors, thirty captains, twenty-six first lieutenants, ten second lieutenants, thirty-eight noncommissioned officers, eight musicians, 154 privates: in all, 109 officers and 200 enlisted men.

The enlisted men of engineers are now organized into three companies, two of which are at Willett's Point, New York, under Maj. H. L. Abbot, a most thorough and competent officer, as a school of instruction in pontooning, torpedoes, and in modern galvanic appliances; the other company is at West Point. So far as the army is concerned, these companies are not available to the general commanding the department in which they are stationed, and are held as only subject to the orders of the president. In like manner, the officers, with few exceptions, are not subject to army inspection and association, being employed in the construction of military and civil works. I have the most unqualified respect for the superior qualifications and attainments of the officers of this corps, always selected from the highest graduates of the Military Academy, and only regret their isolation from the army proper. I am satisfied that both parts would be benefited by a closer alliance, but in this connection will only recommend that, in the estimates for the maintenance of the military establishment, the pay, allowances, transportation, and incidental expenses of the army, the Engineer Corps be made distinct, so that Congress may see at a glance the cost of this corps when compared with the infantry, cavalry, etc. Instead of three companies, I suggest a battalion of four companies of the exact standard of the other arms of service.

The Ordnance Department consists of one brigadier general, three colonels, four lieutenant colonels, ten majors, twenty captains, sixteen first lieutenants, 120 noncommissioned officers, and 280 men—in all, fifty-four officers and 400 men. The officers and men of this corps also are so separated from the army proper that both are the losers thereby. The arsenals are not subject to the supervision or inspection of the generals commanding divisions or departments, so that the isolation is perfect. In years past, the policy of the government was to distribute the ordnance stores to arsenals in almost every state, but now that railways admit of the prompt distribution of such stores, the tendency is to contraction, so as ultimately to have but four great arsenals—one on the Atlantic (Springfield, Massachusetts), one on the Pacific (Benicia, California), and the third at Rock Island, Illinois; the fourth, to be chiefly a powder depot, has been wisely recommended by the present chief of ordnance to be located near New York City. All the other arsenals could be dispensed with, sold or converted to some other public use. This would require an act of Congress authorizing the construction of the powder depot near New York and the sale of the surplus arsenals, most of which are in fact mere magazines. Certain of these magazines, located at military centers, should be held, subject to the supervision and control of the commanding generals of the departments wherein they happen to be. To dignify them by the title of arsenal is a misnomer. They are, and should be, magazines in charge of an ordnance sergeant and a commissioned officer of ordnance, who should be a staff officer to the department or division commander. If thus modified, I advise the retention of those at Fort Columbus, Fort Monroe, Leavenworth, San Antonio, Texas, Augusta, Georgia, and Vancouver, Washington Territory, and all others to be sold and proceeds applied to the four main arsenals. The manufacture and preparation of ordnance stores should be, as now, in charge of this department, under the immediate and sole control of the secretary of war; but the magazines could be guarded by the department commander, and the stores therefrom issued under such regulations as the secretary of war may prescribe. This would reduce materially the force and expenses of this department, make it far more efficient, and bring it into closer harmony with the rest of the army.

I advise that this department be styled a corps, the same as the engineers, and that it have four companies of enlisted men, of the same strength as other companies of the army, these companies to be officered by the corps. This would give one company to each of the four great arsenals proposed.

There remains a subject which has been discussed in the Military Committee, one of a somewhat delicate nature, that must be met sooner or later. I refer to marriage in the army.

No married man is permitted to be enlisted, but there are allowed to each company four laundresses, or one to every fifteen men, who are supposed to wash the clothes of the men for pay. These laundresses are entitled to a ration per day and are always provided quarters apart from the men. Taking twenty-five thousand men as the standard gives 1,650 women, which at twenty-five cents a day, the estimated cost of a ration at the points of consumption, makes $150,562.50. It is impossible to estimate the incidental cost to the army estimates for laundresses’ quarters, for fuel, and for transportation on a change of station, but I have no doubt the entire cost exceeds $300,000. If marriage in the army is proper and right, all who choose should be permitted to marry, but this is the reduction ad absurdum, and I conclude it should be universally prohibited to enlisted men attached to regiments, and that captains of companies should provide for the washing of their men as they now do for the cooking. In like manner, and for similar reasons, I think marriage should be denied to the lowest grade of officers, viz., to second lieutenants. Too many of these now marry and crowd the barracks and quarters, which are insufficient, especially at new posts on the frontiers.

Though the government is supposed to have nothing to do with the consequences of such early marriages, yet in practice much cost is entailed in the way of extra quarters, transportation, etc. No cadet is now permitted to marry, and for the same reason, second lieutenants should be assigned to regiments for probation and be prohibited to marry till they are promoted to the next grade of first lieutenant.

Though the estimates might not show any saving, still I am satisfied the actual result would equal the cost to the United States of the small number of surplus men (760) to keep up the twenty-five thousand men which experience has shown to be needed to make up the permanent peace establishment.

In future appointments to the grade of second lieutenant, I would advise that such appointments be restricted by law to


	Graduates of the United States Military Academy;

	Graduates of the civil universities at which army officers are detailed as professors, under sections 1225 and 1260, Revised Statutes, not to exceed one to each college per annum, on the approval of the faculty and of the officer of the army detailed as professor;

	Meritorious noncommissioned officers, not over twenty-five years of age, recommended by their commanding officers, and approved by the Board of Examiners under existing army regulations. This would give average candidates per annum:



 





	Military Academy
	50



	Civil colleges
	30



	Regimental candidates
	35



	Total candidates
	115




 

This number will probably exceed the average vacancies and enable the president to appoint to commissions the most worthy. The rule and practice will add greatly to the influence of military education in the civil universities now so popular, and will encourage a class of worthy young men to enlist in the army, with a reasonable prospect of securing a commission by good conduct.
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Again I would, in regiments “in the field” or “subjected to epidemic,” limit promotion to those actually present with the regiment, because it is not fair that the absent should profit by their own exemption from the very cause that creates promotion. And furthermore, no officer should be promoted from one grade to a higher grade without a previous examination, if the commanding officer, or any three officers of the regiment to which the promotion is to be made, represent to the adjutant general of the army their belief that the officer entitled to the vacancy by the ordinary law of seniority is incapacitated for such new commission from any cause whatsoever.

All of which is most respectfully submitted as preliminary. Transmitted to the recorder in order that it may be printed in confidence, for the use of the commission.

With great respect, your obedient servant,
(Signed) W. T. SHERMAN,
General.

The letter of General Hancock, commander of the Military Division of the Atlantic, is very full in reference to the required strength of the army in time of peace, and to the details of organization and administration. His long service on the staff before the war, his honorable and distinguished service as a corps commander during the war, and his important commands of troops in the South, West, and East, since the war, have made him thoroughly acquainted with the practical wants of the army and its defects of organization.

We quote the principal parts of his letter:

HEADQUARTERS MILITARY DIVISION OF THE ATLANTIC,

New York City, October 19, 1876.

To the Hon. J. D. CAMERON, secretary of war, Washington, D.C.

SIR: What the strength, composition, and organization of the army should be depends on the purpose for which it is maintained.

A large standing army is against the settled policy of the nation. We rely upon creating armies from our population, when the necessity for them has actually arisen or is impending. But “in peace prepare for war” is an accepted and respected maxim among us. Under the operations of these somewhat contradictory principles, we have been led to the compromise of a small standing army, which is expected to keep pace with the progress of the profession, construct adequate and suitable national defenses, hold some of our most important military positions, preventing their sudden seizure by an enemy, his occupation of our harbors, and destruction of our great commercial cities; be prepared at all times to supply the national forces with the most approved weapons, implements, and munitions of war; and to guard these and other public property until distributed for service; be ready at a moment's notice to organize, equip, and supply, with efficiency and economy, armies of any magnitude which the occasion may call for; and lastly, to serve as a nucleus for the raw levies raised as needed.

What, then, should be the strength, composition, and organization of the army, that it may best accomplish the objects of its existence?

Looking from the standpoint assumed, the first question which presents itself is the question of cost. What, during peace, are the people able and willing to pay in the way of insurance by military proficiency and preparation against heavy loss in case of war? If nothing, then the army as a permanent institution ought to be dispensed with. A discussion of the questions arising from our Indian frontier is omitted in this connection. The Indian furnishes only incidental duty for part of the army. The service is of secondary importance, and is comparatively temporary in its nature. It must for a few years longer occupy the attention of our cavalry and infantry, and some parts of the staff, and from time to time influence the strength and organization of these arms, but is entitled to no weight in considering the question just proposed.

If the people are willing in peace, as they have always shown themselves to be, to guarantee their own protection in case of war, by intrusting to an army the accomplishment of the objects hereinbefore enumerated, then the main question is closed, and the resulting ones of the strength, etc., of the force to be kept up are opened.

INFANTRY AND CAVALRY

As a general proposition, it may be said that every arm of the service, in order that it may be a model for the national forces, ought to be large enough to give full development, at whatever cost of time and money, to its own specialty.

In discussing the condition of the infantry and cavalry, General Hancock calls attention to the fact that the number of enlisted men in each company had become too small for effective discipline and instruction, so that in late years it has not been practicable to carry military instruction beyond the school of the individual soldier, or rarely beyond the school of the company. To remedy this evil, he recommends that the companies in these arms of the service be filled up to one hundred men each, and to prevent the aggregate increase of the army which this would occasion, he recommends that the number of companies in each regiment be reduced to eight.

The general then continues:
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The question of any further reduction of these arms than that just suggested should, I think, be deferred a few years longer, until our Indian frontiers are in a more settled condition. If no other disturbances have arisen, I have no doubt that these arms could, with safety, be still further reduced, if then deemed advisable.

THE ARTILLERY

In the organization of an army for active service, sixty batteries of artillery would certainly be an extravagant supply of that arm for twenty-five regiments of infantry, but it must be borne in mind that the different branches of our military peace establishment are not constituted to form due proportions of an active army. The relative strength of the different parts of our standing army cannot be governed either by the principles of organization for large armies in the field, established by our own experience, or by the principles developed by the more matured experience of foreign nations. On the contrary, in relation to their strength, the different branches of our peace establishment are quite independent of each other, each being intended, not for a proportional integral of our twenty-five thousand men, but to supply a recognized want of our nation.

Artillery, if not the most, is one of the most important, abstruse, and progressive branches of military science. Much time, practice, favorable opportunity, and hard study are absolutely necessary to master and keep pace with it. Very expensive under the most skillful, in untrained hands it becomes enormously so. This is true of the heavy as well as of the light artillery. Every shot, for example, from the fifteen-inch guns of one of our forts costs, for powder and projectile alone, $63.78, to say nothing of the original cost of the gun, the carriage, implements, etc. The government only, and not states or individuals, as in the case of cavalry or infantry, can take care of this branch of the military profession. If not protected and fostered by the general government, it is lost.

Proceeding, as we do, upon the possibility of war, it would certainly be unwise, if not foolish, to build defenses, cast cannon, devise projectiles, and then neglect in peace to teach those things in relation to the use of them which it will be too late to learn after war begins. Without multiplying arguments, I may state my conclusion that our true policy is to maintain a comparatively large force of artillery, and keep it well instructed in its specialty. That arm is now too large; perhaps in rank and file not large enough. If the number of enlisted men cannot be increased, and probably it ought not to be at this time, then certainly the men should be concentrated into fewer companies, so that each company shall contain a hundred. Instruction in artillery is seriously retarded under the present system.

A considerable saving of expense would result from the reductions and consolidations proposed in the cavalry, artillery, and infantry. The concentration of enlisted men, so as to have fewer and larger companies, would be a departure from the old theory that our army in peace, especially the line, should be a skeleton, to be filled out for war. This theory, false in principle, has always failed in practice. It involves just that lack of power so much complained of during peace—companies too small for instruction, drill, and other duty—and when war comes, in lieu of filling out the skeleton, we take entire new organizations from the volunteers or militia. Our standing army should be a small, complete, compact, vigorous, healthy body; always in a thorough state of discipline and instruction; serving as a model and a standard for the national forces, and not preserved as a skeleton, into which it is expected to infuse vitality, activity, and knowledge, at the moment an emergency arises.


THE ENGINEER CORPS

This branch of the service is of special importance in time of peace. Speaking generally, its military duties consist mainly in the preparation of permanent defenses. It has, especially with us, comparatively little to do in the theatres of offensive modern warfare. In our great war of the rebellion, but very few of the higher officers of the Engineer Corps were on duty as engineers. In late years a new feature in the system of river and harbor defenses, by means of torpedoes, has grown up, and promises to be very important. Its successful development requires careful application of the higher sciences. It is at present entrusted to the engineers, and must be regarded as an addition to the duties heretofore required of that corps, although it would ultimately, in case of war, fall into the hands of the artillery. Our extended seacoast, on two fronts of a continent, with innumerable harbors and great cities exposed, renders a well-matured system of military defenses of vast importance to us.

The Engineer Corps should be large enough to execute efficiently the purposes of the government in relation to these defenses, and to perform, in addition, such subordinate military duties as properly belong to it. The strength which the corps should have for its military duties is, like the artillery, quite independent of the strength of any other arm of service, or of all of them combined. If their duties required it, and their services justified it, the corps might even be largely increased in both the numbers and rank of its officers without any just criticism from the rest of the army. The corps is designed for the performance of important duties to the nation, and not as an adjunct to the standing army, and it has become a rule to entrust its officers with a variety of civil as well as military duties, such, for example, as the improvement of rivers and harbors, and the construction of lighthouses and public buildings. As far as I am able to judge from the limited information I possess, the corps is not larger than it ought to be for the performance of the duties required of it. I credit it with high scientific attainments, with industrious and faithful performance of duty, and with scrupulous honesty in the disbursement of public funds; yet it seems to me that there is a large proportion of high grades in the corps.

THE ORDNANCE DEPARTMENT

So far as I have the means of judging, the Ordnance Department, like the Engineer Corps, is not too large, but I see no sufficient reason for the great proportion of high grades authorized in it. In my judgment, however, the most important point concerning this corps is its management, not its organization. I have already alluded to the immediate and vital interest which other branches of the service have in the success of its operations. There is nothing so important to the combatant arms of service, and to the general officers who command them, as the arms and ammunition with which the troops are supplied. All of the branches of the service should, as far as possible, add their information and experience in the use of arms to that of the Ordnance Department, for the production of the best arms, ammunition, and equipments; but instead of this, our Ordnance Department is practically a close corporation, and all officers, from the general-in-chief down, are not only excluded from control in it, but from its councils. To the men who make the arms, etc., is entrusted the solution of all questions in relation to them, the men who use them being excluded from these deliberations. The oft-repeated efforts to consolidate the ordnance and artillery is attributable mainly to the practice just mentioned.

No consolidation is required to effect the object here suggested. It is only necessary that the isolation and independence of this department, in whose labors all of the army is specially interested, shall cease, and that it be brought under the control of the general-in-chief.

The absurdity, if I may be permitted to use the word, of completely isolating interests in our service which are naturally dependent on each other cannot be better shown than by considering three of the branches of the service already discussed in this letter, viz., the engineers, ordnance, and artillery. The first constructs the national defenses, including the beds for the gun carriages; the second manufactures all the guns and their carriages, and supplies the ammunition; and the third uses what the other two make. Yet the three act not only independently of each other, but without a common military superior.

THE QUARTERMASTER'S, SUBSISTENCE, AND PAY DEPARTMENTS

These are essentially the supply departments of the army. I do not see why any one of them should ever be larger than necessary to fill the demand made on it by the army actually in service. Regulated by this rule in time of peace, I have no doubt that each would, in the future as it has in the past, be found a complete and sufficiently large nucleus on which to build in case of war. In my judgment, the Subsistence and Pay Departments are now, in their strength and organization, well suited to the wants of the army. The bar to promotion in the Pay Department established by the act of March 3, 1809, still exists, although removed in all of the other corps to which it originally applied. I see no reason for this exception and think that the good of the service, as well as justice to the few officers concerned, demands that it should be removed.


I do not underestimate the importance, the difficulty, and the variety of the duties of the Quartermaster's Department. Yet I cannot but think that this branch of the service is larger than necessary, especially in the higher grades. The legal organization is one brigadier general, four colonels, eight lieutenant colonels, fourteen majors, and thirty captains. There is nothing in the absolute or relative importance of these positions or duties requiring so large a proportion of offices in the higher grades. In fact, I think it possible that the efficiency of the department is impaired rather than promoted by it.

After quoting a portion of his testimony before the military committee of the House, against the proposed consolidation of the Quartermaster's and Subsistence Departments, General Hancock says:

 

I adhere to that opinion. The subject is one that has been pretty fully discussed through inquiries made of the most prominent officers of the army by committees of Congress. In 1869, four officers or ex-officers expressed themselves in favor of it. In 1874, fifteen were in favor of it and thirty-four against it. In 1876, twenty were in favor of it and thirty-five against it. (In all cases, as the matter was presented to me, but especially in the last case, the form of inquiry was as to the practicability rather than advisability of the consolidation.) Of the number (twenty) mentioned as in favor, a part merely answered the question of practicability. Officers of rank, distinction, and acknowledged ability are found on both sides in the opinions given in the years above named. A careful examination of all the views expressed will not only show that the weight of evidence has been against the consolidation of these corps, but that the opposition to it has decidedly increased; and that while some who at first favored it now either oppose or do not support it, there are no changes of opinion in the other direction.

I understand that the supply branches of the British army have recently undergone consolidation of some kind, but the experiment has been but partially tested in peace, and has not yet been subjected to that trial in a great war which would enable us to judge of its success.

THE BUREAU OF MILITARY JUSTICE AND THE CORPS OF JUDGE ADVOCATES

After expressing the opinion that the number of judge advocates is too small, and that the grades of colonel and lieutenant colonel should be introduced into the corps, General Hancock says:

The duties of judge advocates are inseparable from the military system. They can only be fully and properly performed by men who make a specialty of them. If the Regular Corps be abolished or crippled, the duty must be indifferently done, wholly or partly by officers taken for the time from their proper positions. It is a fact worthy of special consideration that this corps constitutes the only element in our whole system of military jurisprudence which, not being created for temporary and special purposes, has the character of permanency. In the civil system, changeable juries simply find the facts; but judges, both eminent and permanent in the profession, determine questions of law and award sentences. In the military system, courts are convened from time to time, composed of officers who act both as judges and jurors, but none of whom are, in general, selected with any reference to their knowledge of the judicial duties they are called upon to perform. In these courts, the vote, for both findings and sentence, of the most ignorant in the law is as weighty as that of the most learned. In fact, the junior, presumably the most uninformed, is required to vote first, in order that he may not be influenced by his seniors.
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Is it wise to destroy or weaken, in these tribunals, their only element of stability?

Inasmuch as the military is a more arbitrary and despotic system than the civil, so is uniform and even-handed justice the more necessary in it. But we are far from securing this under our code, even with our judge advocates. Without an efficient corps of them, we shall be still further from it. It is no uncommon thing to see soldiers as prisoners in charge of the same guard, for identically the same offense, one under sentence of twice, or even thrice, the severity of another. They have been tried by different courts-martial, each using its discretion as to the amount of punishment for the common offense. Judge advocates have not the power to prevent this evil by awarding sentences or otherwise, but so far as their limited number permits, they mitigate it. I am not well informed as to the duties of the head of the bureau in Washington, but my own extended observation and experience justify me in speaking quite positively of the importance of judge advocates at department headquarters. Without going into the details of the various duties required of them, I will say that I consider them absolutely necessary. But the necessity for maintaining these officers does not rest alone on the importance of their current duties. A thorough knowledge of military law in its higher principles, as well as the intricacies of its details, is particularly necessary in new armies. Its prompt and correct application is one of the principal proceedings in the establishment of discipline and order in the armies which we rely upon creating in time of need. This can only be accomplished through a corps prepared beforehand. Ours is peculiarly a government of law in the army as well as out of it.

In these remarks I have given prominence to the duties of judge advocates in connection with courts-martial. But there are various other matters upon which I need not dwell, such as the questions arising out of the relations of military affairs to the civil service, in which their knowledge and experience are of great value to the public service, to commanding generals, and to subordinate officers.

These are some of the general considerations which lead me to the conviction that a “Judge Advocate's Department” is an important and necessary feature of our military establishment, whether the Regular army be large or small.

INSPECTOR-GENERAL'S DEPARTMENT

This corps should be kept large enough to answer the demands of our peace establishment, covering, as it does, a vast territory, and should be ever in readiness for its most essential duty of mustering, organizing, and otherwise preparing new levies for service in time of war. It should, I think, consist of eight or ten members.

RECRUITMENT

Patriotism produces no recruits for the Regular army. On the contrary, it holds the citizen to his civil pursuits in time of peace, and hurries him into a volunteer organization in time of war. There is no public sentiment to be relied upon for filling the ranks of the permanent force, and hence the recruiting bureau can appeal only to the wishes, tastes, and necessities, of individuals. Thus the ranks of the army are made to contain men of many nationalities, and no regard is paid to citizenship. Under these circumstances, all that can reasonably be expected of the recruiting bureau is to obtain men whose mental, moral, and physical qualities are such that they may become soldiers by a proper course of discipline and instruction.

The principal objection I see to the recruiting system is that the bureau is not confined to its legitimate functions. Its duty should, in my judgment, end as soon as it has put the recruit into the military service, and delivered him at a post or depot designated to receive him. But instead of this, the bureau retains control of the recruit while he is at the depot. To effect this, the officer in charge of the bureau (the adjutant general) is permitted to depart from his proper sphere of staff duty and exercise an actual command, which, in my opinion, is not justified, either by his office, the wants of the recruiting bureau, or the good of the service at large. There are three or four depots of the same general character. The one nearest me—Fort Columbus—is one of the most conspicuous military stations in New York Harbor—a permanent work armed with heavy guns, at present garrisoned by a larger number of men than any other post in the bay, and sheltering an immense amount of military material. It is withdrawn from the general rules governing command in the service, and with all the other so-called depots is placed under the command of the officer in charge of the recruitment of the army, who, by General Orders No. 87, Adjutant General's Office, series of 1873, is said to stand toward them in the light of a department commander.

I have the honor to be, very respectfully, your obedient servant,
(Signed) WINFIELD S.

HANCOCK,

major general U.S. Army, commanding Division of the Atlantic.

Other weighty testimony remains to be heard, which must be deferred till the next number. In the meantime, those who are seeking fame by destroying or crippling our army will do well to withhold the fatal blow until they have disposed of the facts and reasoning of the letters already quoted.
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PART II

The officers and friends of the army are neither unmindful of its defects of organization nor of the mistakes which have been made in its administration. They have criticized both, with a freedom and vigor which does credit alike to their independence and intelligence. But these criticisms have disclosed such differences of opinion that Congress has frequently been more confused than aided by the multitude of counselors.

There are, however, a few vital questions which should not be omitted from even a brief discussion of the army. Prominent among these is the relation of the army proper to the Department of War and to the political administration of the government. On this subject, I know of no criticism more vigorous and condensed than that of Judge Force, of Cincinnati, contained in a letter which I am permitted to quote. Its author rendered honorable and distinguished service as a general officer in our volunteer army; and his recognized abilities and high character as a citizen and a judge give great weight to his opinions on this subject, which he evidently discusses without any bias of personal interest.5 His letter was written at a time when the evils of which he complained had culminated in an event that inflicted a grievous wound upon the national honor;6 and though the methods of administration have since been greatly improved, the discussion should not cease till the reform is made a part of our permanent law:


CINCINNATI, March 19, 1876

Hon. A. TAFT, secretary of war.

DEAR JUDGE: When you consented to take the office of secretary of war, I wanted to see you, to talk over the matter of army administration. I have happened to have some association with officers since the war; and, visiting posts, have seen some things and heard more about the army, and have received some strong impressions. When you left so soon, I thought of writing. But it seemed hopeless, and I feared it might be unwelcome. But I have received such letters from General Sherman and General Pope (I enclose General Pope's letter confidentially for your private reading) that I have determined to say something, at all events.

I think you must have noticed the constant aggrandizement of the office of secretary of war of late years; the concentration of functions in his person. But one can hardly, without going about in the army, know the disorganizing effects of this change.

It has become the practice of the secretary and of subordinates in the department to send all sorts of orders to individual officers, to particular posts and commands, without notifying their superior and commanding officers. Commanding officers are continually finding out that their subordinates have received orders about which they have not been consulted, and of which they have not been advised. Commanding officers are unable to know how or what they command, and subordinates are taught to look elsewhere than to the regular line of duty, and learn to ask through influence for favors and indulgences they have no right to.

This is inconsistent with the tone and discipline that are necessary to an army. It is absolutely incompatible. The army has deteriorated under it.

The secretary has acquired by special acts of Congress, and assumed by analogy with the practice of political appointments in civil service, a power which is essentially corrupting. One example is the appointment of sutlers, post traders, etc., directly without reference to the councils of administration of the posts. Another is his requiring the engineer officers in charge of river improvements to employ, in their work, men of no use in the work, but who have a certain political value. I know old officers whose notions of honor and sense of public duty have been sorely perplexed by being obliged to do so. This overgrown power in the secretary's office is just like the power of slavery—it oppresses those subject to it and corrupts those who wield it. Your predecessor was a warm-hearted, honorable gentleman. He became entangled in a system that was too much for him. If the system is not changed, he will not remain solitary. Among your successors will be others like him. The difficulty is, the appetite for power grows by what it feeds on. The staff and bureau officers in Washington, pampered by this system, have, from time to time, procured the passage of laws to foster it. I believe there is a law which prohibits army officers from writing to members of Congress upon army matters, while the staff in Washington may say what they please.
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I write in general terms; but there are men who are competent to write in detail if you ask them. But the army is away from Washington and cannot be heard. I enclose General Pope's letter, to show there is a real substance in this matter. But why cannot you call on the general and the lieutenant general of the army, and other officers—say General Pope as a general officer, and Colonel Hazen as a regimental officer7 or others—to give you officially any suggestion they can make concerning army administration.

I will instance two matters: I think you will find one great, perhaps the greatest, cause of wasteful expenditure is in the purchase of army supplies and the cost of transportation. This is not in the price of the particular thing purchased, but in the system by which it is done. I am not competent to suggest the change that should be made; yet there are officers who are. Another, and one which General Belknap once told me he would have remedied, is this: Fines and stoppage of pay by sentence of courts-martial are all sent to Washington, for the adornment and support of the soldiers’ home there. This magnificent institution, which is not attractive to the men for whom it is established, has such plethora of funds that it bought some years ago, in addition to its already large domain, several hundred acres of Mr. Corcoran's grounds, which serves no purpose but as a park for Washington City. I have sometimes tried, but have always failed, to imagine a more monstrous meanness than to take from the enlisted men of the army part of their little pay to purchase a sumptuous park for the metropolis.

These fines and stoppages should be kept in each military department as a fund to establish post libraries and other means of instruction and amusement. This would be an economy, by preventing desertion and by making the men more contented and self-respecting, and therefore more efficient. This fund in each department should be under the control of the department commander, to prevent waste by duplication, and to ensure the best choice of localities for expenditure. You have a great opportunity. If you secure a reform of army administration, your reward will not be the temporary satisfaction of filling an honorable office; it will be a permanent distinction in the history of the country. Very truly yours,

(Signed) M. F. FORCE

In the unofficial letter of General Pope, referred to by Judge Force, the same subject is discussed more in detail; and the relations of the staff to the line of the army are plainly and strongly stated. It is possible that General Pope pushes his criticisms further than the facts will warrant; but his long and eminent service in command of troops, both in war and peace, and his ample knowledge of the practical results of army administration on the frontier, will give great weight to the opinions he expresses. We quote the main points of his letter:

HEADQUARTERS DEPARTMENT OF THE MISSOURI, FORT LEAVENWORTH, KANSAS, March 13, 1876

MY DEAR FORCE: The telegraph brings us news that Judge Taft8 has accepted the appointment of secretary of war, and I suppose he will enter upon the duties at once.

For the general interests of the army and the government, as well as for his own success in administration, there are some things which he ought to know, and which he will never learn from the officials in Washington with whom he will be brought into the nearest official relations. These are the men to whose influence largely and to whose not unnatural longing to concentrate in their own hands all possible power, and make themselves practically independent of and irresponsible to the army, which it is their business only to supply, the administration of the army has been brought to a condition (I will not call it a system) abhorrent to common sense, and so shocking to all business sense, that, if the consequences were not so serious, it would be absurd and ridiculous. Any corporation or private business conducted through such a system of administration would be bankrupt in six months, and nothing but the strength of the Treasury prevents the army from reaching the same result.

The business of the staff of this or any other army, and especially of the supply departments of the staff, is to keep the army in condition to fight battles or make campaigns. Of what is needed for such purpose, the commanders of troops responsible for all consequences, and best competent to judge, must necessarily be the judges. They alone, with their commands, benefit by, or suffer from, the administration of the staff. Yet it will be found that all power or authority to the minutest detail has been concentrated in Washington, and in the hands of men, many of whom, although holding commissions in the army, never served a day with troops, and are as ignorant practically of the condition, the circumstances, and the surroundings of the army, and of the country in which the larger part of it is serving, as they are of such military service in the Chinese Empire.

Worse still, although they absolutely control the supplies of the army to the smallest article, and regulate the manner of its transportation and delivery to the army, they are absolutely without any responsibility for results at all. Any disaster, dishonor, or suffering occasioned by the failure to furnish any article needed for the soldier is charged, and naturally charged, upon the military commander, though he has no more power over such matters than the coroner in Cincinnati.

This concentration of every detail of army administration in Washington has reached a point where every sort of fraud is made possible, without dishonesty or knowledge of wrong on the part of officials; and if it be not changed, the War Department and the army must finally break down.

This power of appointing post traders is only an illustration of the whole system. In old times, the post sutlers were appointed on the recommendation and by the selection of an official board at each post; and such men, being constantly under the supervision of the officers and men most concerned, were compelled to live at the posts and were absolutely deprived of the power of paying a price of any kind for their positions, since the price of every article sold was fixed by the men who bought. Was it for the good of the army that such a system was changed?

Fancy the position of a secretary of war under the present system, in the making of the smallest contracts! Every man (and that many of them are rascals I think no one will question) who wants a contract rushes to Washington to bid or secure his bid. No one there knows or can know the character of the bidder or his capacity, to the extent that such things are known in the localities where the supplies are wanted, and no one certainly can feel the same interest in the character of a contractor, his power to fulfill his contract, and the certainty of his doing so, as the commander of the troops to be supplied. In Washington, these bidders for contracts are backed up by political influence, either of men in Congress or out of it; and to please or satisfy a senator or influential member of Congress, contracts will be given by officials who are too far away, and too remotely concerned in results, to feel any very pressing or direct responsibility.

Fancy a system of administration covering the whole continent, running so much into detail that such a thing as this could be possible, and must of necessity happen should the circumstances arise!

The depot of supplies for the Territory of Arizona is at Fort Yuma, on the Colorado River. All supplies needed for the troops are brought there from San Francisco by sea, by the Gulf of California, and by the Colorado River, a very long, difficult, and uncertain passage.

Supplies of food, clothing, etc., to last at least six months must therefore be kept on hand; but if a tornado, a fire, or flood, or any other accident should unroof any or all of these buildings, so that it would cost more than five hundred dollars to re-roof them so as to protect the stores from ruin, and thereby subject the troops to suffering if not actual starvation, it would be absolutely necessary, before it could be done, to send estimates to department headquarters at Prescott, thence to division headquarters at San Francisco, thence to the general of the army in St. Louis, thence to the secretary of war, thence to the quartermaster general, thence back to the secretary of war for his orders, and thence back by the same channel as it went, to Fort Yuma, which place it would reach, if lucky, probably six months after it left there, by which time it is to be presumed everything destructible would have been destroyed.

Imagine for a moment how absurd to businessmen would appear such a system, say, for railroad management in this country. A railroad president, in New York, controlling the great railroad lines from the Atlantic to the Mississippi, and thence to the Pacific coast, who should require estimates to be made and authority asked of him, through these long and tedious channels of communication, for every rail or tie laid down, or every gallon of headlight oil expended on any part of these great lines of railroad, would be considered a business idiot. How long could a railroad be run under such a system? Yet this is just the system in the army, or rather the War Department, as it has been brought about by the influence of the officials connected with the military bureaus in Washington. Not only inefficiency and confusion worse confounded are occasioned thereby, but an expense for maintaining the army made necessary, which, I think I am very safe in saying, is fully one-third more than would be needed to maintain the same force far better, far more efficiently, and far more to the satisfaction of the army, the War Department, and the people of the country. No doubt the military and other officials referred to will supply abundance of plausible reasons for the present system, and refer to many small special laws to justify or require it. But these special enactments were passed mainly on their own suggestion and solicitation; and in these very special laws passed during the last thirty years, and much more frequently during the last few years, merely in the general view of those who urged them, to give the much-coveted power and independence to these bureaus, are found all the evils of the present system of administration, all the enormous and unnecessary expenditures of the army, all the discontent in the army itself, and all its unpopularity. The sooner these special enactments are repealed, the better for the government and the army. It was never contemplated, and surely never was practically carried out until recent times, that the secretary of war, one of the great heads of the Executive Department of the government, and the constitutional adviser of the president in great affairs of public policy, should make himself, or be made, by small special laws, procured by the influence of his military subordinates, a man of such small details as are now imposed upon him—a man of such shreds and patches that whatever of greatness, personally or politically, he might have brought with him to such a position should be completely wrapped up in pitiful details of such extent and in such number that he is practically bandaged in paper and wholly lost sight of until the exposure of some fraud or mismanagement tears the envelope from round him.

Not such was the position or duties of great secretaries of war.

For the present system, with all the practicability of fraud involved in it, and with the absolute certainty of large unnecessary expenditure, to secure nothing but inefficiency of administration and of service, there is no remedy except a return to the old methods in the War Department, or rather to the existing methods of business administration known to and followed by every businessman in this or any other country.

To the practical ignorance of some of these officials of the military necessities and mismanagement of the army, and perhaps to the unfortunate zeal in the supposed interests of their respective corps on the part of those who know better, this present system of administration has reached its deplorable condition, and not by them can any remedy be intelligently proposed; and yet, if a remedy be not applied at once sufficiently heroic to cure the disease by first intention, I envy not at all what character will be left to a secretary of war after one year in his office.


Judge Taft goes to Washington under such circumstances, and with such weight of character, that a great field for good to the army and to the government is opened before him. I know that he must of necessity be in almost entire ignorance of the details of army matters, and of the business of the War Department.

It is extremely natural that he should at first rely in the transactions of business upon the staff officers now filling the important positions in the War Department; but it will be an evil day for him, and for the department he administers, if he allow them to persuade him that the present system of army administration is anything but bad, or can lead to anything but evil in the future, as it has in the past. It is surely not saying too much to assert that there are military officials in the country far better known, of far more eminent service, much better acquainted with the services and needs of the army, and much higher in rank and in the confidence of the people, than any of the officials in the offices in Washington, many of whom have been so long secluded from public view, and from the very sight of the army, in the sheltered recesses of the War Department building, or its adjacent appendages, that their existence in the flesh is almost a myth to the army.

Let Judge Taft call upon these officers of high rank and distinguished service, who command, live with, and serve with the troops as they did in the front of battle, and hear what they will say on this subject. Their knowledge of the wants of the army, and of the best means to supply them, no one then dared question, or did question; and well was it for this government that, at such a time, no pitiful interference with every detail of service was permitted. Why is it that now all this is so changed, and that staff officers, many of whom were hardly seen outside of the War Department building during a great civil war, have come to be considered such infallible authority on the wants, the services, and the administrative details of an army, of which they see and know less—very much less—now than they did then? I say again that a great mission is before the new secretary of war, which he can accomplish easily in the half of the year before him, and which if he does accomplish, he will leave a name to be long cherished in the affections of the army, and long honored by this people.

The secretary of war holds an office too large, and he ought to be too large a man, to condescend to the details now imposed on him by a course of absurd practices and the small special laws passed in their interest.

The staff of the army should be returned to its proper relation to the line of the army. The staff is merely the servant of the army, to keep the army supplied with what it needs to perform its duties. Who should know so well what the army needs, and how to supply it, and whether it is supplied, as the officers who command it, and whose character and reputation are staked upon its condition to do the work imposed upon it? The honor of the government as well as their own honor depends upon the condition and conduct of the army; and yet they have no control over the officers who supply it with anything whatever.

After insisting that the general of the army should be restored to his proper station, and the heads of the staff departments should be required to report to them for duty, General Pope continues:

The secretary of war, having recommended the War Department appropriations himself, knows what they are made for, and when made that they ought to be turned over to the proper bonded officers of the army to be expended for the purposes for which they were made, under the direct orders of the general of the army and his subordinates in command, who are responsible to the secretary of war that these trusts are faithfully executed. In this manner, every dollar would be expended for precisely the purposes for which it was asked, and it would soon be found that when every officer came to know this fact, the estimates would decrease in a surprising manner.

I have treated in this matter merely the financial view, as that appears to be the one most absorbing now: but this concentration of everything at Washington; the supreme control exercised over the army by heads of staff departments; the practical ignoring of officers who command the army and serve with the troops; the now commonly accepted understanding that it is more honorable as well as more profitable to serve in cities and on what is known as fancy duty than to serve with the troops; that small disbursing business in the cities is far more important than the command of regiments in the field, have led to so much dissatisfaction, want of military pride and interest, and laxity of discipline, that nothing except the most stringent and unrelaxed action can now restore the army to that condition which the country has a right to expect and ought to exact.

I trust what I have said and suggested will induce Judge Taft, if communicated to him, to break through the glittering outside crust. If he will once do this, he will soon discover a wealth of ill management which is rapidly ruining the army.

Very truly yours,
(Signed) JOHN POPE.

General M. F. FORCE, Cincinnati, Ohio.


It may fairly be said that no department of the government has performed its functions with more honor and success than the army; but from the opinions expressed in the foregoing letters, it is evident that much may be done to render it more effective for the purposes of its creation. We shall endeavor to state briefly a few of the leading topics in controversy and suggest some possible improvements.

I. THE SECRETARY OF WAR AND THE ARMY

The Constitution makes the president commander-in-chief of the army and navy. In addition to his great civil functions, he is, as [Alexander] Hamilton aptly phrased it, “the first general and admiral” of the nation. He may take the field and command the army in person, as Washington did during the Whiskey Rebellion. He may wear the insignia of his military rank, as Washington did on occasions of official ceremony.

The secretary of war is a civil officer; one of the constitutional advisers of the president—his civil executive to direct and control military affairs, and conduct army administration for the president. Long before the late war, [Lt. Gen. Winfield] Scott described the functions of the secretary of war as follows: “He is, in respect to commands or orders, strictly military, but the chief of the president's staff; and in that capacity is bound by the rules for governing other staff officers belonging to the department of command or orders.”

This was clearly understood in our early history; and it is worthy of note that our most eminent secretaries of war have been civilians, who brought to the duties of the office great political and legal experience, and other high qualities of statesmanship. Perhaps it was wise in Washington to choose, as the first secretary of war, a distinguished soldier, for the purpose of creating and setting in order the military establishment; but it may well be doubted if any subsequent appointment of a soldier to that position has been wise. In fact, most of the misadjustments between the secretary of war and the army, so much complained of in recent years, originated with a secretary of war who had been a soldier and could hardly refrain from usurping the functions of command.

In all matters strictly military, the general of the army is second in command under the president. Until 1855, the army regulations contained (Article II, Paragraph 4) this plain declaration: “It is the intention of the government that there be established in every regiment or corps, and throughout the army as one corps, a gradual and universal subordination of authority.”

The relations of the general-in-command to the Secretary of War were very clearly stated in the following paragraphs of Article X.:

 

48. The military establishment is placed under the orders of the major general commander-in-chief, in all that regards its discipline and military control. Its fiscal arrangements properly belong to the administrative departments of the staff, and to the Treasury Department, under the direction of the secretary of war.

49. The general will watch over the economy of the service in all that relates to the expenditure of money, supply of arms, ordnance and ordnance stores, clothing, equipments, camp equipage, medical and hospital stores, barracks, quarters, transportation, fortifications, Military Academy, pay, and subsistence—in short, everything which enters into the expenses of the military establishment, whether personal or national. He will also see that the estimates for the military service are based upon proper data, and made for the objects contemplated by law, and necessary to the due support and useful employment of the army. In carrying into effect these important duties, he will call to his counsel and assistance the staff, and those officers proper in his opinion to be employed in verifying and inspecting all the objects which may require attention. The rules and regulations established for the government of the army, and the laws relating to the military establishment, are the guides to the commanding general in the performance of his duties.

No very serious conflict of jurisdiction and command occurred until Jefferson Davis became secretary of war. His early training as a soldier, his spirit of self-reliance and habits of imperious command, soon brought him into collision with General Scott, and were the occasion of a correspondence, perhaps the most acrimonious ever carried on by any prominent public men of our country. That correspondence, which fills several hundred pages of executive documents, arose mainly from the unwarrantable encroachments of the secretary of war upon the authority and functions of the commanding general of the army. Sections 48 and 49, which have been quoted above, were omitted from the army regulations, as revised and published by Secretary Davis; and it has been asserted, with how much truth I will not stop to inquire, that this usurpation of authority was a part of the plan pursued by him and his immediate successor to place the army and its equipment in the hands of those who designed either to use the military establishment against the Union, or to cripple it for effective service against rebellion.

In the beginning of the correspondence referred to, under date of July 30, 1855, General Scott enumerates among his grievances that by the order of the secretary of war, leaves of absence were granted; details for special service were frequently made; orders sent direct to the commanders of geographical departments for the establishment of posts and movements of troops, without the knowledge of the lieutenant general; all of which were denounced as a departure from the earlier and sounder practice of the War Department. So bitter was the personal hostility existing between Secretary Davis and General Scott that the office of lieutenant general was virtually stripped of all authority, and the command of the army was usurped by the secretary of war.


This evil example was followed by Secretary [John B.] Floyd and had become firmly rooted in custom when our late war broke out; and when our armies were organized, in 1861, that unity of command which is so indispensable to success did not exist. The vicious system could not be changed in a moment, and the country paid dearly in blood and treasure for a system indefensible in peace but ruinous in war.

General Schofield9 has said:

It is capable of demonstration to the satisfaction of any average military mind that our late war might have been brought to a successful conclusion in two years instead of four, and at half the cost in men and money, if any one soldier of fair ability had been given the absolute control of military operations, and of the necessary military resources of the country. It was only after three years of imperfect successes, failures, and disasters that a practical recognition of this essential principle of unity was forced upon the government.

The necessities of the war compelled the government, for the time being, as a matter of practice, to restore unity to the army by making commanders of corps and departments responsible to one military head, and placing both the line and the staff under due subordination to the commanders of armies in things strictly military, and to the general orders of the secretary of war in all matters of administration. But these reforms were not embodied in the laws, and on the return of peace, the old, vicious system was revived. The staff officers in the War Department became, virtually, the staff of the secretary of war and received orders directly from him. As early as January 29, 1866, General Grant wrote a communication to the secretary of war, in which he said:

During the war, while in the field, my functions as commander of the armies were never impaired, but were facilitated in the essential matters by the Administration and by the War Department. Now, however, that the war is over, and I have brought my headquarters to this city, I find my present position embarrassing and, I think, out of place. I have been intending, or did intend, to make the beginning of the new year the time to bring this matter before you, with the view of asking to have the old condition of affairs restored; but from diffidence about mentioning the matter, have postponed it until now. In a few words, I will state what I conceive to be my duties and my place, and ask respectfully to be restored to them and it. “The entire adjutant general's office should be under the entire control of the general-in-chief of the army. No orders should go to the army or the adjutant general except through the general-in-chief. Such as require the action of the president would be laid before the secretary of war, whose actions would be regarded as those of the president. In short, in my opinion, the general-in-chief stands between the president and the army, in all official matters, and the secretary of war is between the army (through the general-in-chief) and the president.

I can very well conceive that a rule so long disregarded could not, or would not, be restored without the subject being presented, and I now do so respectfully for your consideration.

But reform had been made difficult by long habit and by the fact that Congress, from time to time, had passed special acts prescribing special duties to the secretary of war, which seemed to warrant his continued usurpation of the functions of military command.

When General Grant became president, he promptly undertook the restoration of the older and better practice, by directing that all orders to the army should be communicated through the commanding general. But he had appointed, as secretary of war, a distinguished soldier [John A. Rawlins] who had served on his staff during the war; and it was hardly possible that the old relation should be changed. In a short time, the new order of things was revoked, and the secretary of war became again virtually the military head of the army. The general who should have been military commander, next in rank to the president, was made almost as powerless as a clerk, and wholly useless as a commander. Unwilling to remain in Washington with only the shadow of his rightful authority, General Sherman obtained permission to fix his headquarters at St. Louis, where he wielded less actual authority than a captain in command of a frontier post. This situation continued until that deplorable event, so disgraceful to the nation, and so calamitous to a late secretary of war, made a reform possible. It should be remembered, to the honor of Secretaries Taft, Cameron, and McCrary, that the general of the army was restored and has been maintained in his rightful authority. They possessed sufficient largeness of mind to deny themselves the gratification of commanding the army. This, however, was on their part a policy of wise discretion and patriotic self-restraint. Their practice should be made law. The functions of the secretary of war should be defined and limited; and Congress itself should respect the discipline of the army by addressing its laws, not as now, to the chiefs of bureaus and staff departments, but to the president or to the secretary of war.

II. THE STAFF

Whatever may be the merits of the controversy between the staff and line of the army (and it is an old one, not only here but in other countries), the importance of a trained staff can hardly be overstated. Adapting to our own times the figure employed by a military author who wrote early in the century, it may be said that the functions of the staff are the army's life breath in the Departments of Orders; its character in the Department of Inspection; its food in the Subsistence; its limbs and raiment in the Quartermaster's; its health in the Medical; its defense in the Engineer's; its weapons in the Ordnance; its rights and discipline in the Judge Advocate's; and its reward in the Pay Department.

An effective army staff is, of necessity, a work of years. It cannot be created in an emergency and sent at once to the field, ready for efficient work. Without thoroughly well-organized staff and supply departments, made efficient by long-previous training, an army is “foredoomed to dogs and vultures.”

Any military legislation, therefore, which destroys the staff puts out the eyes of the army, impairs its intelligence, and fatally cripples its strength.

The staff of our army rendered efficient and distinguished service during the late war and is still an honorable, intelligent, and effective body of public servants. But its functions have been distorted by the usurpations of the secretaries of war.

The generals of the army, the commanders of military divisions, districts, and posts, complain, with reason, that they are deprived of that authority over officers of the staff which proper subordination and the efficiency of the service demand. And this arises, in large measure, from the extent to which the numerous details of authority and service have been centralized in the War Department and in the several staff departments. Of course, the fact cannot be lost sight of that many staff officers are charged with the disbursement of large sums of money, and are under heavy bonds to account for the same in accordance with law and the rules of the War and Treasury Departments. But these obligations ought to be entirely compatible with the subordination of staff officers to military commanders, who are presumed to understand and respect the statutes and regulations which make disbursing officers accountable, in all matters of administration, to the secretary of war.

No commander can perform his duties with intelligence and success unless he can also command the means of arming, clothing, feeding, and transporting his troops.

The complaints of the younger officers of the line are not without foundation. A majority of them are assigned to duty on the frontiers, at posts remote from civilization, while a majority of the staff serve in Washington, or at cities within easy reach of the centers of military authority, where they frequently receive the honors and favors of the service in undue proportion. In 1869, when the system of brevet rank was breaking down under its accumulation of absurdities, a committee of the House of Representatives reported that of twenty officers in the Adjutant General's Office at Washington, there were six brevet major generals, nine brevet brigadier generals, and but one below the brevet rank of colonel. The same committee reported that in another staff department, there were twenty brevet major generals and twenty-two brevet brigadier generals.

It was in view of this practice that one of our eminent commanders, at the close of a great and successful battle in 1864, said, with grim humor, “This day's work will be rewarded by a dozen more brevets to officers in the War Department.”
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No sufficient reason can be given why a young graduate of the Military Academy should enter the Corps of Engineers or Ordnance, for example, and be perpetually exempt from service in the command of troops. He will certainly make a more efficient soldier and a better staff officer by learning, from actual experience, the habits of command, and by sharing the hardships of the line.

The constant pressure of junior officers of the line for transfer to the staff demonstrates the fact that the hardships, honors, and rewards of the service are not now equitably distributed.

With some distrust as to the result of radical changes, I suggest that this disparity could be in part removed, and the antagonism between the two branches of service could be considerably diminished, if it were provided that at least the lower grades of the staff—say those below the rank of major—should be filled by details from the line; and after a fixed tour of staff duty, such officers should return to service in the line. This would enable the president to choose from the roster the brightest and worthiest officers to perform staff duty; and it would offer an inducement to young officers to attain greater excellence in their profession. It might also aid in the same direction to provide that a year's service in the line shall be counted equal to two years in the staff in entitling an officer to longevity pay.

Of course, these provisions could not be applied to those departments of the staff whose duties are purely professional, like those of the surgeon. But some measure should be adopted to make the conditions of the service more equal, and to afford such military culture and experience to the several branches of the service that in time of need, the country may have at its command the largest number of trained soldiers with which to officer a great army.

III. THE STRENGTH OF THE ARMY

It is a significant fact that while numberless petitions and remonstrances upon almost all subjects of legislation have been constantly pouring into Congress, yet, during the last eight years, not one petition has been addressed to either the Senate or the House praying for the decrease of our military establishment, or for the reduction of the pay of its officers or enlisted men. Our people remember with gratitude the great captains who, in the late war, led their soldiers to victory to save the republic from overthrow. They thoroughly learned the lesson that in times of extreme peril, the preservation of liberty and peace depends upon the disciplined valor of the nation, and that the science and art of war can be acquired only by the thorough and patient study and practice of its elements. This work they expect of the army; and the annual amount which they cheerfully pay for its support is the cost of national insurance against foes from without and anarchy within. They expect Congress and the Executive to make the army worthy of a great nation; and this can be done only by the hearty cooperation of Congress with those eminent and patriotic soldiers who have devoted their lives to the study and practice of military science.


Our army should be large enough to accomplish the two leading objects for which the military establishment was created: the first and chief of these is to keep alive the knowledge and practice of military science, so that at any time, in case of foreign or domestic war, the nation may know how to defend itself against the most skillful enemy. The necessity of an army for this purpose was never more strongly stated than in the report made in 1820 by Secretary Calhoun, one of our very ablest secretaries of war. The fundamental doctrine of his report was that our army should at all times be so complete in its organization that “at the commencement of hostilities, there should be nothing either to newly model or to create”; that in passing from peace to war, nothing should be needed but to increase the force of enlisted men.

In addition to securing this primary object, the army should be large enough to preserve inviolate our national boundaries and protect our widely extended frontier settlements against Indian hostilities; to keep the peace and protect the public property in all places subject to the jurisdiction of the United States; and to aid the several states in case of invasion or insurrection too powerful to be controlled by their local authorities.

In addition to these strictly military functions, Congress has imposed upon the army many important duties of a purely civil character. For example, the construction and repair of harbors, the improvement of navigable rivers, the determination of national boundaries, the survey of the territories and of the northern lakes, and of canal and railroad routes, the construction of lighthouses, and other public buildings—all civil works of national importance—have required an increase in the Corps of Engineers far beyond the necessities of the army proper. Forty-seven officers of the engineers are now wholly employed in work of this character. For the observations and report of storms and maintaining storm signals for the protection of commerce, sixteen officers are employed. Many officers of the staff are also engaged in adjusting the claims for pensions, bounties, and back pay of volunteer soldiers, and in preserving the national cemeteries where our Union dead are buried. At the present time, 104 officers are actively employed upon purely civil duties.

Much the largest share of the expenditures upon arsenals is for the manufacture of arms and ammunition to be distributed among the militia of the several states. But those who criticize our military expenditures charge the cost of all these services to the army. An analysis of the annual appropriations for the military establishment shows that nearly twenty percent of the whole amount is devoted to objects other than the support of the army as a military force.

In determining how large an army is needed, we must consider the extent of territory for the defense of which it was created.

Excluding Alaska, the line of our seacoast and national boundaries is nearly twelve thousand miles in circuit. In addition to guarding the national honor upon this great line, the army must keep in advance of the rapidly expanding lines of western settlement, and must stand between the pioneers and the hostile Indians. How rapidly the settlements have extended, and how greatly the duties of the army have been thereby increased, may be seen by comparing the number and location of our military posts at different periods.

In 1846, we had ten arsenals and thirty-nine garrisoned posts, not one of which was west of the ninety-seventh meridian, which runs east of the centers of Kansas and Nebraska.

In 1860, we had fifteen arsenals and ninety-four garrisoned posts, more than half of which were along the Mexican line and the Pacific coast. But the vast territory between the 100th meridian and the Sierra Nevada had scarcely been touched by our civilization. On January 1, 1878, we had eighteen arsenals and 161 garrisoned posts, nearly a hundred of which have been established for the defense of our settlements between the 100th meridian and the Sierra.

Let those statesmen who wish to cut down the present force of our army ask the pioneers how many of these posts can be abandoned with safety. In case of Indian hostilities, far more would be wasted in paying the additional cost of transporting troops from remote stations than can be saved by the proposed reduction. We have now one soldier to two thousand of our population; and for the protection afforded and for the various other services performed by the army, our people pay, per capita, less than sixty cents a year.

It is the unanimous testimony of our foremost officers—men whom the nation long ago learned to trust and honor—that the present organization is barely sufficient to accomplish the objects of its creation and to perform the other important duties which have been imposed upon it by law.

The people have not asked for its reduction. They demand an honest and economical administration of the government; but they cherish and cheerfully support the army which affords them a perpetual guarantee of national safety and domestic peace.

No doubt, changes can be made by which the army will be greatly improved. For example, a reorganization of the infantry on the basis proposed by General Sherman in his letter already quoted, diminishing the number of infantry regiments by five, adding two companies to each remaining regiment, adopting the three-battalion formation, and increasing the maximum strength of each company, would realize the conditions prescribed by Secretary Calhoun, and enable Congress to pass from the peace to the war basis by expanding the force from twenty-five thousand to two hundred thousand without adding new regiments.

This plan would have the additional advantage of keeping constantly in the field two strong battalions of each regiment, while the third was performing post duty, supplying details, and enlisting and drilling recruits for the whole regiment.

Another reform would also be effected. Enlistments would be made, and the recruits would be commanded, from the first, by officers of the regiment in which they were to serve. This suggestion is adopted in the bill now pending in the House of Representatives; but it is coupled with a reduction of the infantry force which would seriously impair the efficiency of the army. Besides reducing the line of the army below the limit of safety, the bill fatally cripples the staff. The limits of this article will not permit a discussion of the proposition to consolidate several of the staff departments. There is some conflict of opinion, both in Congress and the army, as to the wisdom of such a measure; though the majority of army opinion is decidedly against it. The experiment has recently been tried in the British army, and the result is still a matter of dispute. But the reduction of officers, proposed as a part of the scheme of consolidation, would leave a staff wholly inadequate to the necessities of our widely scattered forces.

In defiance of every principle of sound policy, the bill proposes to abolish the Bureau of Military Justice and the Corps of Judge Advocates. The Constitution and laws of the United States provide for every citizen, whether he be a civilian or a soldier, a tribunal by which his offenses may be punished and his rights may be protected. The Articles of War, made in pursuance of the Constitution, provide for the punishment of more than sixty crimes and offenses of a military character, and establish a system of courts-martial for the trial of offenders. Each year, nearly a thousand persons connected with the army are tried by general courts-martial, many of them on charges involving penal consequences of the gravest character; and regimental and garrison courts try a much larger number.

The proceedings and rules of evidence adopted by these courts are, in large measure, drawn from the practice in civil courts, and require the supervision of men skilled both in the common law and the military code. It would be as gross a perversion of justice to leave these proceedings wholly in the hands of laymen as it would be to banish lawyers from the bench and the bar in our civil courts. Justice to our citizen-soldiers in the late war required the establishment of the bureau; and the results have justified its creation. The administration of justice in the army has been reduced to a system founded upon law and precedent. At first, many officers held that the introduction of lawyers into the army was inconsistent with military methods. But experience has convinced our most eminent commanders that the bureau is necessary to discipline and good government in the army. Besides this, in time of peace, army commanders are constantly required to act upon delicate questions which involve the relation between the army and the civil government, and which require the service of lawyers skilled both in the discipline of war and the practice of civil courts. For the adjustment of questions of this class, the services of the Judge Advocate's Corps have become indispensable.

The recent legislation of Congress, which provided for its prospective reduction to four officers, was unwise. The recommendation of General Hancock should be adopted, which is to abolish the shadowy and useless distinction between the Bureau of Military Justice and the Corps of Judge Advocates, establish the grades of colonel and lieutenant colonel, and authorize promotions to be made as in other staff departments.
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IV. CONGRESS AND THE ARMY

It is evident that during the last three years, there has been manifested in Congress a growing spirit of unfriendliness, if not of positive hostility, toward the army. Near the close of the last Congress, after failing in its attempt to cut down our military force thirty-three percent, the House of Representatives insisted upon adding to the army appropriation bill a provision which plainly violated the constitutional rights of the president as commander-in-chief; and, rather than abandon its revolutionary attempt, allowed the appropriation to fail, subjected the country to the expense and inconvenience of an extra session of Congress, and left the army to serve for many months without pay.

At the present session, one of the smaller appropriation bills, which usually passes without opposition, was made the occasion of a fierce and bitter attack upon the Military Academy, an institution which, for seventy-five years, has been the fountain of military honor, has given to our soldiers a thorough and liberal culture, and has filled the army with the spirit of national patriotism. A republic, however free, requires the service of a certain number of men whose ambition is higher than mere private gain, whose lives are inseparable from the life of the nation, and whose honors and emoluments depend absolutely upon the honor and prosperity of the government, and who can advance themselves only by serving their country.

To educate a body of young men to this standard of duty is the primary object of the Military Academy. Yet when the bill for its support came before the House, it was violently assailed, and its passage was long delayed. Attempts were made to cut down the pay of professors; to prevent the completion of the hospital; to reduce the number of cadets by preventing the filling of vacancies; and to cut down forty-five percent the pay and allowances of cadets, now barely sufficient for their support.

Mr. Aiken, a representative from South Carolina, denounced the institution as “an incubus upon the country,” and declared himself ready to vote “to put West Point up to the highest bidder, or to give it away.”

Though most of these amendments failed, their introduction illustrates the spirit of hostility which of late has so frequently been exhibited against the army.

The bill reported to the House in January last, by the Military Committee, provides for cutting down the force of enlisted men twenty percent, and of officers nearly forty percent. It contains also an artful device to destroy the whole army, by providing that, if, at the beginning of any fiscal year, Congress shall have failed to pass an appropriation bill for its support, the army shall be wholly disbanded. This would enable a small faction of either House, at the close of a long session, to defeat the passage of the bill, and thus muster out every officer and enlisted man. The motive of this provision may perhaps be found in a clause of the same bill, which repeals the following section of the existing law (Section 1,218, Revised Statutes): “No person who has served in any capacity in the military or naval service of the so-called Confederate states, or either of the states in insurrection during the late rebellion, shall be appointed to any position in the army of the United States.”

While this section remains unrepealed, the new army to be created when our present army should be disbanded could not be officered by those who served in the late Confederate army.

Not content with crippling our present organization and reducing its force below the limit of efficiency and safety, the House Committee on Military Affairs have reported a bill for a large reduction of the pay of those who may continue in the service. The rank and pay of the general and lieutenant general were created not as a permanent part of our peace establishment, but as marks of national gratitude and honor for great and distinguished service in the late war. Further to reduce the pay of these officers is an attempt to belittle their services and stint the gratitude of the nation. The proposed reduction of the pay of company officers would render it almost impossible for a poor man to serve in any of those grades.

During the last Congress, the House refused to reduce the pay of its own officers, and thus expressed its judgment of the proper relation between service and compensation. Remembering how light are the duties of most of the officers of the House during the recess of Congress, and comparing the qualities and training required for their work (mostly clerical) with the training and service required of regimental and field officers, the following table will be found instructive:


Present Pay of Certain Officers of the House    Proposed Pay of Army Officers

 





	Clerk of the House $4,500
	Colonel $3,500



	Sergeant-at-Arms 4,000
	Lieutenant Colonel 3,000



	Doorkeeper 2,500
	Major 2,600



	Nine assistant clerks, each 2,500
	Captain (mounted) 1,800



	Clerk of Document Room 2,000
	Captain (unmounted) 1,600



	Distributing Clerk 1,800
	First Lieutenant (mounted) 1,500



	Messenger 1,440
	First Lieutenant (unmounted) 1,400



	Upholsterer and locksmith, each 1,400
	Second Lieutenant (unmounted) 1,300




Should this bill become a law, it would be better, so far as pay is concerned, to be a doorkeeper in the House of Representatives than a senior captain of infantry; better to be the locksmith of the House than a second lieutenant of the line!

The friends of good government and fair dealing will not be slow to condemn these repeated assaults upon the honor and usefulness of the army.






The Leavenworth School

CHARLES KING1

Harper's New Monthly Magazine 76, no. 455 (April 1888): 777–792

West Point is the cadet school of the army, and each year sees its graduating class commissioned into service; it must not be supposed that the theoretical work ends here. Referring to this very subject in his address to a class of young officers just completing their four years’ course at the academy, a distinguished soldier warned them that while they might be considered to have finished their preliminary instruction, their education was now just about to begin.

Of course it was true, said the young gentlemen, as they stowed away their long-coveted diplomas; that is, so far as the scientific branches of the fighting force—the engineers, ordnance, and artillery—are concerned. Certainly their officers have much to study and much to learn, or they fall behind in the professional race. They have schools of instruction and application, the engineers at Willet's Point, the artillery at Old Point Comfort, but just how that remark was to apply to the bulk of the graduates, to the young soldiers joining the cavalry and infantry regiments out on “the plains,” was something they did not so clearly see.

The time was, in the very recent past, when the officers of the line of the army had little leisure and less opportunity for book study. It is a pet theory of civilian censors that army life is one of indolence and lack of occupation; but it is safe to say that such critics know nothing of the service west of the Missouri as it is today, and still less of what it was in the ten or fifteen years that immediately followed our Civil War. Here and there over the broad frontier were scattered little detachments of foot or horse, often a mere company at a given point, guarding some party of engineers or surveyors, or watching the movements of a horde of savages who seemed thirsting for a pretext on which to break their pledges to the government and to lash out upon the warpath. Those were days of isolation and hardship, whose monotony was mended only by a remedy that, in view of its fatal results, was often worse than the malady; but Indian fighting was all the diversion that circumstances permitted, and every officer and man was studying his trade practically and in face of the foe. There is no place here for dissertation on the subject, but the fact remains that west of the Missouri, no rod of road was surveyed, no rood of land was tilled, until swept by the rifles of “the regulars.” And as for the great railways that now span the continent, and have brought the very wilderness under tribute, the mileposts of their longest are not enough in number to score the lives of our officers and men laid down in Indian battle during the years it took to build them. For the nation, they were years of slumberous peace, and very little was known or cared about what was going on “out west.” And the nation would doubtless be greatly surprised to hear how many hundred gallant lives were sacrificed in the ten years that succeeded the War of the Rebellion, and how many hundred officers and men bear upon their bodies this day the scars of Indian arrow or deadlier bullet.

As road after road was built, however, and the various tribes were subjected or placated, as happened to be the policy of the Interior Department at the time, the troops were called in from outlying camp and scattered bivouac. Here and there over the wide West, there sprang up big clusters of barnlike structures, arranged about a square or diamond-shaped “parade,” and magnificently termed a fort, in defiance of its structural weakness and the fact that the pluck of the garrison was its only parapet. Neither were they ornamental, these military caravansaries; but all the same, under their ugly wing, all manner of little settlements nestled for shelter, waxed strong and populous, and then, when they had become self-reliant in their populace and covetous of adjoining lands, did we not hear their representatives in Congress assembled, for whom our chaplain hebdomadally prayed, and we, as in duty bound, responded “Amen!”—did we not hear these orators and statesmen denouncing us as a “menace to the liberties of the people” and demanding that we be ordered elsewhere, and our reservation be thrown open for settlement? Many a frontier fortress, built at fabulous expense to Uncle Sam, and correspondent profit to the contractors, has in this way outlived its usefulness and seen its blades beaten into pruning hooks and its sheltering barracks into kindling wood for its quondam proteges. Many a name that recalls the stirring days along the old Smoky Hill Route, and fierce battle with Sioux, Cheyennes, and Arapahos, has faded from the records; and bustling towns have sprung up around the site where Harker, Larned, Zarah, Wallace, and McPherson once were only frontier forts, but “monarch of all they surveyed.”

But besides these ramshackle tenements that must have cost at the rate of a dollar a shingle, the government owned some fine reservations, with solid and unpicturesque quarters of brick or stone, and two of these were in the thriving state of Kansas. One after another, the nation gave up its claim on the various military posts in favor of this young sister, as she strode from hindermost to head of the wheat-producing commonwealths, but held on to two or three which were of strategic importance, and during the administration of General Sherman at the head of the army, the largest and finest of these became the seat of a new army school.

It was rather a problem, the establishment of that school. We had maintained, as has been said, something of the kind for the benefit of the engineers, and an artillery school at Fortress Monroe for the finishing touches to be given our gunners; but here came a proposition to found a school for the instruction of the officers of the cavalry and infantry arms. Its origin seems as vague as the instructions to its first commanders. General Pope, who had long been at the head of the Department of the Missouri, is said to have conceived the idea of having an entire regiment of infantry or cavalry garrisoned at one big post and taught practically all manner of military knowledge that would be useful in the field, each regiment in the department to come in turn; but at the headquarters of the army, it was decided to found a school both practical and theoretical for the benefit of the officers of the line, and rather to the disgust of the first batch of presumable beneficiaries, the experiment came to a head in 1881.
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Pupils there were in plenty, since the whole army list lay open, but professors were lacking; so were textbooks, maps, models, apparatus, desks, chalk, blackboards, stoves and fuel, and the dozens of things a school must have before it is equipped for work. The general of the army [William T. Sherman] was a man whom obstacles, as we all know, only inspired, and he brushed this aside, as he had greater ones, with the simple mandate, “Go and do it anyhow.”

Of the early history of the school, perhaps the least said, the soonest mended. The organizers chose a curriculum which was interesting as an experiment but had faint attractions for the bulk of the pupils. Many of the students of the original detail were men who had enjoyed no advantages of early education and had long since become resigned to the prospect of worrying along without one. Appointees from the ranks or from civil life being largely predominant among them, it was decided by the authorities that arithmetic, grammar, geography, history, etc., were indispensable to their higher comprehension of the military art, and were concerned to discover that there were not a few veterans among their stalwart pupils who had managed to survive through a devastating war and years of frontier service without the faintest conception of Sturm's Theorem, or caring a Continental who signed the Magna Charta. It is to the credit of the service that while both teachers and pupils had many doubts as to whether the curriculum were really of lasting benefit, most of their number went to work with a will and did their best; and as for the backsliders, it was not the fact that they had to study and recite that troubled them, so much as the conviction that they were burning the midnight oil in cramming solid pages of wisdom that might have been digested earlier in life, but were provocative of a mental dyspepsia now.

There was something very alluring about this proposed school down there in that beautiful wooded bluff country around Fort Leavenworth. Visions of maneuvers of large bodies of horse and foot; of brigade drills; campaign marches; field reconnaissances; and surveying; planning of earthworks, siege approaches, and mines; pontoon and trestle building; experiments with modern arms and systems of tactics; comparisons of the various European formations; study of the European manage and its possible application to our plains and mountains; lectures on the great campaigns of history; interesting problems in minor tactics; grand guards, outposts; partisan and picket service—these and others of like caliber were conjured up as among the possibilities; but the dream was soon shattered. The student officer came down from the heights of a visionary Parnassus to grapple with Hagar's Arithmetic. Those who had acquired a certain education in earlier life were spared this reversion to the days of their teens and given a course in Military and International Law, the Operations of War, Field Fortifications and Outposts; but one-half their number went back to the pursuits of early youth. The authorities had magniloquently styled the new establishment the “School of Application for Infantry and Cavalry,” the War Department stripped off a shade or two and called it the “United States Infantry and Cavalry School,” but the irreverent and unwilling pupil derisively dubbed it the “Kindergarten.”

Give a dog a bad name, and you know the result. The school had one at the outset, and there followed a period of hard pulling—both ways. But the powers were unmoved from their stern purpose: The school went on; so did the pupils; and by and by it became a fixture; and now it is a fact, but a very different thing from what it was six years agone. Through much tribulation and vexation of spirit, it has passed the experimental stage and come forward a claimant for honors.

On the right bank of the big Missouri, only a few miles above the sudden and final eastward bend, is the old town of Leavenworth, once prodigally hopeful, but now left in the lurch by luckier towns along the trunk lines cross continent. Just a long rifle shot away from its northern skirts, there rises from the river a range of beautifully wooded bluffs. There, several years before the war, was built the old frontier station of Fort Leavenworth, and now it is the most populous military township in the country, the seat of the once anathematized School of Application. It is well worth a visit at any season of the year, despite the heat of midsummer, but is never so attractive as in May and early June.

The massive buildings of the old permanent post are nearly hidden by the foliage. As we enter the main gate, the slopes to the right are crowned by the walls of the once formidable arsenal and its outbuildings, now used as the headquarters of the Department of the Missouri. North of these, on the ridge between us and the river bluffs, are the commodious and broad-veranda homes of the general commanding the department and the officers of his staff; and then straight ahead there opens out before us a broad quadrangle, carpeted with a rich, soft, vivid green, bordered by stately elms, and shaded here and there by beautiful clusters of grand old trees, bounded by broad graded roads, and hemmed in by the main buildings of the school itself. This is the enclosure of old Fort Leavenworth.

We have come without stop, for the strains of martial music and the distant glint of arms tell that some one of the ceremonies of the day is taking place, and thanks to our early start from town, we are just in time for guard mount. The dew is not yet off the grass, the birds are flitting and chirping from bough to bough, sunshine and shadow alternate on the beautiful carpet of the parade, and the band, in cool summer dress and white helmets, pours forth rich, ringing melody as the details come marching out from the barracks behind the western trees.

Except for these barracks and one long, austere, prisonlike structure on the eastern front—the abode of most of the bachelor officers—the parade is surrounded by roomy, cozy, bowerlike cottages, all covered with climbing vines and hidden by flowering plants, and these are the quarters of the colonel commanding the school and of the senior officers of the corps of instructors. Early as is the hour, there are glimpses here and there of graceful feminine forms upon the verandas, and where these are seen, there are sure to be attendant groups of martial figures, generally slender, erect, and distinguished by snugly fitting blouses and by bright blue trousers whose sides are decked with broad stripes of cool white or glowing yellow. It is breakfast time all over the garrison, and women whose lives have been spent within sound of the drum are not apt to leave their coffee to gaze at a little display they can see any day in the year. Those whom we see among the vines and flowers of the porches, or strolling along the shaded walks with their attendant escorts, are young belles from elsewhere, visiting relations at Leavenworth, and taking a peep at army life that may result in a lasting acquaintance with it, unless all signs fail in such dry weather as that of a Kansas June. The escorts are, of course, the young student officers, making hay while the sun shines, and forgetful, during the brief half hour of guard mounting, of the sterner work that must fill up the day.

Meantime, however, the soldierly ceremony goes on, regardless of the coquetry along the neighboring verandas or the swarms of merrily laughing children who are chasing along the borders of the parade. The band plays a spirited Hungarian mazurka, while the acting adjutant and the officer of the guard, both students, are making their inspection of the statuesque line of soldiery. The rifles of the infantry and the carbines of the dismounted troopers are carefully overhauled, and every item of attire scrutinized. Then follows a sparkling waltz, which sets some enthusiastic couples to dancing behind the screening vines of the piazzas, but is powerless to move a muscle of the guard, standing solidly at “parade rest,” with their eyes apparently fixed on vacancy. The waltz ceases, and then, after the “present” to the officer of the day, who stands in solemn grandeur at the northern limit of the grassy lawn, the little detachment wheels into column, and to the liveliest marching music makes the circuit of the parade, and passes in review before the official to whose guardianship the destinies of the garrison are confided for the next twenty-four hours. The swords of the officers are lowered in graceful salute, the drum major whirls his baton and wheels his bandsmen out of column, and then, duly installed, the guard tramps away over the green to “take over” the property and prisoners from its predecessor.
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This, however, is a daily feature of almost every post, from Preble in Maine to the Presidio of San Francisco. The next scene of the day is one that is distinctive and characteristic of the school. We are in the midst of examination week, and the subject that happens to come foremost this morning is Infantry Tactics.

On the second floor of one of the red brick buildings west of the parade is a long, well-lighted room whose Venetian windows open out upon a broad gallery. Around three sides of the room, opposite the light, is a raised dais and a continuous line of blackboard. On the window side, with their backs to the light, are the examiners and several members of the Board of Visitors. All—the board, the examiners, and the pupils—are officers of the Army of the United States, and sharp at nine o'clock, the friendly, laughing chat suddenly ceases, and the first name is called. The secretary of the school, a tall, distinguished-looking cavalry officer, hands a slip of paper to the man who steps forward from the doorway, and so one after another a dozen subalterns of infantry and cavalry, some youthful and alert, some mature in years and grave in demeanor, receive their problems, and go to the board to illustrate by drawings and then fully describe their methods of solution.

While they are at work, it is well to look around the room, for there are men here who have a history. The senior in rank wears upon his shoulder the silver star of a brigadier general.2 He is a man of marked soldierly bearing, with clear, penetrating eyes and clean-cut features. His face is closely shaved but for the bristling reddish mustache, and as he stands by the window chatting in low tones with the commandant of the school, he looks what he is, the very type of the American officer. One of the “star five” of his class at West Point, commander of one of the best and bravest of volunteer regiments at the outbreak of the war, winning the double stars of a major general in that stubborn conflict and the eagles of a colonel in the regular service, he is one of the younger brigadiers of the army today; his next important duty after the revision of the course of instruction at the school is something of far different and more stirring kind—the suppression of a dangerous Indian revolt in the Far Northwest, and it is handled as well and as summarily. When Sword Bearer, the chief of the malcontents, falls pierced with the bullets of the cavalry carbines, his followers lose heart, and the outbreak is stifled in a day.

The commandant is another man with a history.3 Perhaps he is the more widely known of the two, for he comes of a stock that is famous for its soldiers, and he bears a name that all Americans honor. Stoutly built, with keen blue eyes and florid complexion, sturdy and stocky as a Jersey bull, and with not a little of that taurine's pugnacity and determination, the commandant is a man whose whole being is wrapped up in his profession, and who is emphatically a soldier. Famous as a division and corps commander in those early days of the war when ill luck seemed to cling to every man who rose so suddenly, he has spent his lifetime in the service and knows every detail of a soldier's needs. It is to him that the great changes that have come over the school are mainly due, and to his persistence that the course has become what it is—a practical scheme for the instruction of the line officers of the army. To this object, as to the discipline of the school, he has given untiring energy and his best efforts, and as a man fitted to carry out his views, his looks do not belie him.

Along the tables in front of the Board of Examiners are a number of sheets of drawing paper, on each side of which is delineated—on some in colors, on others in ink—a map of Fort Leavenworth, with the country to the north and northwest. Every road, every bridge, ford, stream, and bridle path, every building, every height, wood, thicket, field, melon patch, or orchard, is fully indicated, though with more or less artistic skill. Each member of the class is required to show what disposition he would make of a force of thirty thousand men—infantry, cavalry, and artillery, in proper proportion—to defend that position of Fort Leavenworth from the attack of superior forces known to be advancing from the north. It is a good test, and one that calls for a knowledge of the powers of the three arms of the service and many of the principles of modern warfare. It calls forth much individuality, too, for an examination of the plans shows that in many details there is wide difference of opinion as to the proper placing of portions of the force. They are unanimous in one thing, however. There is a broad, open valley on the north, covered by the wooded heights in rear of the post and commanded by all the ground to the south. There is not a man apparently who does not so dispose his main line as to compel the enemy to attempt the crossing of that valley under the continuous fire of the defense, and in almost every case the embankment of the narrow-gauge railway is used to excellent advantage. All this is to test their knowledge of higher tactical combinations. The subjects on the board are problems in minor tactics. In its general character, the task of one officer is similar to those of all the others, and any one will answer as a specimen. The young lieutenant now explaining his work has been required to throw a battalion of eight companies of infantry into double column; then form line of battle on the right flank by two movements; then to “ploy” into close column by division, on first division, left in front; then to change direction by the right flank; and finally, after deploying once more into line of battle, to place the battalion in its original position. His chalk sketch illustrates the various combinations; he gives in full every command of the colonel and those of the captains, and explains in detail just how each movement must be executed. It is not enough that he tell what the duties of one officer may be: He must be able to instantly take the place of any of them, from colonel down, and to show any man in the command just where he should go, how he should get there, and what he must do on reaching the spot. He must know to an inch the position of every officer, every guide, file closer, or private soldier, and be able to stand a crossfire of questioning; for, one after another, the whole board may “take a shy” at him. It is the same with every study theoretically pursued at the school, and there was similar thoroughness in the days of its greatest unpopularity. Whether the old course was well chosen or not was a matter the instructors were not expected to publicly discuss. Their duty was to teach as thoroughly as they could, and by rigid examination assure themselves that their pupils either did or did not study. There were some few men whom they could not teach, perhaps; but there were more whose knowledge they could not and did not accurately gauge. But it is not in the examination halls that the casual visitor will be most interested. What he or she may prefer most naturally to see are the military exercises in the open air, and no post in the army can present so attractive a variety as Leavenworth.

Projecting westward from the old quadrangle, or east parade, is a roadway lined on the north side by brick barracks and offices for a few hundred yards, and then by a long row of cottages occupied by the officers of the garrison and their families. All this section of the post is termed the “West End” and is quite a little community in itself. Directly in front of the officers’ quarters, and across the road, is a broad, open field stretching away southward, and here, for the present, at least, are held all the mounted drills and exercises, and those ceremonies of parade in which the cavalry and the light battery act in conjunction with the infantry. The drill of a battery, with its plunging horses and booming guns and quick, dashing evolutions, is always a stirring sight, while the hoarse shouted commands and pealing bugle calls make the welkin ring even when the guns are silent. But one may see at Leavenworth something new to even veteran light artillerists—a perfect battery drill without bugle note or whisper of command. True, it was one of the finest batteries in all America that accomplished the feat during the late examination week, but it went through it all with an ease and finish as though the very horses had put their heads together beforehand and decided just what should be done. Fancy eight matched teams of glossy bays—four horses to the team—each near horse mounted by a rider who controlled the movements of his mate, the “off” horse; each team hitched to its battery carriage, whether gull or caisson; each carriage bearing its quota of cannoneers sitting erect with folded arms, and the long red plumes of their helmets streaming in the wind as the guns bounded over the springy turf; and fancy the whole complicated machine moving in perfect unison this way, that way, every way, wheeling, reversing, or countermarching, at walk, trot, or mad gallop, and not a word spoken or sound heard beyond the rumble of two score wheels or muffled thunder of ten score hoofs. It was all simple enough: Every eye in the battery was on the sinewy figure of the tall captain, who rode well out to the front, saber in hand, and every signal, point, cut, or thrust of that shining blade had a significance never dreamed of by the authors of the tactics.

And by long odds the finest sight at Leavenworth is the review of the entire command out at the West End. The valley of the Missouri lies open to the southward for miles beyond the shining roofs and spires of the town. The buildings of the post gleam on the grassy slopes to the eastward beyond the intervening tenements, and the horizon to the westward is hidden by the long line of picturesque and wooded heights, while the broad area of the drill ground lies in the foreground, sloping gently away toward the town. Here, early in the summer morning, while the leaves are still dripping with dew and the grass is all a-sparkle, while the sun is still low in the eastern sky and throwing long shadows over the valley, the whole command is ordered to assemble, and before their standards come in sight, the shaded walks are thronged with ladies, and the piazzas of the West End are thrown hospitably open to all visitors, for despite the early hour, all Leavenworth seems awake. Here and there in front of the quarters are mounted orderlies with the officers’ horses, and man after man these dignitaries come forth from their domain plumed, gauntleted, booted, and spurred, swing into saddle, and trot away to join their commands in knightly fashion, while their comrades of the infantry elbow their way to their posts of duty through the groups upon the sidewalk.
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The band, in its white plumes and facings, strides out through the dew to its place on the right of the coming line; then, far down the road toward the main garrison, the notes of a bugle are heard, and the eye roams over a long, moving lane of light and contrasting color. First comes the compact column of infantry, tramping sturdily toward us and looking very soldierly in the spiked helmets and tasteful dark blue tunics. The silken banners wave over a small battalion, to be sure, but it is one that looks full of mettle and is made up of chosen companies from different regiments. Behind them come the crimson guidon and waving plumes of the battery—horses, guns, wheels, linchpins and washers, buckles, straps, hames, bits, bossing, belts, and buttons, all glistening with the polish of skillful hands; and behind them all, the swallow-tailed pennons of scarlet amid white, the standard of yellow silk, and the long column of yellow plumes reveal the battalion of cavalry. You cannot fail to note the erect yet easy, confident pose of every officer and man as the riders go filing by. The dress and horse equipment of our mounted troops have little of the glitter and coquetry of the hussar or lancer of Europe; they are even somber by comparison. But ours is eminently practical and stands the test of the rough service of the frontier, which theirs would not; and as to the relative merits of the schools of horsemanship, there is little doubt that for all-around military work, the American will outlast any of the foreign systems and is far more soldierly and graceful in effect besides.

Troop after troop, the cavalry jingle along, turning down to the left in rear of the forming line of footmen; and one troop—the standard troop—is made up entirely of colored men. The darkies ride quite as jauntily as their white comrades, and probably as firmly and well; while in precision of movement and accuracy of alignment, touch, and gait, there is more than one military spectator who seems to think their work superior to that of the rest of the battalion. An officer of the school explains this by saying: “The darkey is always on dress parade. The moment he gets into uniform, he thinks the eyes of all men are upon him, and he ‘braces up’ and makes the most of his opportunity. Those other fellows, in I and M Troops, for instance, are riding at ease. They will stiffen when they come into line.”

One after another, they move out upon the field, facing west, the infantry on the right and nearest us; then the battery, in two lines, its gun carriages to the front; then the long single rank of the cavalry battalion, stretching to the far southern edge of the field. Well out to the west, in front of the center, is the commanding officer with his staff, and presently, as the white-plumed adjutant gallops down the line, turns toward his chief on reaching the center, then halts and reins about, there is a simultaneous crash as arms are presented, and a long line of steel—the sabers of the cavalry—springs into [the] air. Then review order is taken, ranks are opened, the battery unlimbers and whirls its black-muzzled guns to the front; another present of the line to the exalted personage who receives the review, and is hailed with a flourish of trumpets and the simultaneous droop of all the standards; another movement and the line becomes an open column; another command and with a triumphant burst of music from the band, the whole array moves as one man. The passage in review has begun. In quick time, the band leading, they come jauntily toward us, changing direction at the upper corner and swinging past the animated groups of spectators. Front after front, the sturdy infantry trudges by, the student officers hidden as file closers behind their companies and wishing, for this occasion only, that they belonged to the cavalry and could command and be in front of their men instead of trailing meekly after them, as required of the infantry “sub.”

Well they know that they cannot by any human possibility look half so picturesque in this position as their rivals and contemporaries of the cavalry on their “prancing chargers” and in front of their platoons. All the same, they have their sympathetic admirers in the throng, and so they pass us by. And then, with champing bits and tossing manes, come the platoons of horse. The battery quickens its gait on the marching flanks, and the girls wonder how those gunners sit so straight with folded arms and never make hysterical grabs at the bars or at each other, as they would do under like circumstances. The cavalry too come around at a trot, the young platoon commanders fully alive to and making the most of their golden opportunity, looking vastly martial and striving not to look as though they very well knew just where “she” happened to stand among the groups of fair ones under the shade trees. Down the long field goes the glistening column, officer after officer saluting as he passes the reviewing point, and then the infantry reappears, tramping up the eastern edge. Like some perfected machine, the long array wheels into line to the left; the ranks are dressed, then brought once more to review order. Again the trumpets flourish, the standards droop, and arms clash to the present. Then comes [a] brief rest before some one of the three commands is summoned to the front to show what it can do in the maneuvers of its particular arm. It may be a stirring skirmish drill, covering the entire valley, by the bright-plumed cavalry. It may be a dashing series of battery maneuvers with much smoke, noise, and odor of saltpeter. It may be rapid evolutions of the foot battalion. But in each and all, the student officer must take his part.

Thus far, it has been the policy of the school to educate its students to exercise command in any one of the three fighting arms of the service, and for some time, officers of infantry drilled with the battery or the cavalry, and vice versa; but on parade, the student officer appears with the company to which in his own arm he is assigned for duty during his two years’ probation at Leavenworth. Just as at West Point some private of the graduating class has been called out of ranks and ordered to assume command of the battalion in presence of the Board of Visitors, so at Leavenworth the permanent officers are often withdrawn and their places taken by the students, one of whom serves as commander, another as adjutant, and half a dozen as captains. The cavalry battalion is put through its paces by a mixed assortment of subalterns of either white or yellow facings, and the infantry command is handled by a lot of young troopers. The theory is, of course, that the graduate of the School of Application should be as competent to instruct troops of any arm as is the graduate of West Point, and certainly the former has far better opportunities for practice.

Just here it may as well be explained that while no reward, beyond the consciousness of duty well done, has thus far attached to conspicuous ability at the school, neither is there any serious consequence attendant upon failure. A commission once gained in the line of the army is its possessor's for life [on] good behavior, and he may turn out to be a numskull without the faintest detriment to his prospects of promotion. At West Point, the cadet who fails to pass a creditable examination every six months is discharged and relegated to civil life. At Leavenworth, as at Fortress Monroe, the student could pitch his books into the fire and face his examiners with the serene consciousness that, do their worst, they could only send him back to his regiment, where he perchance preferred to be.
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That in nine cases out of ten the detailed officers studied hard and did their best, whether they liked the course or not, was simply due to the high sense of professional pride and soldierly duty which is a characteristic of the army. It was more in grateful recognition of this spirit than with any idea of stimulating the few laggards to greater exertion that the staff of the school once hit upon a brilliant expedient for rewarding merit. Presumably it had the sanction of the War Department, although the astute officials of that establishment, versed as they are in the ways of Washington, must have smiled grimly when they gave it. In July 1883, the staff published, in order, its list of graduates, giving the relative merit and standing of each officer in the various studies of the two years’ course, and concluded with the announcement of a selected class who, having shown aptitude for command and position in the staff departments, were recommended for professional employment. Ten were named as suitable aspirants for the Adjutant General's Department, and when vacancies occurred in that plum orchard of the service, as vacancies did occur, it is possible that some of those designated youths found themselves wondering how much good that recommendation would do them. It is safe to say that, being young men of level heads, no one of their number based much hope of preferment upon that imposing publication, and it goes without saying that the vacancies in the Adjutant General's Department have continued to be filled without reference to the opinions of the School of Application.

All the same, the staff was right, and though the War Department itself has not been reinforced from the school, certain regiments of the line and the Military Academy at West Point have drawn their adjutants from that list, to their very marked advantage.

With a view to possible contingencies, twelve of the same class were named as suitable field officers of volunteers. More than one of the twelve had served with state troops during the war, and twenty years earlier that recommendation would have carried weight. What man can say how soon it may not be of value in the future?

Allusion has been made to the fact that the worst that could be done to a student who would not study was to send him back to his regiment. Now it was the theory of the incorporators of the school that the officers ordered thither should be young men with pliant minds and a desire to learn. But, said the War Department in formulating its order in the case, “The subjects for the school are the lieutenants belonging to the companies which compose the garrison and those specially detailed from the regiments.” The garrison was announced to habitually consist of three field officers of cavalry or infantry, with not less than four companies of infantry, four troops of cavalry, one light battery of artillery, and the officers attached for instruction.

This is practically the organization in effect today, although it is presumable that a separate school for the mounted service will soon be established at Fort Riley, where there is broader space for the evolutions of cavalry and light artillery. With this organization the start was made, and the system has not yet been altered in any important feature. So far as the lieutenants belonging to the garrison companies are concerned, therefore, there was no choice at all. They had to be students, no matter what their age, acquirements, or previous condition. Where the latitude came in was in the selection of those specially detailed from the regiments. There are ten regiments of cavalry and twenty-five of infantry in the army, and each regiment was to send one subaltern, who should be selected by the commanding officer thereof. This left the matter of subjects pretty largely to the inner consciousness of thirty-five different regimental commanders. Many different kinds of men were sent there as a result of placing in so many hands the determination of the kind of man that ought to be sent. Where one colonel would nominate a lieutenant because he wanted to go, another would be just as apt to pitch upon a fellow who had decided objections, thinking it might be wholesome discipline. Another would choose some young bookworm because school was his proper element; another, some grizzled veteran—and we have many such—because it was presumably the last chance he'd ever have of learning anything. There were not a few cases where the detail was most unwelcome, especially to the older men, and coupled with their sense of indignity was the conviction that there was no law which could either compel them to study or punish failure. If this were true of the veteran, it was applicable to the youngest sub.

Then again, it sometimes happened that married officers were the men on whom the detail fell, and there were hardly quarters enough for the bachelors, let alone those blessed with wife and olive branches, and all manner of makeshifts were the result.

But life at Leavenworth is blither, brighter, and gifted with greater zest than at many and many a post in our scattered army. To many of the students, the course is attractive, and now that it has undergone sweeping revision, there is no man in the junior grades of the service whom it will not profit. The new program is the evolution of much thought and experience, and the Board of Revision found little to add to or take away from the scheme as laid before them. In two years of study, with daily lectures, recitations, and practical experiments, the student is expected to complete a course of military art, including strategy, tactics, and study of campaigns and battles; law—military, constitutional, and international; topography and surveying; field fortifications; signaling; cavalry—including field service, equitation, and hippology; infantry—camp and field service; artillery—with limited course in ordnance; and finally, military hygiene and early aid to the wounded. It is a broad advance from the curriculum of the early days, and the “Kindergarten” is no more.

It is said that future classes will be made up of bachelors, and had this rule been in vogue before, even the abnormal precipitancy of the army lieutenant in matters matrimonial would have been stimulated. Now, however, it has become a post where our army ladies love to go, and nowhere does social life seem more pleasant. Famous were the Leavenworth theatricals for many a year, and beautiful are the evening “hops” and parties now. The “cares that infest the day” seem banished with the setting sun, and all the garrison, male and female, appears in force and finest feathers when the bugle sounds the signal for evening parade. This, the closing ceremony of the day, always takes place dismounted, and on the beautiful curving surface of the green in front of the commanding officers. The long line stretches across from east to west, the yellow plumes of the cavalry looking like a hedge of goldenrod, and every young soldier at the school is there, while the paths and porches that surround are alive with dainty dresses and brightest color. The band plays its best, and when parade is finally dismissed and the erect figures go stalking away through the trees, there is a brief quarter hour of chat and interchange of greeting, and then the twilight deepens and lights begin to twinkle here and there amid the vines, and the voices soften and the clink of scabbard and beat of hoof of the cavalry patrol are heard across the broad parade, and little wisps of vapor begin to curl in the distant hollows, and blacker shadows to gather under the trees. The busy day is done, silence falls on the wide expanse of guarded land, and then, far out on the slopes beyond, is heard the weird, wild plaint of the whippoorwill.






Army Abuses—Our Recruiting System

ANONYMOUS
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PART I

Various, but not well-directed, efforts have been made at different times to ascertain the cause of the great number of desertions from our army, and why it is that in times of peace we are able to obtain only the indifferent class of men which now makes up the great mass of our standing army. It appears to me that an inquest into this matter is very much like an inquest the object of which is to ascertain the cause of the death of a man who has been run over by a freight train. To any observing person who has been even one decade in the army, the reasons for our getting an indifferent class of man, and for the great number of desertions, are perfectly plain. I will here remark that I have been in the army for considerably more than a quarter of a century, and I knew something of garrison life long before I became a commissioned officer. I am sure, too, that I have been a tolerably close observer of the men who enter the army as private soldiers, and if length of years does not bring wisdom, it brings experience, which is sometimes of more service than talent.

Those of the older army officers who may read this, I will ask to look back and try to recollect the general appearance of a garrison from 1835 to 1840, or even up to 1845. What a change is there in those of the present day. Then, at certain hours of the day, nearly every man off duty could be seen furbishing up his belts, cleaning his buttons, or polishing his flintlock musket. Every available nail about the quarters would support the newly pipe-clayed belt, and how scrupulously neat and trim would the men look at guard mounting, or at dress parades and inspections. The uniform coats and trousers were many of them brushed until they were threadbare, and the buttons were scrubbed until the American eagle was well-nigh obliterated; but the pay was but seven dollars per month, and the allowance of clothing was not large. And the discipline of these men. It is true that the discipline was rather severe at times. Those respectable-looking old gentlemen we see about the adjutant general's office about the time of guard mounting are not generals, as they look to be. They are only captains or lieutenants, and you will perceive that nearly all of them carry canes, and woe be to the enlisted men of their own companies, or of any other companies, if they should forget their manners and show anything but the most profound respect to the passing officer.

These were the men and that was the discipline that created a little army of seven thousand men who marched from Corpus Christi to the city of Mexico, always confronted by a well-disciplined army of Mexicans of more than four times their number. Could we do it again with an equal number of our troops? Perhaps we might, but I doubt it very much.

Let us look back thirty years and take a glance at the recruiting sergeant and the rendezvous of those times. The old sergeant has been long enough in the service to become a little portly, and those were the days when the grog was issued, and it is more than probable that the sergeant did not elect to commute his ration. But he is the perfection of neatness in his dress, and nothing can be cleaner than the rendezvous and its surroundings. With that bit of rattan, which scarcely ever leaves his right hand, he thwacks the raw country boy into some shape, and he enforces more habits of cleanliness, obedience, and discipline into him in one week than he ever dreamed of before.

Our recruiting stations thirty years ago were generally in such towns as Rochester, Utica, Buffalo, Richmond, and other still smaller towns. We did not get such a large proportion of the rowdy element as we get nowadays. A very large number of the recruits sent from the Utica rendezvous in 1839 were native born. They may have been what is called a little shiftless, and not over fond of work—if they had been, they would not have enlisted. But they were not vicious, and they made reliable, faithful soldiers. And those were the men who made up our little army of seven thousand who went to Mexico.

Who are the men who enlisted since our big War of the Rebellion? Take any detachment of two hundred men that arrives at the headquarters of a regiment for distribution, and you will see precisely the same five classes of men. There is the regular bummer, who, after a streak of ill luck, has gambled away his last dollar, and who has borrowed just enoughto get his face shaved—except the purple-dyed mustache—and washed himself into sufficient comeliness to pass the doctor and to cheat the lieutenant of the rendezvous. This recruit is thoroughly vicious, and he only enters the army in order to stay long enough to plunder the silly fellows at the post he is to join after the next payday. He finally leaves soon after, and in less than one year hence, he will turn up at another rendezvous, where another lieutenant will take him under another name, and thus make the government pay another $1,000 for worse than nothing.

Then there is the old drunkard. He has sobered up long enough to pass the doctor and the lieutenant, but he has only been enlisted for six weeks, and he has been beastly drunk for a score of times in that period. He will be of no use to the government; on the contrary, he is an intolerable nuisance. The government feeds and clothes him, in return for which the fellow spends his time either in the guardhouse or the hospital, until he deserts.

Then there are a score of boys in the detachment, recognizable at a glance as bad boys—runaways from home—with sallow faces, cheeks full of tobacco, and mouths full of oaths. They will all be discharged as minors in a few months, at the solicitation of some more or less influential politicians who know the boys’ fathers, who are generally small politicians and who must be kept in good humor. These boys each cost the government $500, and they have never been of one moment's service.

Then, fortunately, there is a class of men who are really of some use, but their numbers are, unfortunately, small. They are sober men, of the proper age; not vicious, rather of the ne'er-do-well order. They have no trade, and if they have, they are not disposed to work at it. They enlisted for the reason that they had failed in everything they had undertaken. They will do well enough if they have someone to think for them and to direct them firmly, and this class is about the only useful one we get. It is true that we occasionally find men of education—listless characters—who serve out their time faithfully, and I have seen not a few cases of men who had been reared in luxury, and who were men of real refinement, in the ranks of the private soldier, and who had for one, two, or three enlistments borne reputations as fine soldiers; but their cases are rare.
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PART II

The next class of recruits is the foreign. These are composed principally of Irish, German, and English. A few Scotch, French, Scandinavians, and other nationalities appear. Some of these make faithful soldiers, who serve out their terms of enlistment; but not one in three who succeed in passing the recruiting officer and the surgeon should be received, by reason of ignorance of the English language, drunkenness, or stupidity.

I will here give a statement of the number of recruits assigned to one regiment of cavalry during the years 1871–74, with the number of desertions during the same period, from which some useful information may be gleaned. These were:







	 
	Enlisted
	Deserted



	Native born
	818
	628



	English
	68
	47



	Irish
	164
	119



	German
	149
	77



	Canadian
	22
	18



	Russian
	2
	2



	Scotch
	16
	15



	Danes
	8
	7



	Italians
	2
	1



	French
	12
	5



	Swiss
	13
	4



	Norwegian
	2
	2



	Australian
	2
	1



	Welsh
	5
	1



	Swede
	5
	1



	Total
	1288
	928




Suppose we take this as the average of the assignments to, and the desertion from, any one regiment for any consecutive four years. What a melancholy spectacle does it present of our recruiting system. Only about 350 men out of nearly 1,300 who remained to serve out their enlistments! But to the question, Why do these men desert? Is it because they are badly clothed, or fed, or housed, or paid? Nothing of the sort. The government provides most liberally for the soldier in the way of food and clothing and medical attendance, and, we may say it boldly, that for the labor he does in time of peace, the best-paid man in this country is the soldier. Everything but the luxuries is provided for him. His duties in the field are sometimes laborious, but in garrison, it is seldom that a soldier has more than a day's work in three to perform.

Many desert because they are vicious vagabonds, who ought to have been detected as such when they presented themselves for enlistment. If they were to receive $100 per month instead of $13, they would desert just as soon. There are one thousand professional deserters in the army today; men who desert from one regiment and enlist in another almost immediately. There are plenty of them who have been in six or seven different organizations in the space of two or three years.

But, it may be asked, where is the fault? Who is to blame for such a state of affairs? It is not at all difficult for any officer of moderate intellect to answer the question. And what was the necessity for enlisting all those old drunkards? No recruiting officer who is deserving of his position as a commissioned officer, and no examining surgeon who is worthy of his pay, has any right to be deceived by that class of men. They can be detected by any person of good common sense in a moment, and no person who can be deceived by them is fit to have charge of a rendezvous.

Then as to the foreigners. Why should any recruiting officer be deceived? Do we not constantly receive men who have absolutely no knowledge of the English language? They are received upon the statement of the recruiting sergeant—the lieutenant in charge of the rendezvous never having seen them. They are physically qualified, and the examining surgeon has nothing to do with their mental qualifications—and he is very glad of it, for the more men he examines, the better show he thinks there is for his services being called into requisition, and the better for him pecuniarily.

Secondly, these boys. Why should they be enlisted? It is absurd for the recruiting officers to say that they were deceived as to their ages. Why, when the recruits arrive at the headquarters of a regiment for distribution, you can pick out the minors at a glance. And these boys are all discharged before the expiration of one year.

These enlistments are made through the grossest neglect of duty on the part of the recruiting officers and the examining surgeons. And let us for a moment consider the cost of these boys, or rather the shameful waste of public money made on their account. Each one of them will receive an average of forty dollars’ worth of clothing at once. He will be transported to the headquarters of the regiment to which he is assigned at an expense of $60 to $100, and to the most remote posts, of $250. Then, when he has been fed, quartered, and paid, for say one year, at an expense of at least $300, and just as he is beginning to be of a little service as a soldier, he is discharged. Judging from one regiment, I think it safe to calculate that four hundred boys are thus discharged yearly, and they have cost the government in the neighborhood of a million dollars, which amount has been more than thrown away. I know that this matter has been called to the attention of the chief of the recruiting service; that names of boys enlisted, with the names of the recruiting officer and the examining surgeon, were given, with a respectful suggestion that the money which these boys cost the government be charged to the officers. As no answer to the communications was ever received, it is not known whether it was considered necessary to take any action in the matter.

One may say that it is all very well to grumble generally at the way the army is recruited, but at the same time, the inquiry is made as to the remedy. The remedy is easy enough. Put a stop to all this enlisting of bummers, drunkards, boys, and ignorant foreigners. Then, it may be said, we will get no recruits at all. Not so; we will not get as many, but one good man is worth more than ten bad ones, and as the service becomes more respectable, a better class of men will offer themselves for enlistment. Of what use are men who can never be trusted if they are within reach of a jug of whiskey or a grog shop?

The officer in charge of a rendezvous takes all the men who can pass the physical examination, for if he fails to make a good show, he fears he will be relieved or have his comfortable station changed, and the examining surgeon considers his employment the more certain as he passes the greater number of men. I now speak, of course, of the contract surgeons. Of our regular medical officers, I have nothing to complain. The recruiting officer never expects to see again the men he enlists, for there is only one chance in fifty that they ever go to his own company or to his own regiment. Now, if he had to enlist men for his own regiment, he would not dare to face the captains after filling up their companies with the vicious class of men he has taken.

Then, we expect, as there is not a particle or reason or excuse for enlisting a professional loafer, or an old drunkard, or a minor, or a man who is ignorant of our language, I say that when one such is found in a detachment of recruits, let the money which such a man has cost the government be charged immediately against the recruiting officer and the examining surgeon. Make five examples of this sort, and let them be published in general orders, and we will save money enough in one year to pay all the expenses of either of our recruiting depots.






Marching Cavalry

WESLEY MERRITT1
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Experience in marching cavalry commands in this country establishes the fact that the distances laid down by Europeans as a forced march for that arm (twenty-five miles a day) is no more than a well-marched cavalry can accomplish for six days every week in a campaign. This distance should be marched in from five to six hours, including halts. A longer time than six hours spent on the road in marching twenty-five miles is a positive detriment to a cavalry command. Any shortening of the time to less than five hours, depending on increased rate of marching, would probably result in injury to the horses.

It is proposed to state in detail how this march for cavalry should be made.

Cavalry in ordinary marches can and should start on the march, for nine of the longer-day months of the year, by 6:30 or 7:00 a.m., and for the winter months, about an hour later. This leaves ample time, after a seasonable reveille, for care of the animals, breakfast for the men, and packing of the wagons or pack mules.

Every duty of the camp on the march should be performed by trumpet calls, sounded under the direction of the commanding officer. First “Reveille,” then “Stables,” the “General,” “Boots and Saddles,” “Mount,” and “Forward.” The hour for the first of these, followed at once by the second, is designated in advance and remains fixed. Breakfast is taken by the men immediately after “Stables.”

The “General” and the calls that follow should be ordered by the commanding officer and sounded by the orderly trumpeter, who reports after his breakfast for the purpose.

This is more important than it may, at first thought, seem. The commanding officer must regulate these calls by the state of preparation, which some mornings, depending on the weather and other matters, will advance more rapidly than on others. No one call should ever be sounded until the duties pertaining to the call which has gone before are completed. If the “General” is sounded before breakfast is over, or “Boots and Saddles” before the camp equipage is packed, confusion, ill temper, and a badly conducted preparation ensue, which will affect the command, worse perhaps than one would imagine, for the whole day. A half hour's delay in leaving camp is better than an illconducted rush, which will get the command out of camp at the preconceived hour but leaves horses and men fretted and uncomfortably packed for the march. Too much attention cannot be given to the tone of a cavalry command for a march. It is not too much to say that of two commands which march with similar outfits, that the horses of that command will best endure the fatigues of the march (all other things being equal) which is in best tone and temper during the march.

In the preparation and start, as well as in the smallest details of the march, the closest supervision of the commanding officer must be exercised. As no call should be sounded until the duties of the one which precedes it are practically completed, no one should be allowed to anticipate the duties pertaining to a call. No horse should be saddled, with the exception perhaps of that of the orderly trumpeter, until the signal sounds, when all are saddled. It may be necessary for men in the troop to saddle, at the call, horses of men who are at headquarters packing the baggage and mess kits. This should be attended to in the troop, and the details carefully regulated by the troop officers. As soon as the “General” sounds, one or more troop officers should repair to the troop grounds and superintend the details of everything till the march begins. “Boots and Saddles” is the last call sounded at general headquarters until the march commences. Here it may be remarked that “Boots and Saddles,” without any preliminary call, is an alarm. It covers the saddling of the horses, forming ranks and mounting, without any other commands from headquarters. On the march, unless orders are in force to the contrary, it covers the same amount of preparation and is followed by the “Forward” from headquarters, orders having already been given as to the order of the troops in column. It may be remarked that in large commands, the preparation, except in the leading battalion, would stop at leading into ranks and standing to horse, as care must always be taken in cavalry that no officer or trooper should remain mounted unnecessarily.

The column in route should habitually be a column of fours. With large commands, the double column of fours can be used to advantage. Less than the column of fours should never be permitted on the march of a command greater than a troop, and as a matter of practice, it is believed that even so small a force as a troop should habitually march in this column. In commands not larger than a battalion, an increased distance on the road between troops, depending upon the avoidance of dust, may be permitted, though the distance should never be so great as to interfere with the compact march, as a unit, of the command.

The active interest in every incident of the march must begin with all the officers of a column the moment the “Forward” is sounded. That officer who throws himself into the saddle and listlessly settles into his haunches for the—to him—dull routine of a march is bad as an example and useless in control. Better for the command that he should make the march rolled in a blanket in an ambulance. The men should be required to sit up on their horses and not loll in the saddle. The column of fours should be kept closed, and on difficult roads made to spread out, taking diverging trails about bad places, through brush or over crossings, and to pass ahead of, rather than to rein up and wait to follow in single file, the troopers who have pursued the direct practicable trails. All this requires close attention and activity on the part of the troop officers.

At the end of the first hour, the column is halted for from ten to fifteen minutes. This should be habitual, and the men and horses of a command should be trained to expect it. During this halt, the saddles should be adjusted and the men should be encouraged and required, if need be, to “Go to the rear,” which should not be allowed at other times on the march, unless a trooper is sick, in which case it would generally be better to send him to march with the train, under the care of the surgeon.

If the command starts from camp at 7:00 a.m., it will be 8:15 a.m. before it marches after the first halt, and it will have left to march about twenty-one miles out of the twenty-five for the day. Each hour after the first, the halts should be not longer than five minutes, or better, at the second halt, stop for a minute or two, then move forward on foot, sounding the “Forward” and stepping out briskly. After leading for fifteen or twenty minutes, halt for a minute or two, then mount and move forward at the trot for fifteen minutes, after which resume the walk till the completion of the hour. These exercises repeated each hour of the march will give a needed variety, lighten the work on both horses and men, prevent saddle sores and chafing, and complete the march, as a short calculation will show, inside the time above specified. The trot can be taken up to advantage for ten or more minutes, twice or oftener during each of the last three hours of the march, so that the hour's march will cover about six miles of the route; nor will the gallop for from seven to ten minutes be found to be an injury in a well-conducted command.

It is not possible to complete an article on this subject without repeating rules, which, in order to be enforced, must be constantly repeated.

Permit no man to leave the ranks mounted.

Permit no horse to be watered, officer's or private's, save when all are watered.

There is no stream where, in watering, there is not room generally for a battalion of cavalry to water, if the officers superintended and require it to be done properly. In larger streams which are fordable, the leading troops should be marched nearly to the further bank and formed “Right and left front into line” before being permitted to drink, thus leaving room for the troops in rear to make a like formation in the middle of the stream and also near the hither bank, so that in a stream eighteen or twenty feet wide, you may have a double column in mass, consisting of from six to eight troops of cavalry, all the horses drinking at once.
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Cavalry crossing a dangerous place. HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE 1895

In watering at smaller streams, the troops should be marched out from the column on each flank, for several hundred yards if need be, the precaution being taken to send officers and noncommissioned officers in advance at a gallop to select convenient places for watering, and to direct their troops to these places by signal.

It does not require an elaborate calculation to show how much time is thus saved with a little care, nor need anyone be told how trying it is to the command for the leading officers and troopers of a column to halt on the brink of a stream to quench their thirst, stopping the way for a column of hundreds of dry and dusty-throated horses in the rear, when a little care would permit all to drink at the same time.


My advice to an officer commanding a march is to arrest an officer or confine a trooper who willfully neglects attention to the smallest details of the march, so necessary to the preservation of the endurance of the men and horses.

The foregoing has been written with the understanding that forage for the horses is carried with the command or obtained at the camps. If the command is to subsist by grazing, the length of the march, as well as its details, must be modified. Not infrequently in marches on campaign, a cavalry command makes an unforeseen halt for half an hour or more. In these cases, a careful commander will select the halting place, as far as may be, where the pasturage is best and form in column on the grass, requiring the horses to be unbitted so that they may graze with facility. During war, an enforced halt of this character near a grainfield or stored forage can be used to give the animals a much-needed feed. A command, large or small, should never remain mounted for even a short halt. A last caution to a cavalry commander accompanied by a train is never to permit a wagon to leave camp or to occupy the road until the command has marched.

FORCED MARCHES

Cavalry in exigencies can march for from three to five days at the rate of fifty miles in twenty-four hours. A single march of not to exceed one hundred miles can be accomplished in twenty-four to thirty hours. The manner of marching in making forced marches must depend on the total distance to be made. If the distance is not more than one hundred miles, the usual halts at the end of each of the first four or five hours must be made as in ordinary marching, and during the entire march, which should be made in thirty hours or less, there should be not less than two grand halts to feed and refresh both horses and men. In these, which should last for two hours each, the horses should be unsaddled and permitted to roll and feed or lie down, as they prefer. These halts should be made on the completion of the first and second thirds of the march, depending on the advantages of water and otherwise fit stopping places.

If the distance to be accomplished is more than 150 miles, the forced march should commence at the rate of not to exceed fifty miles for each day, and beyond 200 miles, the marches should be reduced to forty, and even thirty, miles per day.

These marches, it is hardly necessary to say, refer to commands of horses and men which are in the best possible condition for marching. This condition in garrison is obtained by subjecting a command to the usual garrison duties and daily mounted drills, in the absence of which there should be at least two hours’ exercise on the road for the horses of the command. Easy campaign marches of from ten to fourteen miles per day are good in preparing both horses and men for forced marches. Without this preparation, a command will not be able to make the marches, either campaign or forced, and an attempt to accomplish even a portion of the distances mentioned must result in the destruction of a cavalry command through disabling or killing the horses.


The cavalry of our services owes much to that prince of cavalry officers, Brig. Gen. Philip St. George Cooke.2 Besides being a most accomplished tactician, he was especially successful in making long marches rapidly and with most perfect preservation of his horses. The writer of this had the good fortune to accompany General Cooke as a staff officer in the march of the command in from Utah in the summer of 1861. The command, which consisted of infantry, cavalry, and artillery, marched from Cedar Valley, beyond Salt Lake City, to Fort Leavenworth by forced marches, and while the details of the march are not obtainable, it is recalled that the horses of the cavalry and artillery, though little forage was fed, were in better working order on the completion of the march than they were on its inception.

One of the most successful forced marches of modern times was that made to the relief of the [Maj. T. T.] Thornburgh command of a battalion of the 5th Cavalry in the autumn of 1879.3 The distance accomplished was 170 measured miles; the time, from 11:00 a.m., October 2, to 5:30 a.m., October 5. This was at the rate of sixty miles per day for two and three-quarters days. This march is mentioned as being peculiarly successful for, in brief, the following reasons:

First—The distance accomplished in that time.

Second—No horses were lost or disabled on the march, and there were noticeably no sore-back horses after its completion.

Third—The command—men and horses—were in good condition for service at once after the march.

In reviewing the foregoing, one is impressed with the simplicity of the problem to be solved in order to march successfully cavalry or mixed commands for long distances, or for continued marches of the ordinary campaign. Everything is comprehended in the words constant care of horses and men. Too often, our horses are sacrificed by the neglect of this. I quote in conclusion from a letter recently received from General Cooke, who says, “Any unusual success I may have had in cavalry marches, I suspect may be attributed to my constant thoughtfulness and attention—my greatest interest felt in the welfare and comfort of horses and men—I fear in that order.”






Our Cavalry: Its Duties, Hardships, and Necessities at Our Frontier Posts

ALBERT G. BRACKETT1

Journal of the Military Service Institution of the United States 4, no. 16 (December 1883): 383–91

Having been invited to give some of my views relative to our cavalry—its duties, hardships, and necessities at our frontier posts—I will do so to the best of my ability, at the same time remarking that all of these things strike each individual cavalryman differently. What may appear a hardship to one will be a pleasure to another, and what a conscientious man may consider a duty will to someone else appear of no importance whatever.

In the first place, it becomes necessary to inquire why any cavalry force is, or has been, requisite on our frontier, and why it is incumbent upon the general government to keep up this expensive arm of the military establishment. It has grown apace of late years, and though it is very costly, may be safely said to have paid for itself, over and over again, in the safety it has furnished to the frontier settlers, and the immense benefit it has been to the nation in opening the highways and byways of the interior of the North American continent. It has made many new roads, explored the recesses of the dark canyons, and traversed immense tracts of country before only known to the red men and the buffalo. The duties of the cavalry are multifarious and arduous, and it has been truthfully said about cavalry captains that if they attend closely to the duties they owe to their troops, they will have all they can properly attend to. From reveille till tattoo, they can always find enough to busy themselves about in looking after the welfare of their men and horses. In a wide sense, the duties of the cavalry at the frontier posts is to guard the infant settlements from the encroachments of the Indians on one hand, and on the other to prevent white men from trespassing upon the domain of the Indians. The duties are somewhat changed of late, in that the trooper is called upon to shield the red men from the cupidity of the border settlers, instead of crowding him, as formerly, to the wall. To keep the white men away from Oklahoma, the San Carlos reservation, the great Crow reservation, or the huge reservation of the Sioux has recently on several occasions been as much as the United States Cavalry could possibly do, and it is only a question of time when the wave of civilization will swell over the boundary lines and occupy the lands which the red men now call their own.
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A cavalry vedette. HARPER'S WEEKLY 1892

The pomp and circumstance of war does not cut much of a figure in our army, and the stranger who expects to find it is generally disappointed. True, the men put on their best uniforms for Sunday morning inspection and make a creditable appearance, and at times, a battalion is set up and drilled for a few weeks or months, but as a general thing, our soldiers wear their fatigue uniforms and work at almost anything except soldiering. They build houses, make roads, cut wood, burn brush, clear up land, and in fact, do pretty much everything except attend to the duties they are supposed to have enlisted to perform. While scouting, the men wear almost every conceivable article of dress, and it has sometimes appeared to me that they try to make themselves as outlandish as possible. Broad-brimmed white hats are both becoming and serviceable, and so is a good hunting shirt, and it would seem as if there is no harm in permitting the men to wear them. In the Far North, it becomes necessary to carry a buffalo robe, besides a couple of blankets, while scouting in the winter, and even then frostbitten fingers and toes often attest [to] the severity of the cold. The nights on the Northern Plains are clear and frost-laden, and the stars twinkle and flash as they do nowhere else in the world.

Of course, the cavalryman's horse comes in for a great share of his attention, and if he likes the animal, as he does most probably, it will not suffer for want of good treatment. The trooper often steals food for his horse and in many cases shares his scant ration of bread with him. I have seen this done oftentimes, and at night the animals are placed where they can pick round the length of their lariats. Where there is supposed to be immediate danger from Indians or enemies of any kind, the horses are kept close in and hobbled so that they cannot run away; but if there is any grazing nearby, the horses will not suffer. Old soldiers guard against sore backs in every conceivable way, and the young recruit is covered with chagrin when he finds he has made his horse's back as raw as a piece of beefsteak. Should the march or expedition be a long one, both of them will see sights before they are through with it, and besides being commiserated by his comrades, the recruit is apt to be berated in a sound manner by the captain of his troop. Our horses are generally excellent, but the loads they are forced to carry at times are beyond all reason, necessitated by the unsettled character of the country they pass over and the meager supplies to be found along the line of march.

Our saddles are good, as good, perhaps, as can be made, some preferring one pattern, others another; the bridles are well enough, but sufficient care is not taken in fitting the bits to the horses’ mouths, which sometimes leads to serious consequences. Pretty much all the bits are severe, and this may be necessary; all of them are such as no citizen would use for a moment. It is claimed that this is needed to control the horse, and there may be some truth in it, but they are too harsh, apparently, and cut a horse's mouth fearfully. The Indians prefer a severe bit, and so do the Mexicans, and we all know what feats of horsemanship they can perform, putting to blush the greatest attempts of the bowlegged cowboys themselves. Our bits are borrowed bodily from the Mexicans and Californians, who claim to be the best riders the world contains. The bits now used prevent many runaways, especially if the chinstrap has been properly tightened. The equipment is not different from that which we used during the Civil War and may be said to have stood the test of an extensive experience. The saddle blanket is necessary in all cases, no pad or felt having been found sufficiently excellent to replace it. This blanket is always available at night, either to cover the man or horse or to make the camp bed on the ground a little softer, notwithstanding its abiding equine odor.

There are very few cavalrymen who have served any considerable length of time on the frontier who have not been turned out by an alarm of Indians. Usually some farmer comes riding in on horseback in his shirtsleeves, laboring under the greatest excitement, hallooing, “Indians! Indians!” and after he has become sufficiently cooled down to tell his story, unfolds a sickening tale of the manner in which some of his relatives have been butchered in cold blood by the savages, or his horses and cows killed so as to leave him completely impoverished. Then there is hurrying to and fro in the little fort—rations have to be drawn and put up in bundles, the pack mules saddled and loaded, and then the cavalry horses themselves have to be saddled and made ready for the field. Just at nightfall, perhaps, the motley cavalcade moves out over hill and dale in search of the trail of the savages. After scouting from seven to ten days, no enemy is seen, no trail discovered, and the Indians themselves have vanished. Not one scouting party in twenty finds Indians, the greater number of scouts rendering unsatisfactory results.
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“Indians! Indians.” MCCLURE'S 1899

Although similar, no two scouts are exactly alike, nor are they generally over the same portion of the country. Sometimes an officer stumbles on a war party of Indians, when, of course, there is a lively skirmish, and again, by dint of perseverance and determination, a war party is overtaken and receives merited punishment for its depredations. This following the trail, day after day, is a trying ordeal for men and horses, and on these occasions, they may be said to suffer real hardships. No fires are allowed to be lighted, the bacon is soon consumed, and there is little or no hard bread. This may occur in the cold and sleet of Wyoming or Montana or on the hot and parched plains of Texas or Arizona. Men and horses must suffer, and a dear price is paid, even though a few red men are made to bite the dust.

After capturing an Indian camp, enough dried meat may sometimes be found to appease the pangs of hunger, and not infrequently, horses and mules have been killed while traveling along to furnish a meat supply for the half-famished soldiers. In these days, when the savages are well armed, there is no small degree of danger in the skirmishes that take place with them, as we all know. They are a very brave race of men when cornered, but like their civilized brethren, they take advantage of everything they can. To kill as many of the enemy as possible without loss to themselves is considered the highest type of warfare, and I am not sure they are not correct about it. They are never found throwing away their lives uselessly in war, though some of their exploits are daring in the extreme. They know they have comparatively few men, while the whites are as plentiful as the leaves on the trees. They have no train of subsistence stores to bother them, each man carrying along what he can get in the way of rations. An Indian can eat more and at the same time live on less than any other human being, their gastronomic feats at times proving perfectly astounding.

When the snow falls in winter, the cavalry people at the frontier posts feel that there is to be some rest for them and gather round their huge fireplaces to take comfort. The horses are well stabled, there is a good supply of wood, the subsistence stores are plentiful, and deer stretch their limbs in the neighboring ravines. They are removed, it is true, from the great cities of the world, and from many temptations that surround their wealthy countrymen. There may be, and doubtless is, to many individuals, a great deal of hardship in thus being isolated, while to others it is the most pleasant condition of affairs that can possibly be attained. Their wants are few and are supplied without much exertion.

There is an ever-increasing desire on the part of young officers to carry the luxuries of the age to the frontier post, and this gives rise to many so-called hardships. Young men nowadays have a great deal of furniture, in many instances, and thousands of pounds of household stuff somewhat difficult to move about from one military post to another. We see the most incongruous things at times, and many a young bride has been taken to a frontier fort who pines for the beautiful things she left in her father's home in the East. Still she holds on to some things, and a Turkish rug frequently covers a dirt floor and a grand piano becomes soiled by the mud of sun-dried bricks. She finds the market unsatisfactory, and canned stuffs, such as peaches, tomatoes, and green corn, poorly recompense her for the eatables obtainable in New York, Philadelphia, Chicago, and St. Louis. It is a sort of uphill work or, we may say, the pursuit of luxuries under difficulties. So it is, in fact, and I presume most old soldiers have seen a man put on a good many airs because he was the fortunate possessor of a cabbage or a mess of potatoes, while others had none of these toothsome comestibles.

It does not take much to make an aristocrat. In fact, one of the real hardships of a frontier post is the utter lack, in most instances, of a good, wholesome, and plentiful supply of the more common garden vegetables.

The hardships of campaigning in Wyoming Territory contrast strangely with those of Arizona. On the one hand, there are thick-ribbed ice, fearful snowstorms, and wintry winds that chill the marrow in one's bones; while on the other hand, there are stifling heat and parching sandstorms.

In the autumn of 1879, a camp was established near Rawlins, Wyoming Territory, where the reserve troops of the Ute Indian expedition were halted for a considerable time. The men had no shelter, except such as was afforded by their white canvas tents, and there was a good deal of hardship. The nights were clear and intensely cold, and it seemed impossible to get clothing enough on to keep warm. Little stoves were put up in the tents, and all night long, the men would endeavor to pass away the time by alternately piling in wood and diving under their blankets, where they would be quiet for a little while. But the frost would get the better of everything, the wood soon consume in the flames, and then the process of firing up would be repeated. All outside was covered with a shining white mantle that glittered like steel. The horses groaned with cold as the fierce Rocky Mountain wind swept over them, and the howling wolves which infest that region in great numbers, disputing possession with the big-beaked ravens, seemed the only things that had any life left in them. The soldiers endured it as well as they could, but the cutting frost sometimes got the better of their fortitude. This was as dreadful a picture of desolation as I ever witnessed.
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Cavalry marching in a blizzard. MCCLURE'S 1899

In May 1882, during the Apache campaign in Arizona, there assembled round a little water hole known as Cedar Springs, between Forts Grant and Thomas, quite a respectable force, all the men and animals of which were dependent on the so-called spring for water. The friendly Apache Indian scouts were, as usual, the first in, and they and their ponies, which they had captured from the hostile Chiricahua Apaches in Mexico, fared well enough. The headquarters and four troops of the 3rd Cavalry came next, many of the horses of the command being unable to get enough to drink. Afterward, some troops of the 6th Cavalry came up that were unable to get anything whatever. The spring was a very small one, and over five hundred animals surrounded it. The soldiers kept scraping the rocky bottom all through the night with their tin cups to get a little more to prevent themselves and horses from famishing. This might truly be styled a hardship. Never did I see so queer a medley. The Apaches, occupying the rocks and lying under the shade of the cedar trees, [were] decked out in bright red colors and adorned with many beads and ornaments they had stripped from the slain in the then recent combats. A more desolate place than the springs can scarcely be imagined. A short distance away is the valley of the Gila River, and it is dreary enough; there is not a blade of grass in view, only a few straggling mesquite trees, with piles of reddish brown rocks in the mountain ranges. The sun heats up everything until the white sand dazzles and dances in the most singular manner.

I believe I know what heat is, and the deaths that some of our people die on the white-sand plains of Arizona must be the most dreadful of all. Without water, without shade, without hope, the rocks so hot as to blister the hand if it touched them, these men lie down in a fearful state of delirium, and nothing is ever known of them again except perhaps when their bleached bones are found. I have seen soldiers staggering along the road like so many drunken men, and known of their minds deserting them, leaving only shattered wrecks. This is not a very pleasing view of the pomp and circumstance of war, but it is a true one, as all old cavalry campaigners know, though as a general thing, they say but little regarding it. People in good homes, surrounded with every luxury, do not like to hear these tales of the blistering lands of the Far South, or of the many hardships endured by the men at the frontier forts in that direction.

A long time is required to make a first-class cavalry officer, and one who is versed in all the knowledge necessary for conducting affairs smoothly and satisfactorily under all circumstances on our frontiers. He ought to possess a considerable idea of woodcraft, know something regarding the pioneer settlers, their dispositions and habits, and be sufficiently expert to arrange difficulties between them and the soldiers in a satisfactory manner. Our pioneers suffer many hardships which our cavalrymen share, and it is always better to have things go along pleasantly, for the very people our soldiers protect frequently have their flings at them and berate them soundly, especially when the savages who have been stealing their cattle and horses have not been promptly overtaken and punished. These flings sometimes cause a great deal of heart-burning, as our free, equal, and enlightened pioneers often expect impossibilities. On the other hand, there is found the best possible feeling existing between the soldiers and settlers, each being willing to share his last crust with the other. They are truly the friends of the soldiers and never tire of singing their praises. They give their corn and oats to them for their horses, make them welcome to their humble fare, and offer them the shelter of their cabins and rude dwellings, being only too glad if they are accepted.

One of the greatest hardships of garrison life on the frontier is the privation that exists in regard to amusements, churches, and so forth. Private theatricals are not always successful. Soldiers, in common with other people, crave amusements, and the class of entertainment originated by the soldiers themselves is far from satisfying. Negro minstrel shows are pretty slow affairs as rendered by cavalrymen, there being a sort of woodenness about them by no means pleasing.

Reading rooms there are, truly, and they have done a great deal of good. In connection with them, there is a library of well-selected books, where the soldiers take great pleasure in assembling after retreat roll call, to hear the news and learn what is going on in the great world. Far away as they are from the centers of civilization, the weekly mail brings them newspapers from the cities and books written by the best authors. For a time, at least, they enjoy themselves, and though they may be called out the next day to follow the trail of marauding redskins, here for a time, at least, they have absolute rest and can scan the periodicals and newspapers at their leisure. I think, of all the methods devised for giving the enlisted men of the army quiet and rational enjoyment, the reading room is by far the best.

The necessities for an effective cavalry force on the frontier are, first of all, reliable men and sound horses. There is ordinarily not much trouble about keeping the animals in fine condition in the summertime, but in many localities, they suffer more or less during the winter. Hay, oats, corn, and barley can be obtained at most of the forts, or at least one of these grains, and the settlers on the Pacific slope prefer barley to any other feed, as the Arabs do, they claiming that the powers of endurance are greatly enhanced by it. California horses are smaller than those from the northern, eastern, and western states, and in my opinion not as good for cavalry purposes. There is a great deal of difference, however, in regard to this subject, many officers honestly thinking there are no animals so effective for scouting as those from Mexico and California; but I have noticed that most officers who think so are willing to exchange them for American horses. As to the soldiers, I believe some of our enlisted men are the finest on earth. Self-reliant and true, they are faithful to their flag and their officers and have been found equal to every emergency. Some years are required to make a first-class cavalry soldier in our army, but when completed, he is as fine a specimen of manly endurance and fortitude as any human being that ever wore a uniform.

From what has already been said, a pretty good idea may be formed of the wide range of duties the cavalry is called upon to perform, and it is surprising that these duties have, in almost all instances, been performed in good faith. Our United States cavalry officers, as a class, are reliable men. It is not worthwhile to particularize or draw individual distinctions, but were it necessary to do so, we could point out many first-class soldiers in the mounted service. When this generation shall have passed away, when the account shall have been made up and the balance struck as to whether or not the cavalry has been worth its great cost, I believe there will be an unhesitating answer given that it has been found, like the laborer of old, “worthy of its hire.”






The Army Pack Train Service

J. A. BRECKONS

Recreation 6, no. 5 (May 1897): 426–28

The pack train service was, in times past, one of the most important though least heard of adjuncts of the United States Army. It performed a large share in the military movements in the West during the past thirty years, and without it, the army would have been almost useless in Indian campaigns.

The central depot and training grounds for the pack service are at Camp Carlin, near Cheyenne, formerly the supply depot for the Department of the Platte. Here the men and mules designed for the service were trained, and from here pack trains were organized, equipped, and sent to various army commands in Texas, Arizona, and California when required.

The service was and still is in charge of Col. Thomas Moore,1 chief packer of the United States Army, a grizzled veteran of over thirty years’ army service, who can at six hours’ notice put a pack train, equipped for a year's field service, at the disposal of any command requiring it.

Nine men, forty-seven or forty-eight mules, and one horse constitute a pack train for active service. The men are the packmaster, two supercargoes, or “cargadoras,” and six packers. Of the mules, nine are for riding, three for packs, and one, and sometimes two, extras for emergencies. The horse wears the bell and shares with the packmaster the honor of the leadership of the train. One of the packers must be a blacksmith, and one a cook. Usually all of the men are qualified for the duties of both professions.

Although part of the army, the men are civilians and not required to enlist. They are paid $50 a month. It requires six months’ training to make a fairly good packer of a green hand, and several years to make him an expert. Only able-bodied men are hired. None weighing under 170 pounds are taken, and every applicant must be able to lift 200 pounds to the level of his chin.

No uniform is required. Most of the men wear a modification of a cowboy's costume. On a campaign, they are armed with cavalry carbines, revolvers, and hunting knives. In camp, and at the Camp Carlin depot, the men feed and groom the mules, train green animals to the use of packs, and every alternate day take the train out for a practice march of from twenty to thirty miles. For drilling purposes and practice, the animals carry loads of 300 pounds. In active service, 275 pounds is the maximum load. This is made up of tenting, bedding, cooking utensils, rations, and ammunition. One mule can carry 100 field rations. Ordinarily one-half of the train carries rations, the balance carrying tenting, ammunition, and miscellaneous supplies.

A pack mule's equipment is somewhat complicated. On the animal's back is first placed the “corona,” or crown, consisting of a quilted pad lined with canvas, as a sweat cloth, and numbered so that it may always be used on the same animal. On top of the corona is placed a good heavy blanket, six feet wide by seven feet six inches long. This is folded to [a thickness of six inches] and serves for bedding for the men. On the folded blanket is placed the pack saddle, shaped like a sawbuck, and technically called an “aparejo.” The corona, blanket, and pack saddle constitute the “rigging.” On the rigging are fastened the loads, done up in two “mantreaus,” or six-foot squares of heavy duck cloth. They are lashed with a 3/8-inch rope, twenty-eight to thirty-six feet long, called the “layer.” A single rope of the same size and length ties the loads across the top of the rigging. The loads and rigging are secured to the animal by a lash rope 9/16 of an inch in diameter and fifty-two feet long. The lash rope has a broad leather cinch at one end, which is passed under the belly of the animal. A “diamond hitch” across the top of the load is the method of tying. A leather blind called “tapa ojo” is put over the animal's eyes while the rigging and load are being put on, and the first lesson taught a pack mule is to have him stand stock still while the tapa ojo is over his eyes.

The bell horse is the nabob of the train. He carries neither load nor rider. A soft-toned, tinkling bell, hung to a strap around his neck, announces every move he makes, and the pack mules follow him when he walks or crowd around him when he stands. On the march, the bell horse is never ridden, but is led by one of the packers. When the mules are grazing, the bell horse is hobbled, except when apprehensive of attack, when a man holds him by his halter. Bridles are never used on the animals. A “tie up” is made with the bell horse at the right of the line, mule number one tied to the bell horse's halter, and each of the other mules tied to the rigging of his predecessor in the line. A tie up can be made by an expert train in two minutes.

With a nucleus of twenty well-trained mules, enough green mules to make up a full train can be trained in six weeks to two months. It requires six months to break in a full train of all green mules. Since 1885, over five hundred mules have been broken into the pack service at Camp Carlin and sent to do service with the various commands in Texas, Arizona, and Montana. The mules are bought at St. Louis. None over six or under four years of age are taken, and none under 850 pounds in weight. Animals found to be vicious are not kept in the pack service but are turned over to the tender mercies of the “mule skinners” of the wagon trains.

The pack service has always been used to some extent in the army, but it was put into its present efficient state by Colonel Moore, who in 1867, under orders of General Crook, organized the service as it is now conducted and established a central depot for training and drilling men and mules. Colonel Moore has been in all the important Indian campaigns in the West. From 1867 to 1871, he was with General Crook in Idaho, California, and Oregon, taking part in the subjugation of the Paiutes in these states. From 1871 to 1875, he was with Crook in the Apache campaigns, and in 1875 and 1876, in the big campaigns against the Sioux Nation in Wyoming, Montana, and Dakota. In 1877, Colonel Moore and his pack train were with General Merritt and Colonel Hart in the memorable chase across Idaho, Wyoming, and Montana after the celebrated Chief Joseph and his band of Nez Perces. In 1885, Moore had several pack trains in the Apache campaign with General Miles, and his men and mules were in the famous forced marches in Arizona which ended with Geronimo's capture. Colonel Moore's last field service was in the winter of 1890–91 in the Pine Ridge campaign. Eight hours after the outbreak, in response to a telegram from [Brigadier General] Brooke, Colonel Moore had two trains ready for the field.

Colonel Moore and his pack trains have shared with the troops almost every battle with the Indians in the various campaigns of the past twenty-five years. On the march, the position of the trains is alongside the cavalry, giving the troops the right of way. In a fight, the pack train, with all superfluous baggage and horses, is usually placed in the center of the command.

“The first big fight I went into with Crook,” said Colonel Moore, “was at the Rosebud. The battle was in the Badlands, and the country was so rough the men had to do most of the fighting dismounted. Before the fight, the general said to me, ‘Now Moore, when we get into this fight, what do you intend to do?’ ‘Keep in the middle of it,’ I said, ‘so you can defend your supplies while you are defending yourselves.’ ‘That's all right,’ said Crook, and we went into the affair just that way and adopted the same tactics always afterward.”

“Mules are not so easily stampeded as horses,” continued the colonel. “Once in Idaho, when we were moving supplies without an escort, we were surprised at night by a party of Indians who tried to run off the train. We had three full pack trains and two night herders out with each. The Indians raised a big commotion and whooped and yelled and fired into the herd, but the mules, instead of running, huddled into a bunch and crowded around the bell horses until we drove the Indians away. Seventeen mules were shot during the scrimmage, but not an animal was run off.”

Colonel Moore is looked upon, in army circles, as an authority on army supply transportation. He has letters from General Crook, General Merritt, and other Indian fighters endorsing and approving his views on the superiority of pack train over wagon service in army operations in the West.






PART TWO

The “Indian Question”






The Indian Question

HENRY B. CARRINGTON1

An Address before the Geographical and Biological Sections of the British Association for the Advancement of Science, at Their Forty-fifth Meeting, at Bristol, 1875

(Boston: Charles H. Whiting, Publisher, 1884)

MR. PRESIDENT: I thank the British Association for its courteous request that, while I am in this “mother country” for the purpose of gathering the real facts which involved American independence,2 I present you an outline of the geography and Indian habits of that part of America where I was recently on duty. I thank you that I am received as no stranger, but as one of you, an Anglo-Saxon.

But as with your fathers, so now the Anglo-Saxon, in his westward march, still meets the red man. It is the old story of an issue of races, in the expansion of the stronger. The inferior must perish. Bloody issues have been evoked, and earnest efforts have been made to harmonize the conflicting elements, but the waste goes on.

On the one hand, all passions are stimulated to annihilate the savage as a beast because he tears and tortures in the throes of his death struggle; on the other hand, we yearn for his rescue from that oblivion which buried his earlier ancestors, because we feel that his destinies, like his possessions, are in our hands.

I do not give remedies, but facts. East of the Mississippi River, which flows from Lake Itasca to the Gulf of Mexico, there are no hostile Indians. They receive annuities, plod along daily, without sensation or material advancement, and are only remembered when supplies are to be distributed or a census to be taken. Westward of the Rocky Mountains, the bands of Indians are small, scattered, and neither homogeneous in origin, language, nor tastes. They are isolated parties, fragments of former tribes; as with the few Modocs who murdered General Canby, they are incapable of organization for any conflict with the whites. South of the Platte River, which runs eastward from Colorado and empties into the Missouri River near the city of Portsmouth, below Omaha, the eastern terminus of the Union Pacific Railroad, there is a tract of empty country, long known as the Great American Desert, but subdivided into the three states of Nebraska, Kansas, and Colorado, and entirely free from resident hostile Indians. This tract embraces the region south of the Platte River and is drained by the Republican, Kansas, Red, and Arkansas Rivers. Buffalo are still plentiful in these plains, and Indian incursions have been frequent; but the land title is settled, and no issue of fact, or right, disturbs the ordinary relations between the Indians and the whites. On the eastern borders of Montana, there is a large tribe of Indians known as the Crow Indians, who in the days of the Lewis and Clark expedition were friendly to the whites, and still boast, and rightfully, that they have never killed a white man unless in self-defense. They have habitually warred with the Sioux, and thus screened the feeble white settlements from their incursions.

North of the Crows, and extending to the British possessions, are remnants of the once powerful Blackfeet, while along and within the British line [are] the Piegans and Bloods, more ferocious, yet inferior in numbers, sometimes venturing upon raids into sparsely settled localities, but usually disturbing only weak and isolated parties of emigrants and teamsters.

The country thus outlined, bounded north and east by the Missouri River, south by the Platte, and west by Montana, includes at least thirty thousand Indians, whose entire life is spent in hunting, roaming, and inevitable collisions with each other. This was all Dakota Territory until subdivided. Even the Crow Indians, who have realized some agricultural progress, are quick on the warpath, as against the Sioux; while the Pawnees and Winnebagos, faithful to treaties and more than half civilized, are expected to fight their hereditary enemy whenever there is a fair opportunity. Neither can resist the temptation to capture an unguarded pony of the other tribe, and in 1866, four companies were mustered into the United States service and employed against the Sioux, doing excellent duty as scouts.3

The Sioux have many bands, with varying proclivities and quite different characteristics. Prior to the occupation of the Great Plains, with consequent travel and the establishment of great railroad lines, the Indian, like the buffalo, passed from north to south and back again with the hunting seasons. The Arapahos and Cheyennes of the north intermarried with the Apaches and Comanches, who were the most ferocious Indians of New Mexico and especially good horsemen, and thoroughly savage. The Oglala and Brule Sioux, until within a few years, hated each other and fought at sight. They never had legitimate claim to the valley of the Yellowstone, save that of theft from the Crows, and upon the opening of the road around the Bighorn range to Virginia City in 1866, the Oglalas went to war to oppose its occupation. Spotted Tail remained faithful to the treaty of June 1866.

It must be remembered that while the railroads have interrupted the transit of the game, and the Indian thus loses a corresponding ease of support, the game is still abundant in the upper country of Wyoming and Dakota. The elk, antelope, deer, bear, mountain sheep, and sage hen are ample for generations of Indian hunting, while the buffalo are countless.

Since the Indian cannot profitably make long expeditions, as in former times, he clings to these last, these best, hunting grounds with more than the tenacity of a party contractor to existing treaties. Fast as the mountain streams declare to the avaricious gold hunter that gold is there, so fast comes fresh to the red man the warning that, worse than the contracting iron chamber of romance, an inevitable doom is surrounding heart and home.

I once said, in an extreme hour, when all I held dear on earth was in danger of self-immolation, or slow death at the hands of the red man, that if I had been a red man, as I was a white man, I should have fought as bitterly, if not brutally, as the Indian fought.

With this general reference, I turn to some special characteristics of these northern tribes. The popular idea is erroneous that hereditary chiefs control the Indian tribes. Spotted Tail was appointed leader of the Brule band by the United States commissioners. Red Cloud, who rejected the treaty of 1866 and made bitter war, was one of a party called by the Indians themselves “Bad Faces,” and won his leadership by force of will and weight of metal. Both leaders, with their bands, are now friendly, pending the disposition of their reservations, now so eagerly sought by the whites. The religion, language, domestic life, and customs of war among these people will furnish some data by which to understand them better.

The Indian bears a passive relation to the Divine Being, and to religion as a system of faith. He accepts the legends transmitted from his fathers. He has no spirit of propagandism, because he cannot conceive of that infidelity which denies a supernatural control of human destiny. Neither can he understand why a white man should swear, that is, abuse in words his benefactor. The Christian idea of moral obligation is wanting because, in his conception, the Great Spirit is simply a discriminating benefactor and not a teacher. His God approves valor and punishes cowardice; confirms a good life by perpetual blessings, and dooms a bad life to deprivation of all blessings. A beautiful fancy of his belief seems to have come down through the centuries as an emanation or revelation from the Spirit of the true God.

A fact will illustrate and thereby state this fancy. After the battle of December 21, 1866, better known as Fetterman's, or the Phil Kearney, Massacre—in which three officers and seventy-eight men were killed, scalped, and mangled—the dorsal muscles and those of the thighs, calves, and arms were taken out. This violation of the dead happened repeatedly during that campaign. Persons thus maimed are supposed to have lost the power of walking, running, climbing, and using weapons in the spirit land; so that while the pious roam the happy hunting grounds of Paradise with no desire ungratified, the bad Indian and the red man's foe continue to exist, with ceaseless longings, yet deprived of the power to partake of bounties within sight and grasp. Hence, to be hung is to the Indian a death of fearful import; for, as the spirit departs, the feet being raised from the earth, so shall that spirit hover over delightsome scenes, only to be tortured by endless cravings and impossible attainment. In the case of Spotted Tail, whose fealty to the United States has been constant, it may be said that when his daughter Fleet Foot, on her dying bed, became a Christian and was baptized, the warrior declared that as his daughter was adopted by the white man's Great Spirit, he had no heart to fight the white man anymore.
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An Indian atrocity discovered. W. F. BEYER, DEEDS OF VALOR

The physical life of the Indian, his satisfaction with sensual good, and the restriction of all his active habitudes to those of the field and chase limit his language to expressions of fact and passion. The Cheyennes use signs and by many a natural, swift, and simple method indicate their experience and wishes. The Pawnees, Crow, and Sioux have spoken languages,4 but quite restricted, taking in additional words as they become necessary from sign, ideas, and acquaintance with the whites. Thus “shooting wagon,” for a cannon is expressive. Upon seeing a spherical case shot fired from a howitzer and exploding at a distance, Black Bear said, “It shoots twice. White chief shoot once; then white chief's Great Spirit fire it once more for his white children.”


Many words are phonetic and expressive of their meanings, especially when emphatically pronounced. In their songs, few words are used, except acclaims to the Great Spirit and repetition of expletives to describe their own brave deeds and denounce their enemies.

The Indian, at home, is a lazy tyrant. The squaw is the slave. Her mission is to cut wood, cook food, make arrows, tan hides, and do everything that is menial. Her skill with knife, bow, and axe is very great, and in defense of their village, the women and boys are no mean enemy. The tepees, or houses, are familiar to all scholars. Gambling, lying, and theft are the rule and are not considered offenses which can imperil the future happiness of a good Indian.5 Hospitality culminates when a “dog feast” is given to a distinguished guest; it is not possible for a civilized man to sit upon a pile of bear or wolf skins, in somewhat formal state, and watch the squaws as they slaughter the animal, then toss it into boiling water and cook it up to their standard, and while watching, to acquire a fore-relish for the entertainment, or even retain a desire ever to eat again.

The women gather herbs, are skillful nurses, and give to the strange and fantastic incantations of their medicine man all their real value. They howl at the dances, and especially at the Sun Dance, which gives striking proof of endurance of pain under torture. A young man, ambitious to be pronounced a warrior, is soon put to the test. A knife is passed through the muscles of the breast, followed by a lariat of dried skin or buffalo hair, and the challenger attempts to pull him from his feet. In case of failure, a horse is sometimes attached, and the breast has been torn from the ribs before the warrior would yield. During this test, the candidate is permitted to utter no cry of pain or indicate any sense of suffering; while, with singular appreciation of that marvelous power of song, through whose magic martyrs have passed triumphantly from flames to glory, he may shout his war cry and glorify the deeds of the mighty.

The whole of the Indian life is in the direction of struggle. He has no home, in a special sense, and no adaptiveness for town or farm life. Laziness, when free from the pressure of war or self-support, is the only element that would give to a quiet life any value. His aspirations confirm a roving tendency, and the matured generation must remain uncivilized. Formerly, the Indians waged extensive wars with each other; but various tribes have become so divided and subdivided that concert among themselves for offensive operations upon an extensive scale is impossible. They will not attack unless superior in numbers, nor risk life heedlessly. The Indian comes, as the hornet comes, in clouds or singly, yet never trying to sting until his ascendancy is assured, and his own exposure the slightest. The Sioux warrior thus bred for fight is [in tune] with the spirit of war. In ambush and decoy, he is splendid; in horsemanship, perfect; in strategy, wise; in battle, wary and careful of life; in victory, jubilant; in vengeance, terrible and fiendish. This warfare embodies all possible terrors for the vanquished. There is no capitulation. There is no mercy that does not ripen the victim for more fearful tortures.


The arrow is shot with more precision than the pistol ball, and its blade is not, like a bullet, to be deflected by tendon, cartilage, or bone. Its shaft has grooves, through which, as conduits, the blood of the wounded man or buffalo must continue to flow, if the victim escapes capture as soon as shot. No fit words can adequately describe the mutilation of captured prisoners, when every organ, joint, and member is so slowly and systematically dissevered that life may be prolonged to the utmost duration of torment.

The battlefield referred to [Fetterman battlefield] was enough to evoke fire from heaven, and strong men, who had borne years of hard service, shuddered as they lifted into wagons, for identification, the portions of bodies belonging to comrades and friends. The red men supposed that they were defending their native soil and the game preserves of their ancestors against an invader who, under cover of the strong arm of so-called civilization, trampled upon treaties, abjured faith with an Indian, and could be restrained by nothing but force. The old chief Black Horse said, truly, “White man wants all. He will have it all, but the red man will die where his father died.”

When judgment shall be weighed out, and history shall record the balance sheet, the sad lament of the red man will stand to his credit and to the reproach of the Christian.

The Northern Pacific Road gradually restricts the bands that roam by the Upper Missouri. Already the Black Hills have attracted adventurers, and negotiations are now pending between the United States and the Indians, who are entitled to their lands by recent treaty.

In justice to my government, I will say that it has placed troops in the country referred to, has driven out gold hunters, and affirmed its purpose to vindicate its obligations; but when thousands of trappers and waifs, speculators, and fortune hunters engirdle the coveted region, killing buffalo for sport, that their carcasses may rot on the prairie, and then clamor for the right to travel the public domain, their success is assured; for the game will depart, and the Indian will barter his last right away.

Other domains are now free by the reopening of the route known as the Powder River road, first opened in 1866, but abandoned to the Indians in 1867. This route includes the country drained by the Tongue River, the Bighorn, and the Yellowstone. That will absorb the choicest game region of the continent. Then, indeed, the Indian will be as the Arab or the Ishmaelite, unless rescued by some new and well-nigh miraculous agency and adjusted in some new relation, when he may rest until death shall give release, and the rising generation be transformed by the sole agency which can rescue the Indian—the consummate claim and infinite capacity of genuine Christian faith. The present generation is in the iron grip of the advancing empire and will be hurled aside in its progress; for there is no amalgamation of the Indian with any other race. More has been accomplished by the present chief executive of the United States (General Grant) than during years previously in wise efforts to gain and maintain the confidence of the Indians; but as well keep London in limits to save orchards adjoining, as to hold millions of acres intact for the red man's hunt. The tidal wave must sweep on.

In 1866, soon after occupying the Powder River country, and before completion of any defenses, I made peace with a band of Cheyennes, who were small in numbers, were hated by the Sioux, and thus were compelled to leave that region or join the Sioux, to resist the establishment of posts on the Bighorn or Yellowstone Rivers. I watched the departing Cheyennes, led by old White Horse, with hair white as snow, Black Bear, Dull Knife, Big Wolf, and The Man That Strikes Hard. They started for the Wind River Mountains. Their lodge poles, laden with all their effects, dragged behind the ponies in slow procession. The squaws [were] bent under the weight of dried game, skins, arrow wood, and the supplies furnished from the post. Children were packed with all they could carry. The old men rode, or slowly trudged, along in the middle of the train, compelled to keep up or be abandoned. They were going to seeking new hunting grounds; leaving an Indian paradise because the shadow of the advancing white man had fallen upon their trail. They were passing away.

I have freely talked with Spotted Tail, Standing Elk, and a score and more of chiefs, who came to be fed and cared for, who sought peace, and sought it honestly; with all the flashes of pride and dignity which now and then brightened their actions, there was ever present that painful consciousness of their impending doom, which, as when the autumnal frosts strike their first blow at the vast wealth of a summer's creation, compel the soul to breathe, half audibly, in its deep emotion: ’Tis passing away. I have seen all ages, and both sexes, half naked and yet reckless of exposure, fording the Platte while ice ran fast and mercury was below the zero mark, for the single purpose of gathering from a post slaughterhouse the last scrap, all offal, however nauseous, that they might use it in lieu of that precious game which our occupation was driving from its haunts.

They, too, were passing away. In the wild rage of battle, in the torturing test of the Sun Dance, in the hour of defeat and the howl of victory, in the spirited hunt, and in the solemn council—awake, asleep, in tepee, or on the prairie—I have found them the same fate-defying, strong-willed, and peculiar race—obdurate, steady, and self-possessed in all their moods; yet passing away. On a generous gift of food, I have been startled by being the center of a circle of old women, whose song of thanksgiving, as with shrill screams and distorted faces they whirled and leaped and swung their bodies, was more, as you might imagine, the rejoicing of fiends over some fresh soul lost, than as the expression of grateful hearts. I have seen the same wrinkled hags grinding the knife, the hatchet, and arrowhead with as apparent a relish as if already they were drinking the lifeblood of the white man. Here, too, in the absence of all that should give glory to woman, I read the ever-present premonition—Passing away. We turn up the American mounds and in vain seek for some conclusive record as to the antecedents of the red man. We are upon the verge of the disappearance of the red man himself.






The Indian Question

WILLIAM T. SHERMAN

Army and Navy Journal 10, no. 57 (April 26, 1873): 586–87

After his usual vigorous style, General Sherman gives expression to his opinions on the Indian question in a letter addressed to a friend in Washington, which we publish below:

HEADQUARTERS, ARMY OF THE UNITED STATES

WASHINGTON, D.C., April 17, 1873

DEAR SIR: I have your letter of this date, and am unwilling in a private letter to express my opinions on all the questions you make.

The army has no “policy” about Indians or anything else. It has no voice in Congress, but accepts the laws as enacted and the interpretation thereof by the proper officials, and executes them with as much intelligence, fidelity, and humanity as any other body of citizens. From the organization of the government up to 1850, the Indians and Indian Bureau were under the War Department, so that nearly all the civilization and Christianization of the Indians thus far accomplished occurred under army supervision. Today, in case an Indian suffers a wrong, I believe he will be more likely to appeal to the commanding officer of the nearest military post than to his own agent; for in the one he sees with his eyes the evidence of a force to compel obedience, whereas in the other nothing of the kind. In like manner, I believe the annuities of treaty Indians would reach the parties in interest quite as surely through army officers as through civilians. And when Indians have committed depredations—as is very common—and the annuities are chargeable with the amount of damages, such stoppages could more safely be made by a commanding officer having soldiers at his back than by an agent afraid of his life—as too many of them are and have reason to be. The present Indian agents, as a class, are very good men; but they lack the force, the power, which savages alone respect.


The existing policy, usually called the Peace Policy, is to gradually assemble the wandering tribes on reservations, with boundaries clearly defined, and then, through civilians, to instruct them in agriculture and the ruder arts, and educate them as far as possible. To this I think no army officer objects. And further, when the Indians leave their reservations to steal, murder, and plunder, they fall under the jurisdiction of the army. This is the theoretical condition of things, but it would require ten times our present army to make a cordon around the reservations, so that murders are done, the stealing of cattle and horses perpetrated, and the Indians quickly escape to their reservations, where the troops cannot follow them; so that in fact these reservations help them in their lucrative business. I am safe in saying that half the horses and mules now owned by the Kiowas, Comanches, Cheyennes, Arapahos, Sioux, etc.—all treaty Indians, all at peace, with agencies and annuities—have been stolen from the United States or from citizens. I have myself seen, at the Kiowa and Comanche agency, and at several of the Sioux agencies, horses and mules branded “U.S.” led up to be packed with annuity goods, and I never heard of an agent demanding the restitution of one for that reason; though murders are of frequent occurrence, I do not hear of the murderers being surrendered, as is required by the treaties. Again, though the Sioux and Cheyennes are at peace, the army has to send escorts with all trains and parties of surveyors who go rightfully to work within the borders of such states as Kansas and Nebraska, as though actual war existed. All I will venture to assert is that the army has a much more difficult task now than if we were actually at war and could anticipate depredations and follow the perpetrators to their very camps, as I did in the case of the Kiowas two years ago. Then the Texas people were constantly complaining that the treaty Indians were depredating on their property, killing their people, and taking refuge on their reservations. I would not believe it until I went in person, and was actually nearby when Satanta killed seven poor teamsters in Texas, one of whom was found burned, tied to a wagon wheel, and a few days after, he [Satanta] came to the agency at Fort Sill, boasting of the deed. With the approval of the agent,1 I arrested him and two others and sent them to Texas for trial. Now I am told that Satanta is to be turned loose again, although I believe he has committed fifty murders and has notoriously violated every promise hitherto made.2

No general rule will answer for the government of every tribe, but each must be treated according to their conduct, and I think the army officers are better qualified to judge than the average of citizens, though I am by no means anxious that this disagreeable duty should be imposed on us. If the Christian agents can better control the wild savages, I wish them all success, but surely the white people who venture into the wilderness to labor and toil are entitled to the protection of their lives and property, and it is natural that they should feel the greatest interest, although it is the exclusive privilege of Congress to devise the best means to secure this end.
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A fight to the death for a telegraph line. MCCLURE'S 1899

Many good people residing east of the Alleghenies mistake the character of the emigrant population who have of late years brought millions of acres under cultivation and produced fifty or sixty millions of dollars of gold and silver, where, twenty years ago, a white man dare not venture. These people are of the same kind as settled Ohio, Indiana, and Iowa; they are as good as we are, and were we in their stead, we would act just as they do. I know it, because I have been one of them. They now pay their full share of taxes and contribute to our national wealth and power. As a rule, the emigrants do not object that the Indians should forever remain nonproducers, beggars, and robbers, if not worse. If the Indians are willing to work, as they used to in the gold mines of California, nobody will prevent them. So today, if the Cheyennes, Arapahos, and Kiowas will utilize the beautiful pastoral lands assigned them in raising stock, they will soon become the richest people in the Southwest; but this they have not done, and it looks as though they never will. And the question will surely arise, and that very soon, how long must the government continue to clothe and feed them without any assurance of self-support? The pressure of white settlements on the borders of Indian reservations is nothing new. It has gone on for two hundred years, and must go on, and the Indians must conform. In some instances they will do it without resistance, in others they will resist, and in some cases injustice will be done, but surely our government can never admit to practice the principle that one wrong justifies another—and a greater, that because the soldiers in New Mexico chase and kill a few Cheyennes near Fort Bascom, who are more than a hundred miles off their reservation to steal horses, they can go and kill the surveyors near Camp Supply engaged in a lawful survey; and because “Whistler” has been killed by some murderers on the Republican, they must demand of the government an indemnity in ponies, else his death must be avenged on any stranger. These are not suppositious cases, but cases actually pending, and illustrate how far we have thus far progressed in the great work of civilization.

The affair with the Modocs is not regarded as an exceptional case, nor has it any connection whatever with the affairs of the Apaches, Sioux, Cheyennes, Arapahos, and Kiowas that wander over a region of country four or five times as great as the whole state of California. The Modocs are a small remnant of what used to be called Pitt River Indians, or Rogue River Indians, with whom there have been several wars.3 They are familiar with the habits and customs of the whites, have seen gold dug from the canyons of their mountains and have participated in it, have seen the wild valleys where they used to hunt and fish converted into prosperous farms and ranches, but in this they seem not to have imitated their white neighbors. Whether they have sustained wrongs or not is not in question, but they have taken refuge in a natural fortress, have defied the civil and military gents, and lastly, under a flag of truce, killed General Canby, who was their best friend.4 This was not an isolated fact, for about the same time they decoyed Lieutenant [William L.] Sherwood within reach of their rifles at another and distant part, and also stealthily attacked [Maj. Edward C.] Mason's camp on the opposite side from that where General Canby and the peace commissioners were shot. All the Modocs are involved and do not pretend that the murder of General Canby was the individual act of Captain Jack. Therefore, the order to attack is against the whole, and if all be swept from the face of the earth, they themselves have invited it.
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A scene from the Modoc War. HARPER'S WEEKLY 1873

The place is like a fortress, and during an assault, the soldier cannot pause to distinguish between male and female, or even discriminate as to age; as long as resistance is made, death must be meted out, but the moment all resistance ceases, the firing will stop and survivors [be] turned over to the proper Indian agent. This whole matter must be left to the officers on the spot, and these must be sheltered against the owl such as followed Major Baker after the Piegan attack,5 as also Colonel Custer after his attack on Black Kettle's camp.6 There is not much danger of too much harm being done. To be effective and exemplary, the blow must involve the terrible; enough to impress the kindred tribes of Klamaths and Paiutes.


I believe the civilians and soldiers wish the same end and, in fact, do not differ much as to the process. All Indians must be made to know that when the government commands, they must obey, and until that state of mind is reached, through persuasion or fear, we cannot hope for peace.

I am yours, with respect,

W. T. SHERMAN, General






Indian Affairs in New Mexico

NELSON A. MILES1

FORT LEAVENWORTH, KANSAS
December 28, 1875

Assistant Adjutant General,

Department of the Missouri,

Fort Leavenworth, Kansas.

SIR:

In accordance with instructions from department headquarters, I have the honor to report regarding the late Indian disturbances at Cimarron, New Mexico, and the condition and necessities of the Jicarilla Apaches2 and Moache Utes,3 also to submit my opinion as to the most humane and economical method of governing them in the future.

The Apaches have, in my opinion, been for years the victims of mismanagement and the unscrupulous avarice of government contractors, and this is expressing the case in mild terms. The recent disturbances and acts of hostility were, in my judgment, solely due to these causes.

The absurdity of one branch of the government arming and another fighting them was at that place very apparent. I found at that agency kegs of powder, bags of lead, in all about five thousand rounds of ammunition, as well as packages of red paint used to make them appear even more hideous than nature had intended, these having been, at government expense, bought and sent out to that remote country for issue to these Indians. At the same time, I found a communication from the agent calling upon the military “to suppress the hostile Indians at this agency, who are now in open and armed hostility.”

To have, with troops, surprised, killed, or wounded a large number of the tribe would have been simply punishing the innocent for the acts of the guilty. To have disarmed them without the authority to provide for food and manage their affairs would have deprived them of the resources from hunting and placed them entirely at the mercy of those in whom I had very little confidence.

Though they complained bitterly of having been cheated and wronged, they were, on demand, willing to put themselves under subjection to the military, and not only complied with every order, but even asked advice to enable them to avoid trouble in the future. I received the same assurances from the Utes.

As a majority expressed a willingness to remain under submission to the government, I considered it advisable to hold the few guilty parties responsible, and to place the tribes under the care and government of an officer of the army, who will see that they receive their just dues and, with his small detachment of troops, arrest the lawless and maintain proper police regulations. I found that by adopting this plan, a large amount of public money could be saved annually in the pay of agent, clerk, issuing clerk, teamsters, rent of offices, etc., and the same can be applied to educational purposes or toward making them self-sustaining. I failed to see that any efforts had been made, or results attained, toward that end.

The tribe is now living on private land, or on land the title to which is in litigation. I would recommend that they be removed to a suitable reservation. I think the northwest corner of the Indian Territory is in many respects best adapted to their wants, yet before the change is made, arrangements should be made to change the source of supplies. These people cannot be made agriculturists, for in that country, the whites and Mexicans could scarcely earn a livelihood without acequias and irrigation. To make them a pastoral people would be far more profitable and more easily accomplished.

The legitimate profits of wool growing in that vast region of country, embracing western Kansas, Colorado, and New Mexico, is from thirty to one hundred percent per annum. The Indians are not without industry, yet it is wasted by the improvident use made of its results, or in gratifying their savage tastes. Some idea may be formed of the resources of the Indians in their natural pursuits, when it is known that one body of Indians—4,500 souls—gathered in one hunting season robes and furs to the value of, at the lowest estimate, $100,000. This large amount of valuable property was bartered for beads, tobacco, fancy blankets, red paint, and other worthless articles, and the real profit went into the pockets of the Indian traders. By discouraging and breaking up their barbarous customs and controlling their affairs in a judicial manner, it will be easily seen how their resources could be utilized. Take, for instance, the amount above mentioned, and we have a sum equal in value to forty thousand head of sheep, or ten thousand head of domestic cattle. This is mentioned to illustrate both the fact of their industry and its misdirection. Hunting hereafter cannot be relied upon, as the game is rapidly disappearing, and for this reason there is the more imperative need that a different system of industry should be instituted.

I believe there is very little difference of opinion between the military authorities and the most earnest advocates of the Peace Policy. There should be a union and cooperation of both. By leaving the military, with its system which has been nearly a hundred years in perfecting, to govern, institute police regulations, break up their indolent, savage, repulsive customs, enforce habits of industry, disburse their annuities, locate them, not only by tribes, but by families and individuals, transport their stores, and as far as possible prepare the way for reformation and improvement, the latter to be accomplished mainly through the Christian denominations of the country; by this means millions of public money can be saved annually, and a more perfect system of controlling and civilizing be applied.

No body of human beings were ever controlled for any considerable time without some force, hence the military can best govern; neither was there ever a body of savages civilized without there being a free communication, by language, between them and their reformers, hence the work of improvement which has been wisely undertaken by the Christian denominations of this country can be best accomplished through the rising generation.

To this end, therefore, I would earnest recommend (1) that the Indians be placed under the control of officers of known integrity, experience, and ability, with sufficient force and power to control all supplies, disbursements, movements, police regulations, etc.; (2) that one-half the annuities to be given to the wild tribes, be given them in domestic stock, and that they be compelled to care for and preserve it; (3) that, as far as possible, all children be gathered into schools, and as the work of reformation will consume years of time, several of the abandoned military posts on the frontier should be used as normal schools, and the thousands of bright, active children (especially boys) be placed there under suitable teachers and educated and taught habits of industry and skilled labor. They would then be wholly under proper influences and would soon abandon many of their savage customs and vices learned along the remote frontier settlements, and the beneficial influence of these people upon the tribes, when they returned, would be incalculable.

This military control, as well as the educational and moral influences brought to bear upon these people, should be so directed as to weaken, and gradually abolish, tribal organization, especially those features of organization in accordance with which whole tribes, innocent and helpless women and children included, are held guilty and punished for the offenses of a part, often a few, and under which the injurious system of treaties is permitted between the government and that which is in no sense a separate nation.

If the tribal organizations can be used as the germ of civil government after the tribes are finally located, they might be so far retained with advantage, but with this possible exception, the sooner the Indians are, as individuals, placed on the same footing as others as respects their responsibility and rights, and admitted to such privileges as their character and capacity may entitle them to, the sooner, in my judgment, will they cease to be a bill of expense, source of corruption, and disturbing element to the country. At no time in the history of the Indian race were they in better condition to receive a well-matured and permanent plan of civilization than now, and I believe at no time could such a system be better applied than the present, and I trust that so important a work, involving the welfare of nearly three hundred thousand human beings, as well as the generations that follow them, may not be long delayed.

Very respectfully,

Your obedient servant,

(Signed) NELSON A. MILES,

Col. 5th Inf., and Bvt. Maj. Gen. U.S.A.






The Indian Department

JOHN GIBBON1

Army and Navy Journal 13, no. 21 (January 1, 1876): 388

To the editor of the Army and Navy Journal:

SIR: The widespread discussion to which the operations of the Indian Department and the care of what are called “the wards of the nation” have given rise will, I trust, serve as an excuse for some suggestions upon the questions at issue.

Probably no one will deny that the red man as a race on this continent is doomed to destruction. Statistics and everyday experience show this to be fact, and even the ablest among the Indians themselves recognize it. However much philanthropists may deplore this and rail against its injustice and inhumanity, it remains a fact, and in arguing on the Indian question, it is scarcely worthwhile to reason upon any other basis.

Put yourself in his place and let the white man ask himself the question, What would I do if treated as the Indian has been and is? Suppose a race superior to mine were to land upon the shores of this great continent, trade or cheat us out of our land foot by foot, gradually encroach upon our domain until we were finally driven, a degraded, demoralized band, into a small corner of the continent, where to live at all it was necessary to steal, perhaps to do worse? Suppose that in a spirit of justice, this superior race should recognize the fact that it was in duty bound to place food in our mouths and blankets on our backs, what would we do in the premises? I have seen one who hates an Indian as he does a snake, and thinks there is no good Indian but a dead one, on having the proposition put to him in this way, grind his teeth in rage and exclaim, “I would cut the heart out of every one I could lay my hands on,” and so he would; and so we all would.

The government of the United States, actuated, we will say, by a spirit of justice, perhaps we ought to say by a spirit of economy, decides to appropriate year by year millions of dollars for the purpose of feeding and clothing these wards of the nation. Do they get the value of the money appropriated for them? No one who has seen anything of the practical working of the Indian Department can pretend to answer this question in the affirmative. It is a well-known fact that for years, Indian agents and Indian traders, as a class, have made immense fortunes in their positions. Even honest men have not failed to yield to the temptations set before them, and to forget their principles in the thirst for gain. The reason is obvious—the opportunity to make fortunes is great, the chances of detection in case of a breach of trust, very small. We cannot expect man to be any more scrupulous or conscientious on the distant frontier, surrounded by savages, than he is in Wall Street, surrounded by bulls and bears.
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Lampooning the Indian Wars: “Latest from the Front—our friends the Mosquitoes preparing and off for the summer campaign.” HARPER'S WEEKLY 1873

Under the present system of accountability, as pursued in the Indian Department, it is impossible that the funds provided for the use of the Indians should be, as a general thing, honestly and conscientiously disbursed, and mainly for the reason that there is no proper system of accountability in that department. Goods are purchased for the Indian Department, say in New York. They are shipped under contract to different points in the Indian country. The agent receives them, or at least he receipts for them, and if he does not get all he receipts for, when he comes to make up his accounts with the government, he will be that much short. And so he would under a proper system of accountability, but practically no such system exists, and the fault for this lies in Washington. It can lie nowhere else.


In the army, when stores are shipped to a quartermaster or commissary, the receiving officer is held accountable for every ounce of each article invoiced to him. If his packages are short, if his sugar has dried up or his bacon run away by melting or maggots, he is still held accountable for it by the account officer in Washington until a board of officers declares him blameless, and their judgment is approved by his commanding officer, and without these he cannot get credit for dropping these articles from his return.

With the Indian agent, no such provision is made. He issues when he pleases, how he pleases, and in what quantity he pleases. A wandering tribe reaches his agency, and he reports he has issued to it ten thousand pounds of flour and a thousand blankets. He may not have issued a hundred pounds of flour nor ten blankets. No receipts are required as vouchers by the accounting officers. I know such a statement will be received with incredulity by all businessmen and an indignant denial by the Indian Department, and therefore must explain that I mean no receipts that are worth the paper they are written on. Of course, what is called a receipt is, I presume, sent; but, when it is remembered that an Indian has about as much idea of the weight of a pound or the length of a yard as he has of the horizontal parallax of the fixed stars, and that in addition to this he knows neither how to read nor to write and is just as apt to put “his mark” to a receipt for ten thousand pounds of bacon as to one for ten, it may readily be imagined what this receipt is worth, and why it is I say no receipts are required as vouchers.

Now, Congress attempted to apply a partial remedy for this defect, and in the second section of the act approved July 27, 1868, provided in substance that at every Indian agency within fifty miles of a military post, the issue of all annuity goods to Indians should be witnessed by an army officer, not below the rank of captain, supposing, it is to be presumed, that in this way the Indians would be sure to get all the goods provided for them by the liberal appropriations that are made. And so they would, provided two things took place: (1) the law must be enforced, and (2) the accounting officers must act in conformity with the law in settling the agent's account.

Unfortunately for the Indians, however, neither of these provisions is carried out. The law is not enforced. Sometimes agents at agencies within fifty miles of a military post ask for an officer to witness their issues; sometimes they do not. When the law first went into operation and an officer was asked for, the first request made by the agent was that certain issues made by him a week, a month, or three months before should be included on the officer's list of goods which he witnessed as issued. This being refused, and the officer stating that he would certify only such goods as “were actually delivered” in his presence, it becomes an interesting question to decide how the agent's accounts are settled at the Treasury. For the law expressly provides that “no receipt by Indians for goods or property to any superintendent or agent shall be valid to discharge such officer unless the same be accompanied by the certificate of such military officer, showing that said goods were actually delivered and are of the quantity and quality stated in the invoice or bill thereof, a copy of which shall be attached to the receipt.”

Now, of course, I can know nothing of the practical working of the auditing office, and propose to state only facts within my personal knowledge, or such as are derived from authentic sources. There is no question that goods are issued to Indians within fifty miles of a military post without the presence of an army officer to witness the issue, as provided by law, and as the agents remain at their post year after year, and continue the practice, it is not a violent supposition to infer that their accounts are passed to the Treasury in some way, notwithstanding the fact that the express stipulation of the law is violated. Agents now rather ostentatiously solicit the presence of an army officer occasionally to witness their issues; for having discovered that the presence of an officer is not a prerequisite to the settlement of their accounts, although it is made so by the law, if one is present it gives rise to the impression that the law is complied with, and there are plenty of credulous people in the country willing to believe that the issues are made under the supervision of the army, and therefore the Indians cannot be defrauded, overlooking the fact that the army is really made use of as a cloak to cover up the loose transactions of the Indian Bureau.

A few words in regard to the practical method of issuing goods to the Indians. Agents claim that starving or shivering Indians come to their agencies, and in the interests of humanity, they are compelled to issue food and clothing, without waiting for the presence of an officer. This pretext is specious. If Indians knew they could get nothing at the agencies except at stated periods when issues are made to all, none would apply there except at those times when issues are to be made. As matters are now conducted a premium is held out to the most thriftless, worthless Indians of a tribe to hang round the agency in order to be fed and supported, and the practical working of the system is to congregate about the agencies a worthless crowd of hangers-on (many of whom are squaws living with white men), who eat up the [subsistance] provided for the tribe at large. Now, when the agent wants to make an issue to the tribe, he assembles the Indians and perhaps asks for an officer to witness the issue. The issue is made. It may be one-tenth of the goods provided by the government, it may not be that much. So long as the accounting officers do not require the army officer's certificate, this is a matter of no moment, for the agent can get credit for goods issued at other times and without the presence of an officer. I have information from an authentic source that one of these officer-witnesses, as a test question, refrained from making any report of the issue witnessed by him. No notice was taken of his failure, and no difficulty was experienced by the agent in settling his accounts.

The question naturally arises, is there any remedy for the defects of this system, and any cure for the outrageous abuses which undoubtedly occur under it? For although all agents are not necessarily dishonest, no government can be justified in placing a premium upon dishonesty and offering such stupendous temptations to weak humanity, especially when, as in the case of the Indians, these temptations lead to frauds which drive the savages to desperation and cause immense expenditures of money, loss of life, and a check to the healthful development of the country.

The first step towards reform is to fix and enforce a strict system of accountability, and this, of course, must start at Washington. Everything an agent receives he should be held responsible [for] until relieved in accordance with law or strict regulations established in the department. The law quoted requiring the issue of all goods to be witnessed by an army officer applies, I presume, to but few agencies, and these are becoming less in number every day, for be the cause what it may, the agencies are gradually removing beyond the dangerous circle of fifty miles from a military post. Competent, well-known witnesses should be used at all agencies wherever any goods are issued, and the receipt of the Indians be valid only when the signature of such witnesses are appended. The absolute necessity for this will be apparent upon the reflection that the government does not know and cannot know that the goods purchased by the Indian Commission ever reach the tribes for which they are intended. Let it be distinctly understood that except at stated periods, duly announced beforehand, no issue of provisions or goods of any kind will under any circumstances be made. Let the Indians themselves know that except at such time they need expect nothing, and the worthless, lazy crowd which now hangs round every agency will be compelled to take care of itself, as it did before it had any agency to hang round. At these issues, let a careful census of each tribe be made, and a ticket issued to each head of a family calling for so many rations, and let the ration, whether of beef, bacon, bread, or blankets, be established, known beforehand, and adhered to. Agents will magnify the difficulties and trouble of such a course, but it can be done and ought to be done. In fact, there is no other proper way by which the goods provided by the government can be fairly issued. Let it be understood at these issues, yearly or semiyearly, all white people who desire to trade with the Indians be present with their wares, and confiscate at once any goods found tainted with whiskey. Get rid in this way of the present class of Indian trader, whose principal business is to form a close corporation with the Indian agent and cheat the Indian in trade. Use the military, if necessary, to maintain order and enforce police regulations. Establish the issue periods at such times that the Indians will get their goods so as to make use of them during their most necessitous times, instead of having the poor wretches complain, as they frequently do now, that their blankets, etc., do not reach them until the cold weather is nearly or quite over.

If tribes commit depredations on the whites or permit their members to murder and steal, let the military department commander announce to the tribe that no issue will take place until the murderers are given up and the stolen property surrendered, and that the tribe will be held responsible for the acts of its members. Let us no longer witness the spectacle of a raiding party of Sioux dropping in their flight from the scenes of their murderous depredations annuity goods just drawn from the Indian Department.

Let some such laws and regulations as these be established and enforced, and my word for it, Mr. Editor, our “balky team” will no longer work at cross purposes, and when we do have war with the savages, it will not result from the mistakes or misdeeds of Indian agents.

Yours,

JOHN GIBBON

FORT SHAW, M.T., December 1, 1875






Indian Management

ALFRED H. TERRY1

Army and Navy Journal 14, no. 14 (November 11, 1876): 214

An enterprising correspondent of the New York World has very recently had an interview with General Terry on the Indian subject and thus reports the result:
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General Terry declined to discuss the question of the proposed transfer of the Indian bureau to the War Department, but with some hesitation gave the following as his private—not his “official”—opinion as to the proper method of solving the Indian question. He said:

My theory is as follows. Originally our ancestors were all savages, living, as all savages do to the present day, by the chase and leading a wild, nomadic life. From hunting animals, they advanced a step by training and caring for them, leading a pastoral life. From that they advanced another step onward and upward by tilling the soil and raising crops, leading an agricultural life. In the course of time, the aggregation of large numbers into communities created new conditions of life, and the mechanic arts were successively called for and developed. From the mechanic arts to the fine arts is but another, and the final, step in the attainment of the highest state of civilization. Such have been the stages through which we have passed in the attainment of our present condition, and such are the stages through which every people must pass in their elevation from barbarism to civilization.

And so it must be with the Indians, if we would be successful in our efforts to civilize them. To disregard the invariable law of nature by omitting any essential step will only result in a failure of the whole scheme.

The first step, therefore, toward the successful solution of the Indian question is to give the Indians cattle and let them lead a pastoral life, which is so closely allied to their own natural life, and which, I believe, they would gladly adopt and follow if properly managed. Then, after a few years, when they had become reconciled to the abandonment of their old nomadic life and were content to settle down permanently at some peaceful occupation—in other words, when they had served an apprenticeship to peace and occupation—give them land and agricultural implements, and they will then adopt the agricultural life as readily as they did the pastoral, simply because they will have been educated up to that second step and will be prepared for it.

But you might as well take an Indian from the plains into the Elgin watch factory and expect to make a good workman of him as to put him on a reservation and expect to make a good farmer of him without first making him serve the apprenticeship I have named.

The Indian in his aboriginal state is by his very nature opposed to work, and the simple fact of the matter is that you can't make him work. Nor should we be surprised that it is so; it is not the man so much as it is nature that protests against so great and unprepared a change in his life. As reasonably might we expect a wild horse to change his nature at our mere wish and submit to work without previous training as to expect a wild Indian to change his nature at our order and settle down peaceably to work without first passing through the state between wild and peaceful life. Let us first tame nature, after which we can undertake to train it. I sincerely believe this can be successfully accomplished only by the plan I have suggested. It is, of course, possible to civilize individual Indians by a more rapid process; the opinions which I express apply to them in masses, in tribes.






The Indian Question

JOHN POPE1

Address by General Pope before the Social Science Association, at Cincinnati, Ohio, May 24, 1878. Delivered by Request of the Association (Cincinnati: n.p., 1878)

Mr. President and Gentlemen of this Association:

Whilst I esteem it a great privilege to have the opportunity to address an association composed of gentlemen so distinguished for high character and uncommon attainments in almost every department of human learning, I yet feel deeply how difficult that very fact makes the position in which your unexpected invitation has placed me. So many and so various, also, are the theories which are proposed as a settlement of the Indian problem, and so numerous the writers and speakers who have addressed themselves to its solution, that it should seem that little remains to be said which might not be fairly considered threadbare already. Yet the Indian question remains unsolved, and all the wisdom expended in discussing it seems to have resulted only in adding confusion of mind to shiftlessness of action. The various theories appear either to have failed or not to have been tried at all, and it seems yet possible, with the benefit of all that others have said on the subject and some considerable experience of my own, to group together some general facts and suggestions which may aid in determining the question. At all events, I address myself to the duty you have assigned me, in the hope that, at the worst, I shall not lay myself liable to the charge of making confusion worse confounded.

There certainly has not been wanting a multitude of counselors on the subject of the proper treatment of our Indian tribes, but whether the safety promised from the wisdom of many counselors has followed in this case would, I fear, hardly be considered an open question by either Indian or frontier white. To judge from the extraordinary and widely conflicting opinions I hear expressed on the question, I should be led to believe that these various discussions have served rather to confuse than to enlighten, and that the entire Indian race on this continent will have vanished out of existence before we have determined what disposition to make of the Indian.

Before entering upon my inquiry concerning the best measures to be adopted in disposing of the Indian question, it is quite essential that we should know the situation thoroughly and understand clearly what it is we wish to accomplish. Some knowledge also of what has been the policy heretofore, and what are its results, would seem to be quite desirable in approaching a discussion of new methods or a modification of old.

REVIEW OF OUR PRESENT INDIAN SYSTEM AND ITS RESULTS

I presume it will not be disputed that all history shows that when a savage and a civilized people are brought together in the same country, the inevitable result has been the dispossession of the savage and the occupation of the lands by civilized man. What shall become the situation of the savage, and what the extent of his possessions, depend upon the greater or lesser capacity he manifests to adopt the civilization of the stronger race. In discussing the Indian question as it stands today in this country, it is well to inquire what the experience of past years has taught us of the capacity of the Indian in this direction. In any event, whether he possesses it in a greater or lesser degree, or not at all, it is certain that the larger part of the country claimed by him will, in some manner, pass into the possession of the white race. The abstract wrong or right of this process it seems useless to discuss, as it is quite certain that great district of country on this continent, capable of maintaining many millions of civilized men, will not be left in the possession of a few thousand nomadic Indians. Assuming this result to be inevitable, as may be safely done, the question for the government to consider is how to bring it about with the least injury and with the greatest benefit to both races. This, then, is what we should wish to accomplish. How far we have been successful, a brief review of results will, I hope, clearly exhibit.

Unlike the nations of Europe, who have owned possessions on this continent, we are the only people who have ever recognized Indian title to land within our borders. The theory as well as the practice of the government has been to recognize this title and to extinguish it for such portions of the land as we acquired by actual purchase. Whilst this policy has, in theory, been eminently just and humane, its practical workings have entailed more suffering and wrong upon both races than would have attended or followed open conquest. How a condition of things so deplorable has been evolved from a policy so humane can best be determined by a short history of systems adopted and carried out under it.

To make this explanation clear, it will not be necessary to review the history of our colonial relations with the Indian nations farther than to express the opinion, which examination will either confirm or disprove, that in the administration of a policy so humane as that of William Penn will be found the seeds of most of the shocking wrongs, both to Indians and whites, which have smirched the history of this country. I do not wish to be understood as in any manner opposing myself to the system of Penn as embodying a principle eminently just and humane in its purpose. It is possible that if its details had been arranged and administered by pure and honest men, thoroughly familiar with Indian life and character, the history of our Indian relations might have been widely different. Unfortunately, however, whilst the theory has been the basis of all our dealings with Indians since, the pure and honest men, capable of doing the work and possessing the requisite qualifications, have been sadly wanting, and the results have been almost the exact opposite of what was hoped and no doubt intended. It will, however, be sufficient for the object I have in view to give a brief account of the systems adopted, with that theory as a basis, and the manner in which they have been administered.

The beginning of this century found us in possession of vast districts of country, at least one-half of which consisted of the most fertile lands in the world, and the other half about equally divided between rich mineral and vast grazing districts. This whole region was practically in possession of numerous tribes of Indians, whose pursuits and habits of life varied as widely as they vary among the same number of white races. The Indians in the agricultural regions east of the Mississippi, and for some distance west of it, were, in some respects—indeed, in most respects—superior to the tribes of the plains or of the Rocky Mountains. They tilled the soil after a fashion and subsisted partly upon their own productions therefrom. They occupied villages and had made greater or lesser approach to the earlier conditions of civilized man. The Indians of the Great Plains were, on the contrary, a race purely nomadic. They had no fixed habitations, but roamed at will over the vast region they claimed, depending for subsistence entirely upon the spoils of the chase. West of these nomadic races were found the mountain Indians, partaking of the characteristics of both; excelling the most advanced in some places, and in others falling far beneath the lowest of the nomadic races of the plains. With the certainty of a stable government, and led by the strongest inducements, the people east of the Allegheny Mountains and the emigrants from Europe began to press over the mountains and to invade and occupy the great region east of the Mississippi River by every practicable route, and in parties great and small, and belonging to every condition of life. Of course, almost the first march across the mountains brought them into contact with powerful tribes of Indians who roamed over that whole region, and close contact with these wild tribes at so many points, followed by occupation of the lands the Indians believed to be theirs, at once forced the government to consider and to adopt promptly the measures deemed essential for the safety of both races.

In view of this necessity, a policy of dealing with the Indians, based on that of Penn, was adopted; a policy which, with some not very important modifications, to be hereafter referred to, has been pursued by the government to this day.

That policy is briefly as follows:

Whenever the march of emigration began to press upon lands claimed or roved over by wild tribes of Indians, a treaty was made with the Indians which provided for the surrender of that portion of their lands which was immediately in demand, leaving to the Indian what remained. It will be well, before proceeding further, to inquire what such a treaty was and, practically, still is:


Treaties with Indians, unwise under almost any circumstances, are made by the government for one of three objects—first, to buy land; second, to buy peace; and third, and most generally, to buy both. If it be proposed to make a treaty, commissioners are named by the government to conduct and conclude the negotiations up to the point of submitting their work to the U.S. Senate, by which body even Indian treaties must be ratified.

The first demand by the Indians, as the principal condition of the treaty, is that the white man shall not intrude upon his reserved lands, nor destroy his game, nor interfere with his people. This condition is the first and most important to the Indian. In every case of which I know anything, it has been readily agreed to, and the government, through its commissioners, binds itself to this obligation. Is it possible that any white man, official or private citizen, believes that, even if the government intends to enter into this obligation in good faith, it is practicable to fulfill the engagement? What means has the government to enforce compliance? Consider, for a moment, the vast extent of country which it guarantees against intrusion. Look at the great numbers of adventurous people pressing forward, urged by curiosity, speculation, love of excitement, thirst for gold, or craving for land. From every direction and from all points, the whites throng to these unexplored and unknown regions. Who is to keep them from crossing imaginary lines of Indian country? Is it proposed to employ the army for this purpose? If so, the number of troops required to picket that whole region and the infinite number of routes leading to it would, I fear, appall the stoutest man that ever sat in Congress.
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A hunting party encircling a herd of buffalo. CENTURY 1895


In fact, such a provision is impossible of execution, and yet it is the vital condition to the Indian. I may safely assert that no man whosoever at all acquainted with the facts dreams of the possibility of restraining the whites in this country from exploring every nook and corner of the land which promises gold or agricultural advantages. But admitting that it were possible, is it good policy, in a large sense, to undertake in this manner to repress the ardor of our people in this direction? Fear of Indians, horror of dreadful suffering from hunger and thirst, toil, hardship, privation—nothing has yet checked this onward progress of our people, nor is it wisdom in the government to attempt to check it. If such a policy had been actually enforced, the vast region covered by the western states would still have been a howling wilderness. We must believe that the government, in assuming this sacred obligation, means to be true to its engagements. I say we must believe this, but the effort to reconcile this belief with official acts will require much harder study than the solution of the Indian problem.

Treaties with Indians, in the process of negotiating them, are carefully gone over, paragraph by paragraph, by the chiefs, and only after the closest examination of each provision is it inserted in the treaty. The Indian, vested with full authority himself, understands, of course, that the white commissioner has equal power, and that the treaty, once signed, is binding on both.

But when the commissioners have completed their work, it is submitted to the United States Senate, which proceeds to modify or change its provisions as it pleases, and then ratifies the amended version, which, in some cases, strikes out what the Indian considers most important and inserts provisions to which he would never have agreed. I will not say that such amended treaties are not resubmitted to the Indian, but as a general rule, I believe they are not, but become binding obligations whether the Indian consents or not. It is also true, within my own experience, that in some cases—I know not how many—the Senate has joined with the House in making appropriations having the direct effect of violating the very treaties which they themselves have ratified. Of course, the Senate did not intend to do such wrong, but acted without remembrance or without knowledge of the obligations to which itself had pledged the United States.

I have, for instance, known of more than one case in which a treaty with the Indians contained a solemn provision that their country should not be intruded on by the whites—a treaty duly ratified by the Senate, and yet the Senate joined the House in passing a bill appropriating money to build a wagon road for public use through the very heart of the country thus guaranteed against intrusion. The very fact that this provision of all treaties with Indians is constantly and systematically violated, and that the Indian wars and outrages have occurred with increasing frequency on that very account, created the necessity of almost continuous treaty-making, even with the same tribe, until there remained of the tribe no one to treat with, and this I believe to be the natural end of all Indians who engage in this sort of diplomacy.


It is hardly necessary to say that of all modes of keeping the peace, the most ineffectual is to buy it, and if this policy be extremely unwise when civilized nations engage in it, how much more impolitic when dealing with a savage people. The Indian's first idea is that you pay him money because you fear him, and he acts accordingly. It has long been a saying with them that when they are poor and need ammunition and supplies, it is only necessary to go down to one of the routes of travel and kill a few white men, and a treaty will at once be made which supplies all their wants. As every treaty involves large expenditures of money, it is, of course, a popular transaction, and especially so when Indian agents are not perfectly honest. To the Indian agent of fifteen years ago, the ideal of Indian administration was a war with Indians every alternate day and a treaty on the intermediate days. It has always seemed strange that the attention of the government was not attracted by the fact that even men of superior ability eagerly sought appointment as Indian agent at fifteen hundred dollars a year in preference to almost any other civil office under the government. I fancy that the motive would not have been difficult to discover.

This, then, briefly, is the sort of treaty through which we have acquired from the Indian races one-half [of] this continent, and through which we seem to intend to possess ourselves of the rest. By introducing the element of money, it has made the Indian an object of cupidity to the white man, and has placed on the low level of sharp trading the policy intended to be humane and worthy of a great government. That it demoralized the Indian by teaching him vices and indulgences of a novel kind, and prepared him to sell his lands for almost any price offered him, in order that he might enjoy them, will not, I think, be disputed. That it placed both whites and Indians in a condition in which they could not avoid constant broils and difficulties is also clear, nor is it less plain that in the long run, the Indian was sure to be worsted. What the effect upon the Indian has been, and what the process by which it was reached, I proceed to relate.

The first treaty made with an Indian tribe only alienated a small portion of his lands, but as the emigrants pressed forward, increasing daily both their numbers and the routes by which they entered the Indian country, it soon became necessary to make another treaty, and then another, until in time, and a very short time, as it appears, one tribe of Indians after another was dispossessed of its lands until the whole of the vast region east of the Mississippi River fell into possession of the whites. In consideration, or rather as payment for the surrender of these lands, large money annuities, as well as annuities of goods, arms, and ammunition, were granted to the Indians, and an Indian agent was appointed for each tribe as custodian and disbursing agent of the money and goods.

The first effect of this process was to establish a class of Indians who, while still maintaining their wild life and their relations with the wilder tribes west of them, were also connected with the white settlers to the east of them through the annuities of money and goods paid annually for the surrender of that portion of their lands bordering the white settlements. The yearly or semiannual distribution of these annuities required their presence at stated periods on the frontier of the white settlements. The money and goods thus distributed by the Indian agent necessarily attracted all the gamblers, whiskey sellers, Indian traders, and other unprincipled characters who infest the frontier, whilst the purchase and transportation of large quantities of goods brought also into the Indian system an army of contractors and their followers. The Indian was thus provided with the worst possible associations and surrounded by the most corrupting influences, and these payments became scenes of wild debauch until the Indian had parted with both his money and goods. If this had been the worst, it is possible that some remedy might in time have been applied, but unfortunately it was only the first step in a long course of demoralization and wrong.

But a little while and the resistless movement of the white race began again to be felt upon the lands not ceded by the Indians. Of course, the Indian, after more or less resistance, again sold, mainly because he had not power to keep, and the same results followed. This process was repeated at short intervals, the Indians becoming less numerous and more debased by every treaty, until finally they were left with a small fragment of the possessions they once occupied, and being no longer able to subsist themselves and emasculated of their manhood, they became paupers and vagabonds dependent upon the government for support.

Even the small reservation still left them soon became valuable by the growth of settlements around it, and Congress was besieged by land speculators and their friends to make another treaty, involving another removal of the Indians and the distribution of more money and more goods, whilst the lands fell into the possession of the most adroit operator. The white settlers in contact with these Indians, whether on large or small reservations, inflamed by report or experience of Indian atrocities and unrestrained by law or any sound public opinion, settled all disputes and avenged all injuries in which Indians were concerned, however trifling, with a pistol or rifle, themselves being both judges and executioners. The Indians retaliated for these acts by horrible outrages common to Indian warfare, and thus provoked renewed attacks. In this manner, a never-ended strife has been kept up from the beginning, which no measures yet taken have sufficed even to check.

When the reservations became small by repeated sales, these causes of trouble and these lawless acts rapidly increased, and it is not surprising that outrages and atrocities, committed by both parties, were frequent and irrepressible. Often and again has the Indian, goaded by swindling and wrong, or maddened by drink, broken out against the white indiscriminately and committed those dreadful outrages at which the country has stood aghast, but I do not myself hesitate to say that in my opinion, a large proportion of these outbreaks has been in the way of retaliation. With the great throng of emigrants still pressing westward with equal eagerness and in greater numbers every day, who can tell what is happening to the Indian? The Indian country is penetrated everywhere by the seekers for gold or for land; highways are made through it without his consent, and the game driven off or destroyed. No one will say, even if he can, what outrages are committed upon the Indian by irresponsible crowds of white men, the bummers of the real emigration, flocking into his country, but judging from what these same whites do to each other, the imagination must be highly inflamed to conceive what they would do and doubtless have done to the Indian. What the white man does to the Indian is never known. It is only what the Indian does to the white man which reaches the public.

Less than a century ago, this system was applied to the great Indian nations which occupied the vast region between the Allegheny Mountains and the Mississippi River. Where are those nations now? What has become of the great tribes once famous in our history? The Delaware, the Miami, the Shawnee, the Sac and Fox, the Pottawattomie, the Kickapoo, and many others—where are they, those beneficiaries of a wise and humane policy? Only a few feeble, helpless, and hopeless fragments of these great Indian nations yet remain. Transferred, through scenes of violence and bloodshed, from one reservation to another, they have at last been established on small reservations in the Indian Territory and on the Upper Missouri—poor, forlorn dependents upon the insufficient charity of the government and the forbearance of the imperious white settlers. There, let us hope, they may be left to die in peace, and their race and name to pass out of the history of the country and be comfortably forgotten by those who have suffered this wrong to be inflicted upon them.

What, also, has been the history of the white settlers—the pioneers of the great states of the West? It is a history full of horror and bloodshed; of massacres of women and children, accompanied by horrid atrocities which the imagination refuses to contemplate; of tortures and final death to thousands of men guiltless of any wrong to the Indian, the victims of the lawless crowds of adventurers who precede the real settler, and whose acts of outrage were retaliated upon the innocent and helpless.

A history so full of bloodshed and misery, both to Indian and white man, and involving such immense expense to the government, cannot, even at this day, be read without amazement and indignation. This process of exterminating the Indian race by a nearly equal sacrifice of innocent white people has been rapid almost beyond belief, and furnishes a record of inhumanity to both races which will long remain a reproach to this country. Yet by such a process has this government, unconsciously to itself, become possessed of all the vast region between the Allegheny Mountains and the eastern border of the Great Plains, and to this process, unless it be arrested, will we be indebted for the acquisition of all that remains. I may pause here one moment to note the extraordinary fact that, although for a century we have been engaged in carrying on wars and making treaties with Indians almost continually, and that our history is full of horrid atrocities and massacres in which the Indians were the offenders, and although we have stood aghast at these horrors so often that the attitude has become almost chronic, yet nowhere in any treaty with Indians do I know of a single protest against these practices, nor an intimation even that we object to a war in which the rules of civilized warfare are thus shockingly violated. Nor do I remember any official act or word on the part of the government directed against it. Knowing for all these years that such are the customs of Indian warfare, and having permitted them to be continued up to this day without remonstrance so far as I know or have heard, it appears scarcely reasonable to permit ourselves to be so horrified at this late day as almost entirely to lose sympathy for the Indian. He knows no better and has been taught no better by those who shudder at his outrages, and it is very certain that the example of the whites with whom he has been brought into hostile relations thus tended to confirm and not to cure these practices. But to proceed:

In the case of the Indians of the Gulf states—mainly the Choctaws, Chickasaws, and Cherokees—the details of dispossession and the treatment of the Indians were somewhat different, and in the results will be found important facts bearing upon the discussion of future methods. It does not appear that this change in details was dictated by any consideration of past experience or by any purpose to make the history of these Indians more humane than that of the tribes north of Tennessee, but rather to the fact that the Indians were within the limits of organized states which asserted and, to an extent, exercised jurisdiction over them. The demands for the Indian lands were far more extensive and urgent, and the action of the state government seemed to force more complete and general dispossession than had been actually required before. An extensive region of wild lands west of the state of Arkansas was selected for the occupation of these tribes, and they were at once removed to it with more or less bloodshed and difficulty, but without undergoing the intermediate stages which had marked the retreat of the more northern tribes.

The result is that the tribes thus removed at once and in a body to this region, remote from settlements and not possessed of mineral resources, have not lost, if they have not gained, in population, but remain substantially what they were. They were from the beginning partially civilized; that is, they lived in villages and cultivated the soil. They do so still and much in the same manner, and until recently, have not been pressed upon by white emigration.

The movement upon their lands has, however, now begun, and must of necessity lead to the same results as are familiar to the experience of the northern Indians. Every proposition to build railroads (and some are already built) through the Indian Territory, and for the establishment of a territorial government, has but one object and leads to but one result, the dispossession of the Indian and the occupation of his lands by white men. That this result can be reached by the same process without a reproduction, in a greater or lesser degree, of the broils, troubles, and strife characteristic of our Indian history is not to be believed. It is a certainty in the near future, and if we are to do anything to prevent another stain upon our history, we must act vigorously and at once.

Up to a recent period, no systematic nor official effort was made to civilize or christianize the Indian. It is true that many of the religious denominations sent missionaries to the Indian tribes living on reservations, who no doubt did all in their power in this direction, but being without official status or aid, they were unable to do the work to which many of them devoted themselves with rare sincerity and self-denial.
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Through the Indian agents, greater or lesser effort was made, or seemed to be made, to teach the Indian in a rudimentary way how to support himself, but such effort was neither systematic nor energetic, and little, if indeed anything, was accomplished that in any respect benefited the Indian.

Within the past ten years, however, another class of Indian agents, largely selected by religious denominations, has replaced the agents of old times. In point of morals and character, these later agents are far superior to their predecessors and, perhaps with few exceptions, have addressed themselves in all sincerity to the work of civilizing the Indian. Unfortunately, they are men unacquainted with Indians or Indian character, and are equally ignorant of the character and habits of the frontier whites, and therefore wholly incompetent to deal with either. Of the country and its capacities, they know little or nothing, and indeed, they are in general inexperienced in almost every kind of occupation to which the Indian can be induced to resort. They are not, as a rule, businessmen in any sense, and yet they are expected to manage large business affairs, involving the actual existence of thousands of human beings.

I know no occupation requiring more thorough acquaintance with business methods, greater knowledge of men, and power to influence and control them, than the supply, management, and control of Indian tribes. The man whose life has been devoted to religious duties as a clergyman cannot of necessity have had the training and experience to conduct large business operations carried on with businessmen sharp and unscrupulous, nor to be the best judge of those who can; nor can the duties of religious instructor and business manager, especially for large bodies of wild Indians, be combined without injury to both. The results, so far, have completely illustrated the incompatibility of such pursuits. The business of the Indians has been very inefficiently done, and badly as it has been done, it has been at the expense of his moral or industrial improvement.

I do not suppose that any community in this country would think of choosing such a method of selecting its business agents, even when the subjects involved were simply finances and police. How much more unsafe to confide to the same class of persons large business affairs, upon the skillful conduct of which depend not only all this, but, in addition, the welfare and contentment of whole tribes of Indians and their security against actual suffering from want. It is not too much to say that what we have gained in moral character by the recent changes of selecting Indian agents has been gained at the expense of practical sense and business capacity.

Whether these opinions be accepted or not, it is certain that the physical condition of the Indian is as bad, if not worse, today than I have ever known it. It is a fact so notorious as to require only the statement of it, that the reservation Indians are insufficiently fed at all times, and that for considerable periods during each year, they are in a condition of want and suffering revolting to humanity. It is also true that in many cases the articles of food to be daily issued to them are specified in detail in the treaties, but only in part are furnished—and at times not furnished at all. In short, it is a fact that thousands of Indians placed on reservations by the actual use of superior force are slowly starved.

By some persons, these well-known facts are attributed to insufficiency of appropriations; by others, to misuse of the money and bad administration; by still others, to fraud on the part of those charged with the expenditures and issues, or of their agents. There is, no doubt, truth in all these explanations, but the Indian is the victim, whatever be the cause, and to expect him slowly to starve and to see his wife and children suffer in like manner, without losing patience and helping himself, is to expect what no white man would think of submitting to, or would be expected to submit to. The Indian sees around him herds of cattle, storehouses of agents and traders, numbers of persons living on money paid out of the appropriations made for his tribe; large amounts expended for schools and schoolteachers; farms and farming implements, practical farmers, mechanics, and employees of various description, whilst he himself is destitute of the very good necessary to keep body and soul together—abundance of which is guaranteed to him by solemn treaty. Why should he be content? Why should he fail to use the power which God and nature gave him to possess himself of the means to live at all, with abundance around him which he honestly believes to be his own? He is sent out from time to time with his tribe to hunt, and on game to make up the deficiencies of food he ought to receive from his agent. But whatever game was once to be found is now remote from his agency and is already so scarce that it is impossible to depend upon it even for a temporary support. It is well known that the buffalo, which once constituted what was thought an inexhaustible supply for the Indian of the plains, are becoming scarce so rapidly that in a few years there will be none left. Hundreds of thousands are killed every year by organized bands of hunters. It has been discovered that the buffalo hide makes the best belting for certain kinds of machinery, and it is said that large leather establishments east of the Mississippi employ these bands of frontier hunters to kill the buffalo for the hide alone. Large districts of country once occupied by great herds of buffalo are solitary today. In a very few years, the buffalo will be as extinct a creature as the dodo. All other game which once furnished food for the Indian is rapidly disappearing, and the Indian must soon find some other means to live or confront absolute starvation. As the whites have deprived him of his means of subsistence for their own benefit without supplying him with others, theirs should be the duty to see that he does not suffer thereby.

There can be little said for the practical sense of people who, in view of this result, insist upon making the Indian support himself by becoming a day laborer on a farm, with the idea of making the whole Indian race an agricultural people. What would be thought of the same attempt upon the white people of this country, or any other? The idea of such people seems to be that all Indians are alike, and that an Indian is the same wherever he is found.

I presume there cannot be found greater diversities in the white races on all these matters than actually exist among the Indians, and the attempt to make all white men exactly alike and to compel them to precisely the same pursuits is not more absurd, impracticable, and injurious to all interests than is the same attempt with Indians. It might be possible to make farmers of the Indians, or a part of them, who lived in the agricultural districts, and after a fashion had probably for centuries cultivated the soil, but even among these there must of necessity be the same differences of capacity and inclination as exist among the white races; but for the nomadic tribes of the Great Plains who are now the victims of this farming theory, the idea is wholly absurd and impossible of realization. The nomadic races might probably be occupied without overthrowing every habit and inclination of their lives, and without violent and abrupt change, in herding cattle, which they could drive from one pasture and water to another on the Great Plains. This pursuit would be more nearly in the direction of their usual habits than any farm labor, and it has the advantage that it might be successful, whilst the latter never can be. I have myself, with such restricted means as I can command, from the sale of ponies captured or surrendered, been trying this experiment on a small scale with the Kiowas and Comanches, and so far it promises well. If the time permitted, I might, with advantage, go into some detail on these subjects, but my only purpose in this paper is to deal generally with the Indian question and to enter no more into details than appears absolutely necessary to a clear understanding of it. It is proper to say, however, that the general facts stated in this paper are of official record and can be easily substantiated.

The extent to which the Indians under charge of these Indian agents, performing the incompatible duties of business managers, religious instructors, and practical administrators, as well as makers and enforcers of laws and regulations, have been civilized or christianized, I will not undertake to say. I only express the belief, founded on facts known to me, that the results are precisely what might have been expected from such measures so conducted. It is unpromising work to discuss questions of theology with a hungry Indian, or to teach the multiplication table to children in a half-starved condition. An admirable condition of the stomach to absorb physical food by no means implies a like condition of the mind to appropriate intellectual or moral ailment. More especially, it is difficult to enlighten people placed in such circumstances on questions of morals when they see the well-fed instructors, and the government represented by them, violating the provisions of solemn agreement even as regards to articles of food necessary to their existence and guaranteed by treaty obligations. If the morality taught to the Indian is illustrated, as of course he presumes it to be, by such transactions, it is easy to understand that he does not take kindly to it. It is very probable that the hope of satisfying hunger has much to do with the acquisition of morals in the special cases which are sometimes cited as proof of progress in Indian civilization.

It may be safely said on this subject that none among the races of men are in a condition to profit much by lessons of kindness and charity taught by well-fed apostles whilst they themselves are suffering from want and hunger. I do not myself understand upon what theory the Indian is to be christianized in this manner and under these circumstances, but I certainly hope that the measures pursued may lead to far more satisfactory results than I can bring myself to anticipate. It is very sure that to teach the Indian the virtues of honesty and fair dealing, it is necessary for the teachers and those they represent to illustrate and enforce such instruction in their own persons and through their own fulfillment of obligations fairly incurred and well understood. The obligations entered into with the Indian are not observed, and whether the failure be due to the Indian agent, the Indian Bureau, or Congress, it is plain enough that the effect upon the Indian is not salutary.

The money consideration, which was an important element in earlier treaties, is not now a part of any treaty insofar as its payment to the Indian is concerned. Money in considerable amounts is appropriated in addition to that needed for buying food and blankets, and their transportation to Indian agencies, but it is devoted to the so-called effort to civilize the Indian through the agency of religious and secular instruction and of model farms and skilled agriculture. With this exception, Indian treaties are substantially what they have always been, and result now as they have resulted hitherto. The same pressure upon Indian country; the same broils and difficulties; the same wars and atrocities committed by both parties; and the same demoralization and final extinction of the Indian race, with almost equal sacrifice of innocent whites, are still in progress under our eyes, modified only, if modified at all, by the change in the character of Indian agents and the inefficient efforts to feed and proselyte the Indian, placed under the most unfavorable conditions for either.

I do not wish to be understood to speak or think unkindly of the persons who are now Indian agents under the system of appointment by recommendation of religious denominations. So far as I know personally, they are exemplary men, sincere and earnest in the purpose to do good. I only object to their being assigned to the management of tribes of savage Indians and of their large business affairs. They are not competent, in my opinion, to perform such duties, and the attempt to do so only impairs their usefulness for the field in which they may be well qualified and to which they should be strictly confined. The assumption of this double duty is objectionable also in another sense. Were the functions of religious and secular teacher and of business agent performed by different persons, the former would become a check upon the latter, and his reports concerning the physical condition of the Indians among whom he was living and the administration of the agents would carry an authority and command a belief which they do not now. As a judge of the results of his own management, he would hardly be as reliable or as competent as he would be if required to pass judgment upon another, especially when the business conduct of the other largely aids or obstructs the success of his own efforts.

RELATIONS OF THE ARMY TO THE INDIAN SYSTEM

In order that the whole subject may be clearly understood, it seems necessary to explain the relation of the army to the Indians and the Indian Bureau, and I will therefore state it as succinctly as possible. Whilst the Indians remain on their reservations and are peaceful, the troops stationed near them have no jurisdiction whatever, and consequently no certain knowledge of their feelings and purposes, and no power to take any action, either of a precautionary or aggressive character. The Indians thus placed are generally furnished with passes, signed by the Indian agent, permitting them to go almost anywhere or for any purpose except war. The first that is known by the military of Indian hostilities is a sudden report that they have begun a war a hundred miles or more distant from a military post, and have devastated settlements and killed people. By the time such information reaches the military commander, the worst has been accomplished and the Indians have escaped from the scene of outrage, and in most cases have again rejoined their agencies. Nothing is left to the military except pursuit, and generally unavailing pursuit. Should the Indians succeed in regaining their reservations before they are overtaken, they are safe from punishment, as the military cannot act against them at all unless they are beyond the limits of their reserved lands. In point of fact, the troops are kept near the agencies practically to protect the civil agent and his employees, and are without the slightest authority to interfere in any manner with whatever transactions may be carried on by them.

It is a most painful duty to be forced to witness suffering and privation day after day, and to see whole tribes of Indians so destitute that it makes the heart sick to witness it. The military authorities have not even the right to relieve the hungry and the destitute from the public stores in their charge, but whatever goes on, they must remain silent and on no account interfere with the transactions of the Indian agent, whatever he does or fails to do. It has often happened, and indeed is of frequent occurrence now, that urged by spectacles of suffering, which human nature could not contemplate without horror, the officers have exceeded their authority, and laid themselves liable therefore, by issuing scanty articles of food to the starving Indians from the public stores under their charge, rather than to see people—men, women, and children—die of starvation in their very sight, but even this interference is not lawful, and is only put up with without complaint because it in no manner touches the jurisdiction of the agent. In short, it appears to be the only function of the army stationed near the Indian agencies to force the Indian to submit to suffering quietly and without disturbance, whether the necessity results from the deficiency of appropriations, bad management of the agent, or actual fraud. If the Indian, pressed by want, leaves his reservation, the troops are ordered to attack him, and he is treated as the common enemy of mankind. I need not say that such a position for the United States forces is the most painful that could be imposed upon civilized man, and it has nothing except the power occasionally to help the suffering to redeem it from utter detestation. Exactly what constitutes peace and what is a condition of war is not clearly defined, but before any force can be used against Indians, either to prevent or suppress hostilities, the Indian agent must ask it, unless, indeed, the Indian is beyond the limits of his reservation. It sometimes happens that the condition of affairs becomes so bad and so dangerous that the military commander is ordered to supersede the agent and perform his duties, but only for the moment, and as soon as the immediate danger is over, the pressure again replaces the civil agent, who is reasonably sure to bring about the same state of affairs.

To the army officer, a state of peace with Indians is, of all things, the most desirable, and no man in all the country east or west would do more to avert an Indian war. To him, war with Indians means far more than to anyone else except the actual victim. He sees its beginning in injustice and wrong to the Indian, which he has not the power to prevent; he sees the Indian gradually reach a condition of starvation impossible of longer endurance and thus forced to take what he can get to save himself from dying of hunger, and cannot help sympathizing with him for doing so; but because he does so, the officer is ordered to use force against him. With what spirit a humane, or even a decently civilized, man enters into such a war may be easily understood, and yet in nearly every case, this is precisely the feeling with which the army officers begin hostilities with Indians.

To the army, war with Indians means long and toilsome marches, with scanty supplies of food and clothing; it means exposure to the elements at all times and at all seasons; it means death, certain and cruel, if wounded or left; it means separation from wife and children and deprivation of everything that makes life desirable to civilized man. It means more than all this; it means harsh and unjust censure, whatever the result. If successful, it is a massacre of Indians; if unsuccessful, it is worthlessness or imbecility, and these judgments confront the army in every newspaper and in public speeches in Congress and elsewhere—judgment passed by men who are absolutely ignorant of the subject at all, or by those who, knowing better, misrepresent for a purpose. To meet such a greeting after months of hardship and suffering in an Indian war brought on by conduct which he abhors, a war which he disapproved from the beginning and only entered into after a conflict between conscience and the sense of duty to his government, seems hard indeed, and would long since have completely discouraged men less sustained by [a] high sense of honor and duty.

I speak warmly on this subject because it appears to be altogether misunderstood, and because prejudices and misconceptions, originating in ignorance and misrepresentation, have either led or encouraged those who should know better to a course of gross injustice to self-denying and honorable men who are without the means or the inclination to reply; an injustice only less in degree to that done to the Indian himself. For purposes which I will not discuss, there has been a continuous and apparently successful effort to make it appear that there is a conflict between the Indian Bureau and its agents and the army serving on the frontier, the former being gently insinuated into the attitude of protectors of the Indians against the warfare which it is also insinuated that the army is perpetually seeking to bring on. The object of this adroit but not overscrupulous undertaking is sufficiently obvious to those acquainted with the facts, but it should be denounced as an outrage upon the truth and is contradicted by almost every page of Indian history. The administration of Indian agents and the encroachment of the whites are what generally lead to war with Indians, which the army has nothing to do with beginning, and which it only engages in in compliance with the orders of the government, which are usually made on a demand from one or both of these sources.

The army is the victim and not the author of wars with Indians. I do not dispute that there are exceptions in the army, as in other professions, to a general statement of this kind, but I do not at all doubt that in the foregoing remarks, I only express its general feeling on the subject.

Such, then, I understand to be the present condition of the Indian question, and such, in brief, the history of its origin and development. Whether the opinions I express be accepted or rejected, the facts set forth in this paper cannot be successfully controverted. I assert this with perfect confidence, since the official records of my own office will abundantly justify me, and could and would have been embodied in this paper, but for the limited space which, of necessity, can be devoted to any subject. These facts cannot be considered creditable to this government and this people, and whatever differences of opinion as may exist as to causes, I feel sure all good citizens will work in unison to repair a system or its administration which has led us to such a sorry issue.

I do not propose, in what remains to be said, to lay down any detailed plan for improving our relations with the Indian tribes so as to avert a continuance of our melancholy history in that connection, but upon the facts set forth, I intend simply to offer a few suggestions which appear to me to be calculated to obviate the principal evils which have become manifest and which threaten with absolute certainty to make our future as regards Indians as bad as our past.

SUGGESTIONS CONCERNING IMPROVEMENT OF PRESENT INDIAN SYSTEM

Accepting as inevitable the proposition that in the nature of things, the lands on this continent must in some manner and in large measure pass from the possession of the Indian into that of the white man, I may safely say that a policy of open conquest from the beginning would not have been attended nor followed by anything like the suffering and wrong to both whites and Indians which we now find ourselves obliged either to repent or excuse. In the case of open conquest, the victor, who must of course have been the civilized white, would have been under obligations, which he could in no manner escape without public condemnation, to care for the vanquished so far at least as to shield him from physical suffering.

It would have been a conflict between men only, and unattended by the massacre of the innocent and helpless, nor would it have led to such rapid and violent extinction of the Indian race. It will not answer for us to say that we have paid the Indians for his lands, and that if he has squandered the money and failed to learn to work, his is the fault, and he and not we responsible for his sorry condition. It is no more honest to make this excuse in the case of Indians than in the case of children whose property we have filched from them through the agency of toys and trinkets, or even money, which the child knows no better than to squander for such things. The Indian was and still is as ignorant of values as the child, and has no more care for the future nor capacity to anticipate or provide for its necessities.

We bought from the Indians: first, because the pressure of emigration demanded it, and second, because the interests of the country were benefited. The Indian sold: first, because he could not keep without continual warfare, if even then, and second, because acquaintance with the whites taught him pleasant and unusual vices which he could not indulge without the white man's money or something he could convert into it.


We bought his lands by driblets, knowing very well that every purchase demanded another purchase in geometrical ratio, and that with every sale the means of livelihood upon which the Indian race had depended for ages, and which was the only mode they knew, were restricted more and more, and that in time every tribe of Indians must, in the nature of the case, be left destitute, except insofar as the government chose to feed and clothe them. The Indian did not know this in the beginning, nor indeed until want was upon him. We knew that he must relinquish in time all of his country. He did not know it, nor in the least comprehended the merciless and resistless progress of white populations. In short, we began the system, knowing perfectly what would be the results; the Indian began and for a long time continued it in ignorance of these ends.

Whatever shall be decided concerning the morality of such transactions, it is at least indisputable that the stronger and wiser race is bound by every dictate of humanity to protect the dispossessed against suffering from hunger and want. Having deprived the Indian of all his usual means of subsistence, without supplying him with other means or teaching him other modes of life, and with no purpose except our own interests, it is beyond question our duty to shield him from any other suffering than that actually unavoidable in the process.

The payment of money and goods in driblets had no more effect upon the general result than it would today have upon the future condition of children treated in the same way. I presume a parent would hardly expect his young children to lay up for the future every toy or present or small allowance of money he gave them, and in youth to provide in this manner for the necessities of age. We would not have the child do so, nor would he if we did, and if we expected the Indians to act differently, which I do not in the least believe ever entered into the consideration of the question, we were simply acting in opposition to common sense, a charge hardly likely to be accepted without contradiction by an American. We have the greater part of the Indian's lands; we are bound to see that he does no undergo physical suffering through his own ignorance or our superior acuteness. I do not suppose that any Christian man will contest this proposition, and relying upon its soundness, I proceed to make one suggestion for improving our treatment of the Indians:

It is manifest that in the progress of settlement of a country occupied by barbarous tribes of Indians, and the gradual dispossession of the savage, the time always arrives when Indians and white settlers are brought into contact at so many points, and with such conflicting interests, that the security of both is jeopardized to such an extent as to require the interposition of some power stronger than either. It then becomes necessary for the safety of both to restrict the Indian to certain localities where, protected and controlled for a time by force and partly subsisted by the government, he can neither commit violence upon the whites nor be subjected to it from them.

This necessity has created the reservation system, to which many of the Indian tribes have been subjected already, and which is assuredly the future condition of all. I have already given a brief sketch of the history of this reservation system as it has operated on the Indians between the Allegheny Mountains and the Mississippi River, and have tried to point out the important difference in results, arising from differences in details, in the cases of the Indians north of Tennessee and those south of that state. In this difference in the history of parts of the same race lies the difference between a policy of locating reservations for Indians in the country occupied by them, from which they are removed from time to time by pressure of emigration to other reservations, from which they must be again and again removed for the same reason, and to a system of reservations far removed from the original country of the Indian, so that return is next to impossible. In a humane view, there can be no doubt as to the respective merits of these two systems. Its economic aspect I shall refer to further on. It can hardly be doubted that if it had been proposed to our ancestors ninety years ago, when the country was sparsely settled and impoverished by war, to adopt for the great tribes north of the Ohio River the system afterwards pursued toward the more southern tribes, the scheme would have appeared much more startling, from the grandeur of its proportions and the supposed large expense in it, than such a proposition for all Indians would seem now. And yet, if our forefathers could have foreseen the history of this last ninety years—what torrents of blood, what nameless horrors, what lavish and wasteful expenditure of money, what reproach upon themselves and their posterity might have been spared for us. That they had not the light of experience and possessed fewer of the resources and little of the knowledge we have today is true. Let us take heed, then, that we do not continue the same grievous mistakes, not to say crimes, without even the poor excuse that can be made for them.

I do not wish to be understood to say that I consider the Indian Territory west of Arkansas the best selection of country for Indians, nor the establishment of so many tribes under the conditions which there obtain the best disposition which could be made even of those Indians, I only mean to say that in my judgment, the policy which led to it approaches more nearly than anything which has yet been done to the true solution of the Indian question, and that defective as it is in many respects, it obviates some of the most glaring evils of our Indian system.

I need not say that the condition of all the Indian tribes is not the same. In some cases, that close contact with the whites does not yet obtain, nor has emigration yet progressed sufficiently in their case to bring about the necessity of placing them upon reservations. Some of the wild tribes (few, it must be acknowledged) can for the present be left to roam unmolested over the vast regions which they claim. In their wild state, they are doubtless happier than they could be under our Indian system, and so long as may be, thus let them remain. There are, however, many other tribes upon which the white settlers are now closely pressing, and with which relations with the whites are in that critical condition which necessitates a resort to the reservation system. As I have before stated a condition of affairs must necessarily arise in this connection which demands a resort to the system of reservations. On this proposition, there is no dispute, but the location of these reservations and the details of their control and management have given rise to great differences of opinion and, at times, to acrimonious controversies.

Bearing in mind the obligation, sacred and binding, to protect all Indians whom we have dispossessed of their lands, and whose modes of support we have absolutely destroyed, against actual physical destitution or violence, the question to be considered is, “Where shall we locate the Indian whose restriction to reservations has become necessary, and under what conditions?”

It is clear that the first object in disposing of an Indian tribe that has been brought into this relation to the whites should be to place the tribe in such a locality and under such conditions that it shall not suffer for food; that it shall not commit violence nor have violence committed upon it; that it shall not depredate nor be depredated upon; in short, that both Indians and whites shall be secure in persons and property. This is the first and most essential object. It is plain from history and from experience that none of these conditions are fulfilled if the reservation of the tribe be located upon part of the Indian's own lands, where he is subject to precisely the same difficulties already recounted and must go through them to the same end.

I suggest, therefore, that whenever an Indian tribe is in a condition to be placed on a reservation, or is so placed now, it be removed to the rear and not to the front of the advancing emigration; to the vicinity of communities where no feeling against Indians exists or is exercised; where the law is equally enforced against all; and where provisions are plenty and cheap. The Indian placed in this position, and well cared for as his physical needs are involved, would be harmless and unharmed, and so far as his tribe is concerned, wars and atrocities would cease. One after another of the Indian tribes, as necessity demanded, should be treated in like manner, and the first and most important result would be secured completely. There would be no need for a large quantity of land to be assigned to any tribe, since it is not proposed that the Indian shall continue to lead his wild life, but that he shall, as far as possible, assimilate himself to his white neighbor. It may be objected that such a system would involve large expense for purchase of land and for the transfer of the Indians to it. But whatever the expense, which certainly would not be so large as we now incur, it would be a small fraction of the value of the lands we became possessed of, and probably would be actually less than we now pay for the same land in driblets. Does anyone believe that the nomadic Indians can be placed on reservations on the Great Plains where they will stay without a large military force to compel them, or that routes of travel will be safer thereby? Can it truly be said that in these remote places either the Indian or the soldier can be more cheaply fed than if he were located further east in some populous district where supplies of food are abundant and cheap? Does anyone imagine that as many troops would be needed to control and protect him as are required now?

The great trouble in the first place lies in getting a tribe together to transfer to a reservation. The cost of getting the Indian to it, under proper management, is trifling in comparison with the expense of keeping him at remote points where articles of actual necessity become, through cost of transportation, expensive luxuries. With the removal of every tribe comes also the removal of considerable military force to points where its cost also would be greatly decreased. In this manner, one tribe of Indians after another would disappear from the frontier, and the expensive military establishment, of necessity kept up near them, would also cease to exist.
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I confess myself unable to understand why this suggestion is objected to, unless, indeed, we fancy that by dribbling out money in small amounts and at different times, we avoid the appearance of large expenditure at once, although in a period of years the amounts actually expended would be largely in excess of what was needed in the first place, and the results simply nothing except inhumanity to both Indian and white. I might, if time permitted, make this question of relative economy clear, but I only wish to suggest it for the consideration of those interested in the subject and competent to determine it. Whether, however, it cost much or little, the expense must always be far less than value received in the land alone, and we are bound by every obligation of honor and duty, knowing what has been our history, to adopt any reasonable means to arrest a continuation of it. It may be safely left to persons designated by the government to make a selection of land to be bought for each tribe of Indians concerned, but the persons selected to have charge of such Indians and of their business affairs should be good businessmen, of such character and standing as to command confidence. This arrangement must, it appears to me, satisfy all interests, unless it be found, which I do not believe, that it proves more expensive in money than our present system; but even if it does, we must remember that what additional expense in money we incur, we save in human life and human suffering, for permitting which we stand self-reproached today.

The second suggestion I shall make relates to the civilization of the Indian and his conversion to Christianity. However the capacity of the Indian in this direction be determined from the scientific standpoint, it is certain, and it is right, that this people should deal with it from the sentimental point of view, and should make the earnest and honest effort to civilize him whatever may be the result. Whatever theory, also, scientists may hold concerning the fitness or the unfitness of a race so distinct to partake and become a part of the civilization of the white race, it remains to be said that the Indian has not yet had the chance to test it practically. No man possessed of ordinary common sense would imagine that it was reasonable to expect that his children should become worthy men and women were he to place them in the surroundings to which we have forced the Indian, and subject them to such influences as afflict him every day of his life.

The Indian, who is but a child in all such matters as Christianity and civilization, has been placed in an environment by the use of mixed persuasion and force, the most unfavorable possible for any improvement whatever. With the wild Indians on one side and the outlaws and ruffians of the frontier on the other, whilst he himself is actually destitute and irritated by wrong, he can hardly be said to be in a condition to be civilized or made a Christian. Yet such has been and is his situation, and to ask sensible people to believe that he is being rapidly civilized under such circumstances is to tax credulity beyond limits. White men placed in like condition would, if changed at all, be changed for the worse, and to expect the Indian to be benefited whilst subject to influences which would be moral death to the white is not creditable to common sense.

The condition which I have described as essential to his own security from want and violence, and to that of the whites also, appears to me precisely the most favorable to civilize the Indian, and where we may, at least, make a hopeful attempt in this direction.

Having a good and careful businessman to regulate his business affairs, so that he shall not suffer, I suggest that through the agency of teachers, both religious and secular, an earnest and consistent effort be made to instruct the Indian in all matters conducive to his moral advancement and to his acquisition of the methods and industries which characterize the civilized races among whom he is placed. It is very probable that the present adults among the Indians are too confirmed in habits and prejudices to profit much by such teachings, but the new generation and its successors would at least have a fair chance and favorable circumstances, and should benefit to a greater or lesser extent. These younger Indians should be taught trades and industries such as they incline to, or can be induced to learn, so that in time, if capable of becoming civilized people like ourselves, they may follow the example of our own youth, leave their reservations and be absorbed among the people, and thus disappear as a distinct race from our midst. I therefore offer for consideration these two propositions:

First. That the Indian tribes now on reservations along the frontier, and such as it may be necessary hereafter so to place, be transferred to points far in the rear of advancing emigration, and placed on reservations in populous and well-ordered districts where no hostility to the Indian is felt, and where he is secure against want and protected from doing or suffering violence.

Second. That thus surrounded by good influences and in a condition the most favorable to success, an honest and earnest effort be made to civilize him by teaching him the pursuits and the restraints of civilized life, so that if capable of becoming a part of our population, he may be absorbed among us and disappear as a distinct race in this country.

They constitute, in my judgment, the most practicable and humane basis upon which to adjust the Indian question, and could, if time permitted, be sustained by facts and arguments readily at command. I willingly submit them, however, without argument to an assemblage of gentlemen perfectly competent and, I hope, sufficiently interested, to test their wisdom by examination of facts and experiences which ought to be familiar to every well-informed man in this country. It is not to be disputed that if carried into execution they will secure us complete immunity from wars, massacres, and reproach in the future, and from all the horrors which have stained our history in the settlement of this continent. They certainly should appear more worthy a great government and a civilized people than the systems which have led us to this unhappy state.

If the Indian prove capable of becoming a part of our population, pursuing the same avocations and restrained by the same influences, we shall have accomplished a great and beneficent work. If, however, he be unable to profit by the opportunity, and as a necessary consequence disappear from among us, we at least shall not be in fault, but must accept the melancholy result as the unavoidable failure of an honest and earnest effort to do right in the right way. Nothing, then, will be left us except to care for him as he is and, as far as possible, smooth his pathway to inevitable extinction. If God, indeed, will it that the once populous Indian race—our predecessors on this continent—shall shrivel up and disappear before us, let it at least be truly said that we, a Christian people, played our part in its melancholy history and awaited its final obsequies as mourners, and not as executioners.






General Crook on Indians
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The following is a letter of General Crook to Mr. Tibbles:2

To begin with, my experiences with the red men embrace much more than a quarter of a century, during which time I have been thrown in contact with them, both in peace and war, in all the grades of military rank, from a brevet second lieutenancy to that of a general officer, and have had under my control reservations whereon were congregated Indians in numbers varying from several hundred well up to thousands. I have had, I may say, excellent opportunities for studying the character of the Indians who roam, or lately did roam, over Washington Territory, Oregon, California, Nevada, Arizona, and New Mexico, Idaho, Utah, Wyoming, Nebraska, Dakota, and Montana, or the tribes known as Klamath, Pit River, Modoc, Apache, Hualapais, Pima, Papago, Yuma, Mojave, Yavapais, Cocopah, Maricopa, Mogni, Sioux Cheyenne, Arapaho, Pawnee, Bannock, Shoshone, Ute, and Paiute. Some of these, [such] as the Pawnees, Papagos, and Maricopas, I have only known as friends in peace and allies in war; of the others, there have been tribes expressing friendly feelings toward our people, but still sympathizing with and aiding our enemies, and others still, like the Apaches, Klamaths, Sioux, Cheyennes, Bannocks, Shoshones, and Paiutes, with whom it has been my fortune, after vigorous campaigning, to have on terms of intimacy and confidence. I have been at pains to give an outline of my experience that you may feel confident that my views and opinions are not given at haphazard, after brief service in this department of military administration, but that they are the slowly formed convictions of a deliberate judgment based upon unusual facilities for observation. In addition to the tribes above enumerated, I have had some opportunity for studying the British management of the Indians near Puget Sound, and have had under my command Mexican Indians, representatives of the tribes known as Opata, Yaqui, and Otomi. But I will restrict my remarks to our own tribes for obvious reasons.

Our Indians act under precisely the same impulses, and are guided by identically the same train of reasoning, as would white men under like circumstances.

They are fierce, warlike, and bloodthirsty so long as war is the only avenue by which their young men gain prominence and distinction, but they are by no means slow to perceive when their best interests demand the cultivation of peaceful relations with former enemies, be they white or red. It is not to be denied that whenever tribes which have made peace, either of their own seeking or under compulsion, some of the restless and dissatisfied spirits have resumed hostilities, dragging after them more or less of their comrades. Such a fact is to be attributed to the want of suitable employment, to the craving of eminence among their fellows, or especially to the general lack of tone of our system of dealing with them, yet in the face of all this, I will say without hesitation that our Indians have adhered more closely to the spirit of treaty stipulations than the white men or the white man's government has ever done.

The leading chiefs thoroughly understand the changed condition of affairs—they see that they can no longer depend upon game for their support and are anxious to obtain cattle, seed, implements, and to have their children educated. They see the necessity of adopting the white man's ways and conforming to the established order of things. But I am very sorry to say they have, to a very great degree, lost confidence in our people and their promises. Indians are very much like white men in being unable to live upon air. If you were to collate from treaties all the promises made to the red men, and contrast them with our performance, you would have to admit that there was a very serious margin of compacts broken and unfulfilled, upon which the Indians could ground their distrust and contempt. We send them too many commissioners; there is no class of men for whom the Indian has less respect. Better select one tribe and stick closely to the letter and essence of the compacts we have entered into with it; such an example would not be lost upon adjacent tribes. Let a tribe remain at peace, [and] we starve them. Let them go to war and spring suddenly upon our scattered settlements, [and] we make them every promise, yield every concession. Thus the Indian learns that by being “bad,” he is all the more certain to be the recipient of kind treatment. This was the very point so forcibly urged by the Bannock and Shoshone chiefs in a talk I had with them at Fort Hall, Idaho, last summer. They had been our allies in the war with the Sioux and Cheyennes, but the latter, who had given us so much trouble (that is to say, the Sioux), were kept well supplied, whereas the tribes which had been friendly in the hour of our need were exposed to starvation. And yet thousands of our people wondered why we should have a war with the Bannocks.
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The Indian has no protection under the law. But supposing that the appropriations do admit of feeding the Indians well, and that the agent is a thoroughly honest and capable man, there is now to be encountered a new and greater danger. The Indians have absolutely no status for claiming protection under our laws. Let me cite the case of the Red Cloud and Spotted Tail bands of Sioux, now living on reservations lying along the northern boundary of this department. I am personally acquainted with the chiefs and headmen of these two powerful bands, which aggregate somewhere from twelve to fourteen thousand souls. I believe that they are earnestly desirous of remaining at peace, until aggressions goad them to war. You know to what extent these two bands have been preyed upon by organized companies of horse thieves. During the past spring and winter alone, they have been robbed of over one thousand ponies. Their agents have been exceptionally zealous and capable, but they have been utterly powerless to check the evils complained of. Under the “Posse Comitatus” Act, the military arm of the government is paralyzed.

The Sioux can't understand anything about legislation in military affairs—they don't want to understand it. All they know is that the bands of white thieves boldly seize their ponies and drive them off, finding a ready sale for them among the ranchmen and cattle herders. For all this, there is no redress whatever. As I understand the law, we cannot even seize Indian property when found in the hands of well-known thieves. The Indian owner has the privilege of suing for recovery in the state courts, but this would prove in most cases a very shadowy consolation. It seems to me to be an odd feature of our judicial system that the only people in this country who have no rights under the law are the original owners of the soil. An Irishman, German, Chinaman, Turk, or Tartar will be protected in life and property, but the Indian commands respect for his rights only so long as he inspires terror for his rifle. We have conscientious, able men interested in the civilization of the aborigines, but the system, or want of system, under which they are working is a grave obstacle to success. Between the advocates of the theory that an Indian is incapable of good, and the supporters of the antipodal idea that he will never do wrong, the red man is in danger of annihilation, of starving to death in the center of a country which is feeding the world with its exuberant harvests, or of being killed for trying to defend the rights which the Negro and Mongolian are allowed to enjoy. The true, the only policy to pursue with the Indian is to treat him as one should a white man. If he makes war upon our frontier settlements, punish him; but after he has been reduced to submission, protect him in life and property. Keep white thieves from plundering him, let him see that peace means progress, that he has a market for every pound of beef and every hide and every sack of grain, and my word for it, he will make rapid advances. Self-interest will impel him to imitate us—to send his children to school, to adopt clothing, perhaps our language, and to devote his attention to raising cattle and horses, and eventually to qualify himself for citizenship.

My letter has become longer than I intended, but I wish to add another remark. The Indian in his nature is in one respect the opposite of the Chinaman. The latter is frugal even to abstemiousness, and economical to the verge of penuriousness. The former will frequently, at feasts and dances, give away the bulk of his possessions to needy friends and relatives. We must endeavor to correct this defect in the Indian's character. As affairs are now managed, he has no encouragement to save. When his horses and cattle are big enough to be of service, they are driven off in herds by white renegades; when his wheat and corn and vegetables are almost ready for the market, his reservation is changed; and sometimes, as in the case of the Poncas, he is compelled to abandon everything. Were we to treat some of our foreign immigrants in such a manner, it would not take long to turn them into prowling vagabonds, living by robbery and assassination.

I remain very truly yours.

GEORGE CROOK,

Brigadier General, U.S. Army
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Strange as it may appear, it is nevertheless a fact that after nearly four hundred years of conflict between the European and American races for supremacy on this continent, a conflict in which war and peace have alternated almost as frequently as the seasons, we still have presented the question, What shall be done with the Indians? If the graves of the thousands of victims who have fallen in the terrible wars of race had been placed in line, the philanthropist might travel from the Atlantic to the Pacific, and from the [Great] Lakes to the Gulf [of Mexico], and be constantly within sight of green mounds. And yet we marvel at the problem as if some new question of politics or morals had been presented. Indeed, wise men differ in opinion, journalists speculate, divines preach, and statesmen pronounce it still a vexed question.

The most amusing part of the quandary, however, is that it should be regarded as something new and original. After every generation has contended on deadly fields with the hope of settling the question, the home governments enacted laws, the colonies framed rules, every administration of our government forced to meet the difficulty, and every Congress discussed the “Indian question,” we are still brought face to face with the perplexing problem.

The real issue in the question which is now before the American people is whether we shall continue the vacillating and expensive policy that has marred our fair name as a nation and a Christian people, or devise some practical and judicious system by which we can govern one quarter of a million of our population, securing and maintaining their loyalty, raising them from the darkness of barbarism to the light of civilization, and put an end to these interminable and expensive Indian wars.

The supposition that we are near the end of our Indian troubles is erroneous, and the fact that a condition of affairs now exists over an enormous area of our country, in which an American citizen cannot travel, unguarded and unarmed, without the danger of being molested, is, to say the least, preposterous and unsatisfactory.


If, by a dispassionate and impartial discussion of the subject, some measure may be devised that will eradicate the evil, and lead to the adoption of a permanent improvement in the management of our Indian matters, one object of this paper will have been accomplished.

In considering the subject, it might be well to first examine the causes which have produced the present condition of affairs, and in doing so, if the writer shall allude to some of the sins of his own race, it will only be in order that an unbiased judgment may be formed of both sides of the question.

It will be remembered that one class or race is without representation, and has not the advantages of the press or the telegraph to bring it into communication with the intelligence of the world, and is seldom heard except in the cry of alarm and conflict along the western frontier. If we dismiss from our minds the prejudice we have against the Indian, we shall be enabled to more clearly understand the impulses that govern both races. Sitting Bull, the great war chief of the Dakota nation, uttered one truth when he said that “there was not one white man who loved an Indian, and not a true Indian but who hated a white man.”

Could we but perceive the true character of the Indians, and learn their dispositions, not covered by the cloak of necessity, policy, and interest, we should find that they regard us as a body of false and cruel invaders of their country, while we are too apt to consider them as a treacherous and bloodthirsty race that should be destroyed by any and all means, yet if we consider the cause of this feeling, we might more readily understand the result.

The more we study the Indian's character, the more we appreciate the marked distinction between the civilized being and the real savage, yet we shall find that the latter is governed by the same impulses and motives that govern all other men. The want of confidence and the bitter hatred now existing between the two races have been engendered by the warfare that has lasted for centuries, and by the stories of bad faith, cruelty, and wrong, handed down by tradition from father to son until they have become second nature in both. It is unfair to suppose that one party has invariably acted rightly, and that the other is responsible for every wrong that has been committed. We might recount the treachery of the red man, the atrocity of his crimes, the cruelties of his tortures, and the hideousness of many of his savage customs; we might undertake to estimate the number of his victims, and to picture the numberless valleys which he has illumined by the burning homes of hardy frontiersmen, yet at the same time the other side of the picture might appear equally as black with injustice.

One hundred years before the pilgrims landed at Plymouth, the Spanish government issued a decree authorizing the enslavement of American Indians, as in accord with the law of God and man. Later they were transported to France, to Santo Domingo and other Spanish colonies, sold into slavery in Massachusetts, Rhode Island, Pennsylvania, Virginia, the Carolinas, Georgia, and Louisiana, and hunted with dogs in Connecticut and Florida. Practically disfranchised by our original Constitution, and deprived either by war or treaty of nearly every tract of land which to them was desirable, and to the white man valuable, they were the prey to the grasping avarice of both Jew and Gentile. Step by step, a powerful and enterprising race has driven them back from the Atlantic to the Far West, until now there is scarcely a spot of ground upon which the Indians have any certainty of maintaining a permanent abode.

It may be well in this connection to remember the fact that in the main, the Europeans were kindly treated by the natives when the former first landed on American shores, and when they came to make a permanent settlement were supplied with food, particularly the Plymouth and Portsmouth colonists, which enabled them to endure the severity of long and cheerless winters. For a time during the early settlement of this country, peace and good will prevailed, but only to be followed by violent and relentless warfare.

Our relations with the Indians have been governed chiefly by treaties and trade, or war and subjugation. By the first we have invariably overreached the natives, and we find the record of broken promises all the way from the Atlantic to the Pacific, while many of the fortunes of New York, Chicago, St. Louis, and San Francisco can be traced directly to Indian tradership. By war the natives have been steadily driven toward the setting sun—a subjugated, a doomed race. In council, the Indians have produced men of character and intellect, and orators and diplomats of decided ability, while in war, they have displayed courage and sagacity of a high order. Education, science, and the resources of the world have enabled us to overcome the savages, and they are now at the mercy of their conquerors. In our treaty relations, most extravagant and sacred promises have been given by the highest authorities, and yet these have frequently been disregarded. The intrusions of the white race (occurring now more frequently than ever before), the noncompliance with treaty obligations, have been followed by atrocities that could alone satisfy a savage and revengeful spirit. We need not dwell upon the original causes that have led to the present condition of affairs. Facts that have been herein referred to make it almost impossible for the two conflicting elements to harmonize. No administration could stop the tidal wave of immigration that is sweeping over our land; no political party could restrain or control the enterprise of our people; and no man could desire to check the march of civilization. Our progress knew no bounds. The thirst for gold and the restless desire to push beyond the horizon have carried our people over every obstacle. We have reclaimed the wilderness and made the barren desert glisten with golden harvest; settlements now cover the hunting ground of the savages; their country has been cut and divided in every conceivable form by the innumerable railroad and telegraph lines and routes of communication and commerce; and the Indians standing in the pathway of American progress and the development of the wonderful resources of this country have become the common enemy and have been driven to the remote quarters of our territory.

During the time that this wonderful change has been wrought, it may be asked, Have the Indians as a body made any progress toward civilization? and in the light of past history we would be prompted to reply, Why should they have abandoned the modes of life which nature had given them to adopt the customs of their enemies?

In seeking to find the evidence of enlightenment, the results are not satisfactory. It is presumed that there is not a race of wild men on the face of the globe who worship the Great Spirit more in accordance with that religion taught in the days of the patriarchs than the natives of this country, and yet after many years of contact with the civilized people we find the footprints of evil as plentiful and as common as the evidences of Christianity. Again, in early days, the Indian tribes were to a considerable extent tillers of the soil, but by constant warfare, in which their fields were devastated and their crops destroyed, they have become entirely subjugated, the mere remnant of their former strength, or pushed out on the vast plains of the West, where they subsist upon wild fruits and the flesh of animals. Could we obtain accurate statistics, we would undoubtedly find that there were more acres of ground cultivated by the Indians one hundred years ago than at the present time.

The white race has now obtained such complete control of every quarter of the country, and the means of communication with every section are now so ample, that the problem resolves itself down to one of two modes of solution, viz., to entirely destroy the race by banishment and extermination, or to adopt some humane and practicable method of improving the condition of the Indians, and in the end make them part and parcel of our great population. The first proposition, though it may be found to have thousands of advocates in different sections of the country, is too abhorrent to every sense of humanity to be considered. The other method is regarded as practicable, but its adoption is considered doubtful.
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Looking at the purposes of our government toward the Indians, we find that after subjugating them, it has been our policy to collect the different tribes on reservations and support them at the expense of our people. The Indians have in the main abandoned the hope of driving back the invaders of their territory, yet there are some who still cherish the thought, and strange as it may seem, it is a fact that the most noted leader among the Indians advanced such a proposition to the writer within the last two years. They now stand in the position of unruly children to indulgent parents, for whom they have very little respect, at times wrongly indulged and again unmercifully punished.

Coming down to our direct or immediate relations with them, we find that our policy has been to make them wards of the nation, to be held under close military surveillance, or else to make them pensioners under no other restraint than the influence of one or two individuals. Living without any legitimate government, without any law and without any physical power to control them, what better subjects or more propitious fields could be found for vice and crime?

We have committed our Indian matters to the custody of an Indian Bureau, which for many years was a part of the military establishment of the government; but for political reasons and to promote party interests, this bureau was transferred to the Department of the Interior.

Whether or not our system of Indian management has been a success during the past ten, fifty, or one hundred years is almost answered in the asking. The Indians, the frontiersmen, the army stationed in the West, and the readers of the daily news in all parts of our country can answer that question. Another question is frequently asked, Why is our management of Indian affairs less successful than that of our neighbors across the northern boundary? It can be answered in a few words. Their system is permanent, decided, and just. The tide of immigration in Canada has not been as great as along our frontier; they allow the Indians to live as Indians and do not attempt to force upon the natives the customs which to them are distasteful. In our own management, it is the opinion of a very large number of our people that a change for the better would be desirable; such a measure is now under consideration, and we have the singular and remarkable phenomenon presented of the traders, the contractors, the interested officials of the West, and many of the best people of the East advocating one scheme, while a great majority of frontier settlers, the officers of the army of long experience on the plains, and many competent judges in the East [are] advocating another. The question is one of too grave importance to admit interests of a personal or partisan nature. It is one of credit or discredit to our government, and of vital importance to our people. A commission of eminent legislators have been for months investigating the subject, and the greatest danger to be feared is that no good will result, or that a mere makeshift will be adopted by which neither party will be benefited. The writer would deprecate any radical change without a clearly defined plan for the government and gradual elevation of the Indian race, for such is believed to be both practicable and judicious. Now, in order that peace may be secured, the Indians benefited, and protection given to the extensive settlements scattered over a greater area than the whole of the Atlantic states, it is believed that a plan could be devised which would enlist the hearty approval and support of men of all parties. The object is surely worthy of the effort. No body of people whose language, religion, and customs are so entirely different from ours can be expected to cheerfully and suddenly adopt our own. The change must be gradual, continuous, and in accordance with nature's laws. The history of nearly every race that has advanced from barbarism to civilization has been through the stages of the hunter, the herdsman, the agriculturist, and finally reaching those of commerce, mechanics, and the higher arts.

It is held, first, that we as a generous people and liberal government are bound to give to the Indians the same rights that all other men enjoy, and if we deprive them of these privileges, we must then give them the best government possible. Without any legitimate government, and in a section of country where the lawless are under very little restraint, it is useless to suppose that thousands of wild savages thoroughly armed and mounted can be controlled by moral suasion. Even if they were in the midst of comfortable and agreeable surroundings, yet when dissatisfaction is increased by partial imprisonment and quickened by the pangs of hunger, a feeling that is not realized by one man in a thousand in civilized life, it requires more patience and forbearance than savage natures are likely to possess to prevent serious outbreaks.

The experiment of making a police force composed entirely of Indians is a dangerous one, unless they are under the shadow and control of a superior body of white troops, and if carried to any great extent, will result in rearming the Indians and work disastrously to the frontier settlements. There would be a slight incongruity in a government out on the remote frontier composed of a strictly noncombatant for chief, with a posse comitatus of red warriors, undertaking to control several thousand wild savages!

The available land that can be given to the Indians is being rapidly diminished; they cannot be moved farther west; and some political party or administration must take the responsibility of protecting the Indians in their rights of person and property.

The advantage of placing the Indians under some government strong enough to control them and just enough to command their respect is too apparent to admit of argument. The results to be obtained would be:

First. They would be beyond the possibility of doing harm, and the frontier settlements would be freed from their terrifying and devastating presence.


Second. They would be under officials having a knowledge of the Indian country and the Indian character.

Third. Their supplies and annuities would be disbursed through an efficient system of regulations.

Fourth. Besides being amenable to the civil laws, these officers would be under strict military law, subject to trial and punishment for any act that would be “unbecoming a gentleman, or prejudicial to good order.”

It is therefore suggested and earnestly recommended that a system which has proved to be eminently practicable should receive at least a fair trial. As the government has in its employ men who by long and faithful service have established reputations for integrity, character, and ability which cannot be disputed—men who have commanded armies, reconstructed states, controlled hundreds of millions of public property, and who during years of experience on the frontier have opened the way for civilization and Christianity—it is believed that the services of these officials, in efforts to prevent war and elevate the Indian race, would be quite as judicious as their employment when inexperience and mismanagement have culminated in hostilities. Allowing the civilized and semicivilized Indians to remain under the same supervision as at present, the president of the United States should have power to place the wild and nomadic tribes under the control of the War Department. Officers of known character, integrity, and experience, who would govern them and be interested in improving their condition, should be placed in charge of the different tribes. One difficulty has been that they have been managed by officials too far away, and who knew nothing of the men they were dealing with. The Indians, as far as possible, should be localized on the public domain, in sections of country to which they are by nature adapted.

The forcing of strong, hardy, mountain Indians from the extreme North to the warmer malarial districts of the South is regarded as cruel, and should be discontinued.

Every effort should be made to locate the Indians by families, for the ties of relationship among them are much stronger than is generally supposed. By this means, the Indians will become independent of their tribal relations and will not be found congregated in large and unsightly camps, as are now usually met with about their agencies.

Much of the army transportation now used in scouting for Indians and clearing the country could be utilized in transporting their stores, breaking the ground, and preparing the way for making the Indians self-supporting.

All supplies, annuities, and disbursements of money should be made under the same system of accountability as now regulates army disbursements. The officers in charge should have sufficient force to preserve order, patrol the reservations, prevent intrusions, recover stolen property, arrest the lawless and those who take refuge in Indian camps to shield themselves from punishment for crimes or to enable them to live without labor, and to keep the Indians upon their reservations and within the limits of their treaties. The officer in charge would be enabled to control or prevent the sale of ammunition, as well as to suppress the sale of intoxicating liquors among the Indians. Many thousands of the Indian ponies, useful only for the war or the chase, should be sold and the proceeds used in the purchase of domestic stock. A large percentage of the annual appropriations should be employed in the purchase of cattle and other domestic animals; the Indians desire them, and the plains will support hundreds of thousands of them. They will replace the buffalo, the elk, the deer, and the antelope. These cattle and other animals should be branded and given to the Indians by families, the surplus stock to be sold after three years under such restricted rules as would enable the Indians to receive full return for their property. From a pastoral people, the Indians should be induced to become agriculturists, taught the seasons to plant and to harvest the variety of valuable products and the use of machinery as a means of obtaining food. The step from the first grade to the second would be easily accomplished provided the Indians were directed by a firm hand. As they accumulate property and learn industry, there would be a threefold incentive to their remaining at peace, namely, occupation, the fear of confiscation of property, and the loss of the comforts of life.

The above is no idle theory, as the writer has advocated such a policy for years, and by actual and successful experience has demonstrated that such was practicable even with the wildest tribes of the plains, a part of whom, eighteen months before, had never shaken hands with a white man.
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A peaceable encounter. HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE 1890


Two more important measures of improvements are also needed and should be authorized by Congress.

In all communities, there will be found disturbing elements, and to meet this difficulty, courts of justice should be instituted. Frequently outbreaks and depredations are prompted by a few mischievous characters, which could easily be checked by a proper government. This is one secret of success with the Canadian system: where disturbances occur, the guilty suffer, and not whole tribes, including innocent women and children.

As a remark from Sitting Bull has been quoted, we will now repeat the words of Joseph, who says that “the greatest want of the Indian is a system of law by which controversies between Indians, and between Indians and white men, can be settled without appealing to physical force.” He says also that “the want of law is the great source of disorder among Indians. They understand the operation of laws, and if there were any statutes, the Indians would be perfectly content to place themselves in the hands of a proper tribunal, and would not take the righting of their wrongs into their own hands, or retaliate, as they now do, without the law.”

Do we need a savage to inform us of the necessity that has existed for a century? As these people become a part of our population, they should have some tribunal where they could obtain protection in their rights of person and property. A dispute as to the rights of property between an Indian and a white man before a white juror might not be decided in exact accordance with justice in some localities. Fortunately, our Constitution provides that “the judicial power of the United States shall be vested in one Supreme Court, and such inferior courts as Congress may from time to time ordain and establish”; and it is believed that Congress has power, at least in the territories, to give such jurisdiction either to the military courts or the territorial courts, or both, as will secure justice to the Indians in disputes arising between the Indians and the white men.

The warriors may be made to care for their flocks and herds, and the industry of the Indians that is now wasted may be diverted to peaceful and useful pursuits; yet the great work of reformation must be mainly through the youth of the different tribes. The hope of every race is in the rising generation. This important work might well enlist the sympathy and support of all philanthropic and Christian people. As we are under obligation to support the tribes until they become self-sustaining, it might be advisable to support as many as possible of the children of the Indians at places where they would be the least expensive to the government, and where they would be under the best influence. As the government has expended hundreds of thousands of dollars in building military posts that are no longer occupied or required, and as there are at these places excellent buildings and large reservations, it would be well to utilize them for educational and industrial purposes. The present school system is regarded as too expensive and productive of little good. The children are exposed to the degrading influence of camp life, and the constant moving of the tribes destroys the best efforts of instructors. Several years ago the writer recommended the use of several of our unoccupied military posts, and that as many of the youth of the different tribes as could be gathered voluntarily be placed at these establishments, particularly the sons of chiefs, who will in a few years govern the different tribes. These could soon be taught the English language, habits of industry, the benefits of civilization, the power of the white race, and after a few years, return to their people with some education, with more intelligence, and with their ideas of life entirely changed for the better. They would in turn become the educators of their own people, and their influence for good could not be estimated, while the expense of educating them would be less than at present, and thousands would be benefited thereby. The Indians, as they become civilized and educated, as they acquire property and pay taxes toward the support of the government, should have the same rights of citizenship as all other men enjoy.

The president of the United States should have power to transfer from the War Department to the Interior Department any tribe that shall become so far civilized and peaceable in its disposition as to render it unnecessary to keep its members longer under the control of the military power.

Whenever an emergency arises which has not been foreseen and provided for by Congress, such as failure or destruction of their crops, the president should have power, on the recommendation of the officer in charge or the governors of the different territories in which they are living, to order the necessary supplies, as has been done in several instances to white people, in order to prevent great suffering or a serious disturbance of the peace, such supplies to be limited to the smallest necessity, and only until such time as Congress could take action on the matter.

A continuation of the system which has prevailed for the past twenty years will, it is believed, simply perpetuate a condition of affairs the result of which is a chronic state of insecurity and hostilities. The question may as well be met and decided. A race of savages cannot by any human ingenuity be civilized and Christianized within a few years of time, neither will 250,000 people with their descendants be destroyed in the next fifty years. The white man and the Indian should be taught to live side by side, each respecting the rights of the other, and both living under wholesome laws, enforced with ample authority and exact justice. Such a government would be most gratifying and beneficial to the Indians, while those men who have invested their capital, and with wonderful enterprise are developing the unparalleled and inexhaustible wealth that for ages has lain dormant in the western mountains, those people who have left the overcrowded centers of the East, and whose humble homes are now dotting the plains and valleys of the Far West, as well as those men who are annually called upon to endure greater exposure and suffering than is required by the troops of any other nation on the globe, would hail with great satisfaction any system that would secure a substantial and lasting peace.






The Future of the Indian Question

NELSON A. MILES

North American Review 152, no. 410 (January 1891): 1–10

I have been requested to give an explanation of the threatened Indian outbreak,1 in view of the popular belief that the Indians had been so far subjugated and reduced in numbers that an uprising was no longer considered serious. An account is also desired of the present situation, and I am asked the extent to which the Indians are a source of danger, even though the present troubles are averted, who is to blame for the outbreak, and how peace can be assured for the future.

The questions are quite comprehensive. In reply, I would say that it is a misfortune that the people of many sections are so little acquainted with the inhabitants, character, resources, and necessities of this country, which constitutes one great nation. Circumstances have given the people of the West better opportunities of observing it in its entirety.

Again, it is somewhat surprising to notice how little interest the people of the great Mississippi Valley take in the local affairs of the Pacific or Atlantic states. Frequently the press and public men have announced that we have no necessity for a navy to protect our commerce; that we have no need of modern coast defenses and improved artillery to protect our twenty-seven ports of entry and five billions of property scattered along the Pacific, Atlantic, and Gulf coasts; that as far as foreign complications and foreign wars are concerned, we have suddenly reached “the millennium,” when arbitration (which is a most excellent measure to rely upon when both parties are afraid) is to determine all questions of international controversy. On the other hand, the people living in the densely populated regions of the Atlantic states have formed the impression, in which perhaps the hope or desire is father to the thought, that after two hundred years of Indian warfare, we have reached the end of all serious controversy between the Indians and the white race.

The fact that we have had a few years of peace is no guarantee that it will continue. Within the last sixteen years, we have had no less than nine Indian wars, and now we find ourselves threatened with a more serious and general uprising than any that has occurred during the whole history of Indian warfare. The confederation of the “Six Nations” by the prophet, the campaigns of Tecumseh, and the conspiracy of Pontiac did not extend over so vast an area of country or embrace so many different tribes, many of whom have been hostile to each other, as the present conspiracy; and while the conditions are somewhat similar to those which have preceded other Indian confederations, conspiracies, and wars, this one has unusual features and causes.
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“The latest Indian outrage.” CENTURY 1891


The Indians are practically a doomed race, and none realize it better than themselves. They have contended inch by inch for every foot of territory from the Atlantic to the Pacific. The strength, superior intelligence, and ingenuity of the white race in the construction of weapons of war, and their vast superiority in numbers, have not deterred the Indians from resisting the power of the whites and beginning hostilities, sometimes even with apparently little justification, cause, or hope of success; and there would be nothing remarkable in the history of such a warlike people if they made one desperate effort in the death struggle of the race.

The subjugation of a race by their enemies cannot but create feelings of most intense hatred and animosity. Possibly if we should put ourselves in their place, we might comprehend their feelings. Suppose, for instance, that instead of being a nation of vast wealth, population, prosperity, and happiness, our numbers were narrowed down to two hundred and fifty thousand souls, scattered in bands, villages, or settlements of from five hundred to twenty thousand people, and confined within the limits of comparatively small districts. Suppose this vast continent had been overrun by sixty millions of people from Africa, India, or China, claiming that their civilization, customs, and beliefs were older and better than ours, compelling us to adopt their habits, language, and religion, obliging us to wear the same style of raiment, cut our hair according to their fashion, live upon the same food, sing the same songs, worship the same Allah, Vishnu, and Brahma; and we realized that such a conquest and the presence of such a horde of enemies had become a withering blight and a destroying scourge to our race: what then would be our feelings towards such a people? In considering this question, we may be able to realize something of the feelings of the Indians of today. They remember the romance of the freedom and independence they once enjoyed; the time when they could move from one pleasant valley to another; when they had all that an Indian desires, namely, plenty of food, comfortable lodges made of skins of the buffalo or elk, plenty of their kind of clothing; and when they were allowed to enjoy their customs, rites, and amusements, savage and brutal as they were.

The first time the writer met Sitting Bull was under a flag of truce between the lines, when he had a thousand warriors behind him; and during the conversation, I think he expressed in a few words the true sentiment of the Indian. He was what might be considered a devotional man, frequently offering a little prayer and saluting the Great Spirit. One remark of his is certainly significant. Raising his eyes toward heaven, he said, “God Almighty made me an Indian, and he did not make me an agency Indian, and I do not intend to be one.” That remark was indorsed by huge grunts of the stalwart savages within hearing, and it is the sentiment of the nontreaty, disaffected Indians of every tribe in every section of the great West. They prefer to be Indians in their wild and independent life rather than to be confined to the limits of any agency.

While we have continued the policy of using the military force of the government against them with all severity, as soon as that is completed and the tribes are subjugated, they are suddenly turned over to civilians, some from the far-off eastern states, to try various experiments and to carry out the theories that they have of civilization. Take, for instance, the Kiowas, Cheyennes, and Comanches of the Indian Territory. Their history has been a history of peace and war for many years. In 1874, they had a great convention or medicine dance, which resulted in a general uprising in which they became a terror to the whole southwest country. After committing many crimes and after many engagements with the troops, they were finally worn down and subjugated, and surrendered with scarcely any means of continuing hostilities. Most of the few remaining war ponies they had were sold; they gave up their pale and emaciated white captives, who in turn passed down the line of warriors and pointed out not less than seventy Comanches who had committed horrible atrocities during the eight months of hostility. These seventy warriors were sent to Florida for punishment, and the military control of the tribes was withdrawn. Within a few years, the warriors were returned to the Indian Territory, and in nine years from that time, the same Indians were rearmed and remounted, in better condition for war than before, and ripe for an outbreak. The commanding general of the army and the department commander were sent to the Indian Territory, and nearly one-fourth of the army was concentrated in that department to prevent a serious outbreak, endangering the peace of Kansas, Colorado, New Mexico, and Texas, by the same Indians who are now in a threatening condition.

Again, take the Sioux nation that committed the terrible massacre of 1862 in Minnesota, in which it was authoritatively stated that one thousand lives were lost, and a very large military force was employed to bring them under control. Thirty of the principal leaders were tried and hanged, but yet that experience did not deter others of the same Indians from engaging in the subsequent wars of the Sioux nation. In 1867, the Sioux were again in a condition of hostility, and the Fetterman massacre occurred, the Indians being led by the same man (Red Cloud) who is said recently to have been instrumental in causing dissatisfaction among the different tribes. Treaties were made with them in 1869, but in 1876 they were again openly hostile, spreading terror over a vast section of country, embracing a portion of the two Dakotas, Montana, northern Nebraska, and a part of Wyoming. The massacre on the Little Bighorn followed in 1876, in which two hundred and sixty officers and soldiers under General Custer perished. After two seasons of campaigning against them by the United States troops, during the winter of 1875 and the summer of 1876, and the terribly severe winter campaign of 1876 and 1877, upwards of five thousand agreed to surrender, and nine of their principal men gave themselves as hostages that the tribes would surrender on the Yellowstone or at the different agencies, which they did with the exception of two bands under the leadership of Lame Deer and Sitting Bull. The former was killed in the following May, and the latter driven to Canada and kept north of the boundary for three years, until he and his followers finally surrendered between 1877 and 1881.

For four years, from 1877 to 1881, they were under military control, and many of them were made self-sustaining. They were disarmed and dismounted, their war ponies were sold and the proceeds returned to them in domestic stock, and in a few years they had a large herd of cattle, and wagons and cultivated fields. In 1881, they were ordered to be sent down the Yellowstone and Missouri to the southern agencies, and although they implored the different officers to write or telegraph to the authorities in Washington to leave them where their crops were developing in the fields, they were loaded on five large steamboats and shipped down the river, and turned over to the Indian agent at Standing Rock agency.

Many of these same Indians are now in a condition of threatening hostility. Within the short space of ten years, we find the condition of the Cheyennes and Sioux Indians to be as follows: The fine herd of cattle belonging to the Cheyennes has disappeared. They claim that it has been partly taken by the whites, and that they were obliged to use the remainder for food. They claim that it was almost impossible for them to obtain food without committing depredations, and they stated in the presence of the commission recently visiting them that they were “compelled to eat their dogs in order to sustain life.” The fact that they have not received sufficient food is admitted by the agents and the officers of the government who have had opportunities of knowing, and their condition is again as threatening as at any time when they have not been in hostility.

The Sioux Indians during that time were under the charge of civil agents, who have been frequently changed and often inexperienced. Many of the tribes have become rearmed and remounted, and have assumed a threatening attitude. They claim that the government has not fulfilled its treaties and has failed to make large enough appropriations for their support; they also claim that they have suffered for want of food, and the evidence of this is beyond question and sufficient to satisfy any unprejudiced, intelligent mind. The statements of the officers, inspectors both of the military and the Interior Department, of agents, of missionaries and civilians familiar with their condition, leave no room for reasonable doubt that this is one of the principal causes of the present disturbance. While statements may be made as to the amount of money that has been expended by the government to feed the different tribes, and while there is no intention of questioning the honesty of all concerned, the manner of distributing those appropriations will furnish one reason for the deficit.

Another cause is the unfortunate failure of the crops in the plains country during the last two years. It has been almost impossible for the Indians to raise anything from the ground for self-support; in fact, white settlers have been very unfortunate and their losses have been serious and universal through a large section of that country. They have struggled on from year to year; occasionally they would raise good crops of corn, which they were compelled to sell for from fourteen to twenty cents per bushel, while in the season of drought, their labor was almost entirely lost. So serious have been their misfortunes that many hundreds have left the country within the last few years, passing over the mountains to the Pacific slope or returning to the east banks of the Missouri and the Mississippi.

The Indian, however, cannot migrate from one part of the United States to another; neither can he obtain employment as readily as white people, either upon or beyond the Indian reservations. He must remain in comparative idleness and accept the results of the drought. This creates a feeling of discontent, even among the loyal and well-disposed, while there is quite a large element that is hostile and opposed to every process of civilization.

In this condition of affairs, the Indians realize the inevitable, and as they see their numbers gradually diminishing, their strength and power gone, they pray to their God for some supernatural help to aid them in the restoration of their former independence and for the destruction of their enemies. At this stage, emissaries from a certain religions sect or people living on the western slope of the Rocky Mountains came among them, announcing that the real messiah had appeared; and in order to convince themselves, delegations of Sioux, Cheyennes, and other tribes left their reservations a year ago last November, traveling through the Arapaho and Shoshone reservations in Wyoming, and thence via the Union Pacific they passed into Utah and were joined by others, Bannocks and Paiutes, until they came to a large conclave of whites and Indians in Nevada. They were there told that those present were all believers in this new religion, that they were all an oppressed people, that the whites and Indians there were all the same, and that the messiah had returned to them.

So well was this deception played by men masquerading and personating the Christ that they made these superstitious savages believe that all who had faith in this “new religion” would occupy the earth, and all who did not would be destroyed, and they were told that which is most precious to the Indian heart, that the spirits of their departed relatives would be resurrected, and that after the whites were destroyed, they would come back driving vast herds of buffaloes and wild horses. They there met the representatives of fourteen tribes of Indians, and after several months, they returned to the various tribes and announced what they had seen and heard, fully convinced that what had been told them was true. But in order to gratify the savage nature of the warlike Sioux, they agreed that acts would be necessary to appease or hasten the coming of the messiah; that they must help remove the whites and thereby show their faith by their works.

To the disaffected, turbulent, hostile spirit of such men as Sitting Bull and others, this was like a revelation; nothing could be more gratifying; and the false prophets and medicine men immediately took advantage of the condition of the Indians to proclaim this doctrine and spread disaffection among the different tribes.

In early life, Sitting Bull gained his reputation as a warrior by incessantly organizing and leading raiding parties and by his perpetual hostility to the white race. Few Indians have appeared on this continent who have been more successful in organizing and drawing to them large bodies of the discontented of their people. Emissaries traveled in various directions, not alone from his tribe, but more especially from the Shoshones and Arapahos, who have been to some extent peaceable for many years, going to the different tribes and endeavoring to persuade them to this belief. Emissaries from Sitting Bull carried the tidings to the different tribes to get all the arms and ammunition possible, and meet all the warriors near the Black Hills in the spring. They visited the band of Sioux Indians north of the British boundary, and sympathy and promises of support were returned. The first sign of disturbance was to be the signal for the gathering of the warriors.

During the last few years of peace, and while there was apparently no danger of immediate outbreak, the Indians have been getting a large amount of ammunition and arms. The Indian's instinct is always to obtain some weapon of warfare or defense, and if he cannot obtain a rifle, he will get a knife or a bow and arrow. His favorite weapon, and one he has been most desirous of obtaining, is the long-range Winchester rifle, which is a rifle of the most effective kind.

The theory that a few lines of railway and the disappearance of the vast herds of buffaloes have made it impracticable for Indians to go to war is erroneous. They are in a better condition for war at present than ever before; they can live upon domestic stock, and there is abundance of it scattered over the plains country and much of the mountain country; and the numerous horse ranches would furnish them a remount in nearly every valley. The Nez Perces, Bannocks, and Apaches in their recent wars lived and moved entirely upon the stock of white settlers. The area over which they could roam is the country west of the Missouri River between the Canadian boundary and the Rio Grande. It contains a very sparse population that has been struggling to plant homes.

Another reason of encouragement to the Indians to assume hostilities, and one of which their false prophets take advantage in influencing their followers, is the misfortunes that have occurred to the white people in the plains country during the last few years. Three years ago, a very large percentage of the domestic stock was destroyed by the intensely cold winter of 1887, and the losses were ruinous to thousands of white settlers and ranchmen. The drought during the last two years has been very serious and has caused many of the poor settlers who have been struggling for years to support themselves and their families to leave that country in pursuit of better fields west of the Rocky Mountains or east of the Missouri. This, the false prophets claim, is an indication that the Great Spirit is angry with the white people for destroying their buffaloes (cattle) and causing them to leave the country, and that in time their buffaloes will return, as well as their dead relatives.

While the Indians have been in this disaffected condition and rearming and remounting, the little army that is the only safeguard between the unprotected settlers and the savage hordes has been employed in other fields, and its supplies and equipments have been seriously curtailed. Congress has fixed the limit of the enlisted men in the army, the number of employees, the number of horses, and the number of mules, and the limit is what might be required in time of peace rather than what is actually required in serious warfare. Congress, however, has not limited Indian wars. This necessarily causes much embarrassment to the United States troops; yet it has been the experience of the army of the United States to cope with the large number of savage tribes, experiencing all the dangers and hardships of a war in which no quarter is expected, and every officer and soldier who enters an Indian campaign realizes that unless he achieves success, naught awaits him but torture or death.

No one who has not experienced it can comprehend or appreciate the fortitude, hardships, and sacrifices displayed and endured by our army in its years of experience in Indian warfare; frequently in the wildest and most rugged sections of country, amid canyons, mountains, and lava beds, under the tropical heats of the South or in the arctic blizzards of the extreme North; yet year after year, it discharges whatever service is required of it with most commendable fidelity.

You ask me who is responsible for this condition of affairs. The answer is both the whites and the Indians.

First—Those white men who have compelled the Indians to live upon limited tracts of land and allowed them to get into the condition in which we now find them, dissatisfied and equipped for war.

Second—Another class of whites are those who have committed the great crime of instilling into the minds of these superstitious and vicious savages the delusion that they have a messiah among them, and that the white people who do not believe it will be destroyed by some supernatural power. It matters not whether the Indians have been incited by this class of white people in actual words to open hostilities or not; the deceptions that have been practiced upon them have aroused their warlike natures until they are in a condition for devastation, plunder, ravage, and all the horrors that savage fiends can inflict upon defenseless and unprotected people.

Third—Another class of people who are responsible are the white men who have made merchandise of the welfare and safety of their own people; in other words, those who have sold thousands of improved magazine long-range rifles and tons of ammunition to savages, which alone enable them to devastate the country. Those Indians could manufacture neither a rifle, a cartridge, nor a knife; yet they are better armed and better supplied with ammunition today than at any time in their history.


Fourth—Those who are to blame for this threatened danger are the Indians themselves. While they have wrongs and grievances that have been fully enumerated, at the same time they have friends anxious to protect their interests; but notwithstanding this, they would in justification of some real or imaginary wrong, or prompted by some wild, savage religious frenzy, ravage a country and brain the innocent prattling babe with fiendish delight as readily as they would meet a stalwart foe.

If you ask for the remedy that will prevent the possibility of such a condition of affairs in the future, I would say that I have not changed the opinion formed and stated in an article in this Review thirteen years ago.2 After careful observation of all the principal tribes in the United States, I believe that those people who have been and are still a terror to the peace and good order of certain states and territories should be placed under some government just and strong enough to control them. The time has arrived when the lives, welfare, prosperity, and future of those great states are too precious and too valuable to be jeopardized by these yearly alarms and frequent Indian wars. While thousands of people have fled from their little homes, and abandoned most of their property, to seek shelter and refuge in any place where it could be obtained, and while thousands of resolute and intrepid officers and soldiers are enduring the severity of a Dakota winter to hold in restraint these tribes of turbulent savages, it is hoped that some conclusion will be reached by the government to permanently end the present state of affairs. The subject is too serious for selfishness, acrimony, or partisanship. It requires judicious, humane, and patriotic treatment.






PART THREE

Prominent Commanders and Their Campaigns






General Miles's Indian Campaigns

GEORGE W. BAIRD1

The Century Magazine 42, no. 3 (July 1891): 351–70

ON THE STAKED PLAINS

Colonel Sherman has called the twenty years of constant Indian warfare following the War of the Rebellion “the Battle of Civilization.” That battle on this continent of course began earlier, but certain facts made that period an epoch by itself. A chief fact to be noted is that the Indians during that time were always well armed, often much better than the troops. At the battle of Bear's Paw [Mountain], for instance, the Indians used magazine rifles of the best pattern, while even now, nearly fourteen years afterward, the army still has to do without them. The field of “the Battle of Civilization” was the vast trans-Missouri region, and civilization did not, during that period, satisfy itself with a gradual advance of its line, as formerly, but became aggressive, pierced the Indian country with three transcontinental railways and so ultimately abolished the frontier. A very large portion of the army (including nearly all of the cavalry and infantry and a small portion of the artillery) was at one time or another occupied with the task, and many heroic deeds were done, but the conspicuously successful leaders were few.

[Lieutenant] Colonel Nelson A. Miles, as colonel of the 5th Infantry, led his first command against hostile Indians in 1874. In the summer of that year, small bands of southern Cheyennes, Kiowas, Arapahos, and Comanches made several raids in the Indian Territory, Texas, southern Kansas and southeastern Colorado but escaped punishment by flying to their agencies. At last, on July 21, the Department of the Interior gave the secretary of war authority to punish these Indians wherever found, even to follow them upon their reservations. Under this authority, Colonel Miles was ordered into the field. He organized his command at Fort Dodge, Kansas, on the left bank of the Arkansas River. It consisted of eight troops of the 6th Cavalry, four companies of the 5th Infantry, and a section of artillery made up of details from cavalry and infantry. Later in the season, four troops of the 8th Cavalry joined this command, and some of the 6th Cavalry were withdrawn from the field.


In a summer of exceptional heat and drought even for that region, and through a section eaten bare by the invading army of grasshoppers whose flight was a “pillar of cloud by day” and whose encampment at night was as the devastation of fire, the command pressed rapidly southward from the Arkansas. Even prior to the inception of the movement, the scope of this Indian Territory expedition, as it was called, differed from some of the notable Indian campaigns in the particular that Colonel Miles waged Indian warfare according to the well-known principles of the art of war, so far as applicable. In too many cases, expeditions against Indians had been like dogs fastened by a chain: within the length of the chain, irresistible; beyond it, powerless. The chain was its wagon train and supplies. A command with thirty days’ supplies could inflict a terrible blow only if it could within thirty days come up with the Indians, deliver its blow, and get back to more supplies; otherwise, it repeated the historic campaign of “the king of France with forty thousand men.” Or if perchance it delivered its blow successfully, it could not, for lack of time, follow up its success and attain the only object of just war, which is peace.

Before leaving Fort Dodge, Colonel Miles applied for supplies such as would be needed should the campaign continue into the winter, an act of foresight which contributed much to his success. As the command moved out, the chief of scouts, 1st Lt. F. D. Baldwin,2 5th Infantry, of whom we shall hear more, was detached with scouts and Delaware Indians to move rapidly far from the right flank of the command, to prevent hostile Indians from devastating the settlements in its rear, and with instructions to reach the Canadian River near Adobe Walls, an abandoned trading post where a group of bold buffalo hunters had sustained a siege for several days and inflicted such loss on the besieging Indians that they withdrew. By vigorous and well-timed marches, the main command and its flankers reached the Canadian River about the same time, the scouts putting to flight a party of hostiles near Adobe Walls, and then sweeping along the right bank of the Canadian and rejoining the command at its crossing place near Antelope Hills. The results of this advance were twofold: the colonel learned that there was no considerable body of hostiles in his rear, and the Indians were made aware that the troops were advancing against them.

On the first day's march south of the Canadian, large camps, recently and hastily abandoned, were found along the Washita River, and a broad trail made by the lodge poles, travois, and ponies led off to the south, crossing the numerous effluents of the great Red River and leading towards the “Llano Estacado,” or “Staked Plains,” so-called because their oceanlike expanse is so monotonous that stakes were formerly driven along the trails, which could not otherwise be identified. As water would be found on the “Yarner” (as the scouts call the Llano) with great difficulty in the extreme drought of summer, the only chance of striking a blow at once was by overtaking the retreating hostiles before they reached that region. The cavalry pushed rapidly forward, and the sturdy infantry, just from garrison but well seasoned by drills and the gymnastic exercises that Colonel Miles had instituted, marched patiently through heat and dust and “got there” every day. Indians never fight a considerable force while they can fly from it, and none but those who have experienced the hardship of the long pursuit, with its hunger, and thirst, and sleeplessness, can understand the feeling of restfulness and grim satisfaction with which a command sees that the race is over and the fight about to open.
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Watching for soldiers. CENTURY 1890

August 30 was the day, and the “breaks” of the Red River, some thirteen miles from its bed, the place where the fight opened. Suddenly, from behind bluff and bush, as if they sprang from the bosom of the earth full armed, the hostiles came tearing down upon Baldwin's scouts and Indians, with the crack, crack of their rifles and the whoop of their war cries. But Baldwin was the man for the place, and Miles knew it; his sufficient discretion never had a touch of hesitancy or timidity, and he was fitly seconded by brave old Fall Leaf of the Delawares. Meantime, Major Biddle,3 under the immediate command of Colonel Miles, deployed his battalion of cavalry forward at the run; Major Compton,4 giving rein to his horses, swung his battalion out on the right; Lieutenant Pope's5 artillery, with infantry support, came rapidly up in the center; and there began a running fight over thirteen miles of sun-baked earth, glowing with a furnace heat, gashed in gullies and deep ravines by the floodlike rains which at times prevail there. Whenever the Indians made a stand, the troops were hurled upon them, and the fight, which if it had opened timidly would have been a stoutly contested affair, soon became a rout and a chase. Major Biddle threw forward Captain Chaffee6 with his troop as skirmishers, who there made his famous battlefield speech: “Forward! and if any man is killed I'll make him a corporal!”


Down through the jagged ravines, the troops pursued across a half mile of sand where at times a river flows up the right bank and into the valley of the Tule, a branch of the Red River, where a burning camp, abandoned utensils, and a trail leading up a precipitous cliff told of the hasty flight of the Indians. The long chase before the fight, the rapid pursuit after through the intolerable heat of sun and earth, and the absence of water made it necessary to call a halt. Men and animals were famishing. Some men drank the blood of a buffalo, and all the water found in Red River was a small pool of saturated gypsum and alkali, rendered indescribably vile from having been for a long time a buffalo wallow. With infinite labor, the command, after resting, followed the trail over which Pope, by devoting the night to it, had dragged up his Gatlings, and so climbed out of the valley of the Tule and followed the Indian trail for miles out on the Llano. It became evident that no pursuit could be successful without supplies, and that before a train could be brought through the ravines and breaks of the valley to the tableland on the right bank of the Red River, the Indians could get beyond pursuit. Hence a recall was sounded.

The train with escort, commanded by Capt. Wyllys Lyman of the 5th Infantry, was sent back to Camp Supply to replenish, and on its return, was attacked near the Washita River by a large force of Comanches and Kiowas who had come up in rear of Colonel Miles's command, fresh from their reservation. Stimulated with the hope of capturing rations and ammunition, the Indians for five days laid siege to the train, which was most heroically and successfully defended.

Intent on conquering a peace and not merely beating the Indians in one engagement, Colonel Miles overcame the greatest obstacles in the few weeks of comparative inactivity that ensued. Of these obstacles, it must suffice here to say they ought never to have existed, yet they would have wrecked the expedition but for the indomitable persistence of its commander. On November 8, a detachment under Lieutenant Baldwin surprised a large camp of hostiles near the head of McClellan Creek in the early morning, and at once attacked with such vigor as to compel the Indians to abandon the protection of the ravines and retreat to the open country. Time and again, they rallied and renewed the defense, but were finally driven by the troops and scattered in utter rout, leaving in their flight two little captive white girls, Adelaide and Julia German, aged five and seven years. Their parents, brother, and one sister were all murdered by the Indians in Kansas, where their two older sisters were captured in the summer previous. The surrender, which crowned the expedition with success, included the older sisters. Colonel Miles became guardian for the four, and upon his recommendation, Congress authorized the stoppage from the annuities of the Cheyennes of an amount for their support. In the center of the vast section, including the Panhandle of Texas and the adjacent portions of the Indian Territory which had been wrested by Miles from the hostiles, was erected a military post named for the gallant Major Elliott of the 7th Cavalry, who had lost his life November 27, 1868, in Custer's battle of the Washita.


A CONFLICT WITH SITTING BULL

Those familiar with the frontier twenty or twenty-five years ago will readily recall the estimation in which the numbers and prowess of the Sioux were held; also, the prestige that they had after the Fort Phil Kearny massacre in 1866, and the abandonment by the government, at their dictation, of the Powder River route and of several military posts. More than once, in derogation of laurels won in warfare against other Indians, it was said, “Wait till you meet the Sioux.”

Simultaneous with the arrival at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, of the news of the Custer catastrophe on the Little Bighorn, Montana, came orders to Colonel Miles and the 5th Infantry to proceed to the scene of hostilities to form a subordinate part of the large command already there. In the earlier service of the 7th Cavalry in Kansas, most agreeable social relations had existed between many members of the two regiments, and the list of those slain on that fatal 25th of June, 1876, contained many names which were read with a pang of sorrow; and so, though the 5th marched gaily out of Fort Leavenworth, decked with bouquets, to the familiar strains of “The Girl I Left behind Me,” officers and men marched with sad hearts.

The long journey up the Missouri and the Yellowstone was accomplished without noteworthy incidents. Summer drew to a close, and the objects of the campaign remained unattained. The two large commands then in the field were ordered to their stations early in the autumn, and Colonel Miles was left on the Yellowstone with his own regiment (the 5th Infantry) and six companies of the 22nd Infantry. The task assigned him was to build log huts for his troops and stores, bring forward the winter supplies, by wagon, from the mouth of the Yellowstone, and then the command was expected to hibernate, protecting themselves from attack and holding the ground for a basis of campaign in the following year. Two cantonments were built, one at the mouth of the Tongue River, and the other on the left bank of the Yellowstone, nearly opposite the present city of Glendive, but there was no hibernating, for the disposition of the commander did not favor it, and he was so isolated that action on his own judgment was necessary under the circumstances. Immediately on assuming command, Colonel Miles began, as in the Indian Territory expedition, to plan for a systematic campaign.

The hostiles belonged on the large reservations far to the south and southeast of the Yellowstone, and the colonel took means of getting the earliest possible information of their absenting themselves therefrom. He became satisfied, early in October, that a very large number of the hostiles were in his vicinity, and this fact, added to a prolonged delay in the expected arrival at the cantonment on Tongue River of a supply train coming up from the cantonment at Glendive, induced him to march out with the 5th Infantry and proceed down on the left bank of the Yellowstone. On October 8, he met the train under escort of a battalion of the 22nd Infantry commanded by Lt. Col. E. S. Otis7 of that regiment. The train had been once obliged to return to Glendive by the strong force of Indians, its teamsters so demoralized that their places were filled by soldiers. When advancing the second time, Otis received, October 16, the following note, left on a hilltop by an Indian runner:
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Fighting at close quarters. W. F. BEYER, DEEDS OF VALOR

YELLOWSTONE.

I want to know what you are doing traveling on this road. You scare all the buffalo away. I want to hunt in this place. I want you to turn back from here. If you don't I will fight you again. I want you to leave what you have got here and turn back from here.

I am your friend,

SITTING BULL.

I mean all the rations you have got and some powder. Wish you would write as soon as you can.8

Otis sent a firm reply by a scout and proceeded with the train, surrounded by the Indians, who, for a considerable time, kept up firing but gradually fell to the rear. When Colonel Miles learned the situation from Colonel Otis, he started after Sitting Bull and overtook him near the head of Cedar Creek, a northern affluent of the Yellowstone. Sitting Bull sent a flag of truce to Colonel Miles, desiring to communicate, and Colonel Miles met him with Chief Gall and several others between the lines. Sitting Bull shrewdly wished for an “old-fashioned peace” for the winter (when warfare is most difficult), with permission to hunt and trade for ammunition, on which conditions he agreed not to molest the troops. But Colonel Miles's object was permanent peace and the security of the territory then and before dominated by the Sioux, and he told Sitting Bull plainly that peace could come only by absolute submission.

When the interview closed, the troops were moved with the intention of intercepting the Indians should they try to move northward, and on October 21 another similar interview between the lines occurred.

The Indians undoubtedly intended to emulate the act of bad faith by which Colonel Canby lost his life at the hands of the Modocs, April 11, 1873. Several of their younger warriors, with affected carelessness, gradually moved forward in position to surround the party under the flag of truce. Colonel Miles, observing this, moved back a step or two and told Sitting Bull very forcibly that those men were too young for the council, and that the “talk” would end just there unless they returned to their lines. One of them had slipped a carbine up under his buffalo robe. Another muttered to Sitting Bull, “Why don't you talk strong?” and he replied, “When I say that, I am going to shoot him.” Meantime the troops were held in readiness to attack, had any act of bad faith been attempted; even the accidental discharge of a firearm would have precipitated an attack in which all between the lines would have fallen. It became evident at last that only force could settle the question, and Colonel Miles said to Sitting Bull, “I will either drive you out of this country or you will me. I will take no advantage of you under flag of truce and give you fifteen minutes to get back to your lines; then, if my terms are not accepted, I will open fire.”

With an angry grunt, the old medicine man turned and ran back to his lines; the whole country was alive with Indians, not less than a thousand warriors swarmed all about the command, which, in a slender line extended to protect front and flanks and rear, pushed vigorously forward and drove the Indians from the deep valleys at the source of Cedar Creek, compelling them to leave some of their dead on the field, which they never willingly do, and then pursued them so hotly for forty-two miles to the Yellowstone that they abandoned food, lodge poles, camp equipage, and ponies.

On October 27, more than four hundred lodges, about two thousand Indians, surrendered to Colonel Miles, and five chiefs9 were taken as hostages for the execution by the Indians of their terms of surrender, i.e., to go to their various agencies. Sitting Bull and his immediate following, his family and connections by marriage, broke away from the main body during the pursuit and escaped northward, where he was later joined by Gall and other chiefs with some followers.


The estimated number of warriors in this engagement was one thousand. To Colonel Miles and to the 5th Infantry, 398 rifles, is due the honor of this important victory, which had far-reaching consequences. Not since the battle of Little Bighorn had the followers of Sitting Bull been attacked by the troops in offensive battle. This was the first of a series of engagements in which the command of Colonel Miles, or some detachment therefrom, vigorously assumed the offensive, and here began the successful battles and combats which resulted in breaking the power of the dreaded Sioux and bringing security and prosperity to a vast territory which is now penetrated by railways, occupied by hardy and prosperous settlers, dotted over with towns and cities, and already so developed and so permeated by the influences of our civilization that, in the form of new states, or portions thereof, it augments the glory and dignity of the nation.

Returning to the cantonment at Tongue River, Colonel Miles organized a force—434 rifles—made up of the 5th and a portion of the 22nd Infantry and pushed northward in pursuit of Sitting Bull, but the trail was obliterated by snow near the Big Dry, the broad bed of that which at times becomes a southern affluent of the Missouri. A winter of great severity, even for that region, opened early, and the command suffered intensely but kept the field and scoured the country along the Missouri River above and below old Fort Peck.

On December 7, a detachment of the command, Companies G, H, and I, 5th Infantry, one hundred officers and men, commanded by Lieutenant Baldwin, overtook Sitting Bull's camp, 190 lodges, and drove it across the Missouri, and on the eighteenth, the same force surprised the camp near the head of Redwater, a southern effluent of the Missouri, and captured camp and contents with sixty animals, the Indians scattering out south of the Yellowstone.

As Sitting Bull did not for a considerable time thereafter enter as a factor into the campaign, it will be permitted to anticipate for a little and describe his subsequent movements. With a small following, he shortly after moved northward and camped on the left bank of the Missouri; thence, near the end of the winter, poor and with scarcely any ammunition, he and his scanty following sought refuge north of the international boundary. As a war was raging of which he was an important factor—not so much from military prowess as from his position as a medicine man and an extreme and inveterate savage Indian, which made him the nucleus of all the disaffected and hostile Sioux—his band ought to have been either disarmed at the boundary or interned. Colonel Miles made repeated and urgent appeals to the higher authorities that action to that end be taken, but unfortunately it was not taken.

Sitting Bull's position and character, as before indicated, and the freedom for a considerable time accorded him and his followers north of the line, induced a large number of the hostile and disaffected to steal away to him, and so the Northwest Territory of the Dominion became the rendezvous and supply camp of a threatening force. But for the time, Sitting Bull was eliminated from the problem of conquering a peace, and the closing months of 1876 saw the beginning of the end of the Great Sioux War. The intense cold of a Montana winter did not chill the ardor nor lessen the activity of Miles and his indomitable infantry, and the winter was to witness, on their part, almost incessant and markedly successful campaigning.

CRAZY HORSE BROUGHT TO TERMS

A Montana winter, and so severe a one as that of 1876–77, might well be accounted a sufficient reason for the suspension of active operations. With thermometers rarely above zero, usually far below, and quite often so far that the mercury was solid and only spirit thermometers registered; with snow piled so deep in all the valleys that movement was laborious and tedious in the extreme, and with blizzards sweeping over the country, the thought of seriously attempting protracted expeditions would have entered most minds, if at all, only to be rejected. But Colonel Miles took account of the fact that the difficulties for the troops, as briefly indicated, would be even greater for the Indians, who do not voluntarily venture far from their camp in some sheltered valley in severe weather, and believed that if clothing, equipment, and transportation could be so increased as to meet the conditions presented, there was promise of unusual successes.

Those who have seen only holiday soldiers, or even troops on ordinary field service, would scarcely have recognized the 436 officers and enlisted men of the 5th and 22nd Infantry Regiments who started up the valley of Tongue River, Montana, on December 29, 1876. They might have been excused, these supposed spectators, had they concluded that a sportive band of buffalo were trying to evolve into bipeds. Over the heavy woolen clothing supplied to the army for winter wear, the men were, many of them, fur-clad from head to foot; in lieu of a face, there was presented to the observer a frost-covered woolen muffler frozen solidly upon an ice-clad beard, “trimmed with the same” in form of icicles, so that a long thaw had to precede disrobing. Enormous overshoes of rubber or of buffalo skin, flesh side out, drawn on over German socks, gave warmth to the feet that they robbed of all nimbleness. Efficiency was the object aimed at, and to this end, the army belts and cartridge boxes had given place to canvas belts made by the soldiers, looped with the same to hold a row or two rows of metallic cartridges. (The “prairie belt” since adopted for the army embodies the same principle.) Colonel Miles, by stimulating emulation among the men, encouraged them to devise these improvements, and the men were intelligent and knew well by experience that “one more cartridge” for the modern soldier was like the “one step nearer” for the ancient who had a short sword: it might mean all the difference between success and failure.

The incidents of camp and march illustrative of the effects of the intense cold are capable of most interesting elaboration and illustration: here a soldier hastily removes shoe and stocking and rubs with snow his rapidly freezing feet; there seems to be Mark Twain's lightning-rod man replenishing the fire with his wares, but really is a scout thawing a rigid rawhide lariat so that he can coil it; and now a teamster with a well-grounded doubt as to his future expresses the hope that St. Peter, when he learns that a man was one of Miles's teamsters, will give him friendly welcome as one who has suffered enough.

Already, in the expedition northward to the Missouri—as before related—many of the difficulties of a winter campaign had been studied and overcome, and the later days of December 1876 saw the command at the cantonment on Tongue River equipping itself for a blow at Crazy Horse. This Sioux chief was at the head of the Oglalas and had borne a prominent part, if indeed he was not the most prominent, in the repulse administered by the Indians, June 17, 1876, to Crook's command advancing from the Department of the Platte toward the Yellowstone; he had also been one of the important chiefs in the battle of the Little Bighorn, where also were Sitting Bull's following, the Hunkpapas, and many others.

Crazy Horse, with a large force of Sioux and Northern Cheyennes, was camped along Tongue River and other southern effluents of the Yellowstone, and it soon became evident that the Indians would dispute the passage of the Tongue. Sharp skirmishes took place on January 1 and 2 (1877), and on the seventh, the advance made a capture of eight Indians, mostly women and children, but of importance, as was found later, because of their relationship to leading men. The Indians made a determined effort to rescue the captives. The scouts in the lead made a bold charge upon them at dark on the seventh and were surrounded. Lieutenant Casey10 of the 22nd Infantry, in command of a detachment of mounted infantry, with great intrepidity dashed in to the rescue with a scanty half score of brave followers and beat off the Indian rear guard.

It was now evident that the contest was at hand, and the Indians chose well their field. Near the southern boundary of Montana, where Tongue River breaks through Wolf Mountains and flows in a deep canyon, whose steep walls were then mantled with deep snow or glazed with ice, the Indians sought (January 8) not only to check the advancing troops, but to hold them helpless at their mercy while, from the crests above, they should deliberately shoot them down and overwhelm them. Whooping and yelling, as is their custom in battle, they shouted to the troops, “You've had your last breakfast.”

Here again, the quick discernment, rapid movements, and bold attack of Colonel Miles changed the nature of the battle and snatched a victory from conditions that were more favorable to defeat. Instead of permitting himself to be cooped up within the narrow valley, he determined at once to deploy boldly out, occupying the widely separated hilltops along a broad front with a thin line, and put every man and every rifle at once into the fight. Every man must be a hero, for there is no touch of elbow and no rear rank; every captain must be a capable commander, for the line to right and left is gashed by deep valleys between his and the adjacent companies. No one who has not participated in such an engagement, under like circumstances, can realize how short a line a score or two of men make, springing boldly out in single rank, flanks in air and no support. More than three hundred miles of wintry wilderness were at their backs; there was no reserve, retreat meant disaster, surrender was impossible; victory or death by torture were the alternatives.

Already the Indians held the sharp crests of the steep hills and were delivering a plunging fire into the troops. Burdened with their heavy clothing, which the polar cold made necessary, stumbling and falling in the deep snow or slipping on the icy acclivities, the troops pressed forward and gained the crests, where they could meet the enemy face to face.

But now a new danger threatened. As the Indians largely outnumbered the troops, they could maintain the fight in front while they seized heights which commanded the left flank and rear, and so get the troops into a circle of death-dealing rifles. The heights to the left must be wrested from them, and that speedily. Troops were designated, under command of Captains [Edmond] Butler and [Robert] McDonald, for that duty, and Pope served his three-inch gun judiciously to aid them—Gunner [John] McHugh of the 5th Infantry especially distinguishing himself. Every minute, the crowd of Indians on that hilltop increased, and they could take in reverse the whole left flank. The colonel, keenly alive to every detail of the situation, decided on the instant to send a reinforcement. Sitting on his horse near the colonel was Lieutenant Baldwin, then on staff duty. Turning to him and pointing to the left, the colonel said, “Tell them to take that hill without failure and drive the Indians away.”

This was the reinforcement, and it was enough. Putting spurs to old “Red Water,” Baldwin forced him at the run up the glassy hillside, and then, hat in hand, and with a ringing shout, he newly inspired the weary men and, with the momentum of his own brave onset, carried them to the coveted crests. The battle was by no means over yet; for hours it raged. Old Winter himself at last took a part and contributed a furious, blinding snowstorm. Disheartened by the death of a prominent medicine man, whom they thought invulnerable, the Indians were at last driven through Wolf Mountains and towards the Bighorn range. They were pursued until it became evident that they could not be overtaken by the command without replenishing its supplies. Polar cold makes extensive demands on the vitality of men and animals; it not only occasions exhaustion, but also impairs the willpower. Campaigning on short rations where it prevails would be both cruel and hazardous. The weary, frostbitten troops welcomed the shelter of the rude log huts and returned to the cantonment which their own labor had built, and while they were resting and recuperating, their commander took means to reap the fruits of the important victory he and they had won, not only from armed enemies, but even from the very elements themselves.

Recognizing the ill effects upon the spirits and health of the command of the monotony and confinement at that remote point, to which the mail could be brought only rarely and by sending a strong detachment to Fort Buford, nearly two hundred miles away, Colonel Miles had constructed a large canvas-covered building in which the band of the 5th Infantry furnished choice musical entertainments, interspersed with the well-intentioned efforts of the barn-storming dramatic talent of the command. It was the paradise of the stage-struck soldier, whose most gray-bearded pun or castaneous [sic] joke was sure of an encore from an always crowded house.

But work was the occupation of the commander and of those most closely associated with him. Serving as scout and interpreter with the command was John Bruguier, the son of a French trader and an Indian mother, a man whose fidelity and courage were unquestioned and whose knowledge of the customs and language of the Sioux was of great value. The colonel decided to make use of this man and of a portion of the Indians captured January 7 to communicate with Crazy Horse. Bruguier, although he believed that he would be killed by the Indians as a deserter, started February 1 with two of the captives. Taking up the trail beyond the scene of the battle of January 8, he found the camp on a tributary of the Little Bighorn and got into communication with Crazy Horse without the molestation from the subordinates, which he had anticipated. He delivered the message of Colonel Miles, which was, “Surrender at the cantonment on Tongue River, or at your agency, or I will attack you again.”

The experience of the winter had taught Crazy Horse that this was no idle threat, and a delegation of chiefs came back with Bruguier to satisfy themselves that what he said was true. They arrived February 19. In councils repeated on many days, the Indians put forward their orators and diplomats and sought to obtain a modification of the terms. There was probably a mutual fear of treachery in the councils. Officers had no arms in sight but wore their revolvers beneath their coats, and Indians drew their blankets close about their scowling faces, with Winchesters grasped within, their bright, beady eyes intent upon the officers. At one time, it seemed that the theater might be the scene of a veritable tragedy, when Little Chief11 was understood, in his impassioned speech, to advise “the young men to put something in their guns.” There was an involuntary start but no other demonstration. The Indian is human and respects the man who can overcome him. At last this delegation recognized that the conditions presented (“Surrender here, or surrender if you prefer at your agencies at the south, or fight”) were an ultimatum, and they returned to their camp, which was brought near to the forks of Powder River, and a much larger delegation of chiefs came in, March 18, still intent on securing better terms. The experiences of a month before were repeated, and with like result. Of the larger delegation was Little Hawk, an uncle of Crazy Horse. He with others accepted the terms and submitted to the retention by Colonel Miles of nine prominent leaders, Sioux and Northern Cheyennes, as hostages that the whole hostile camp would surrender in thirty days. Crazy Horse and Little Hawk led the bulk of the hostiles, more than two thousand, to the Red Cloud and Spotted Tail agencies, in the department of the Platte, where they surrendered. Three hundred, chiefly Cheyennes, led by White Bull, Two Moons, and Hump surrendered at the cantonment.

In six months, including a winter of polar cold, Colonel Miles, with his force of sixteen companies of hardy and well-commanded infantry, leaving at all times two garrisons to protect the cantonments, had subdued two powerful forces of Indians, wrested from their control a vast territory, opened the way for the advance of the Northern Pacific Railroad, which had long halted at Bismarck on the left bank of the Missouri, and so inaugurated all that has since become history in that region.

The surrender of the Sioux under their agreement with Colonel Miles took out of the field not only the thousand who followed Crazy Horse, but that brave war chief also, and in a community so little organized as are the Indian tribes, the hostility, or the reverse, of a few great leaders has vastly more weight than in a highly organized state in which there is no essential man. Anticipating a little, we may give the few additional facts of importance in Crazy Horse's career. After his surrender, he and his people were placed on the reservation near Camp Robinson in northern Nebraska. For a time, he was quiet, but later was believed to be planning to lead away his people on the warpath again. It was thought best by the officers in authority there to arrest him, which was done, but while being conducted to the guardhouse, he made a desperate break for liberty and attempted to cut down with a knife all who opposed him. He was mortally wounded in the struggle and died September 7, 1877.

THE SUBJUGATION OF LAME DEER'S BAND

The intention of the government to assemble troops in the spring of 1877, to renew the contest, took shape in orders which brought to Colonel Miles's command four troops of the 2nd Cavalry from Fort Ellis, near Bozeman (in the Gallatin Valley near the base of the Rockies), eleven troops of the 7th Cavalry, and four companies of the 1st Infantry from posts along the Missouri in Dakota. The marked successes of the winter campaign had effected the greater part of the object for which this large command was assembled, but its presence during the summer, and the movements of its various detachments over all parts of the immense territory watered by the Yellowstone and its effluents, confirmed the conquest already achieved and assured the Indians that their sway therein was gone forever. By a singular conjunction of circumstances, an important force of Indians was, in the late summer and autumn, imported into that region from the far Pacific slope, and by its pursuit beyond the Missouri and capture near the boundary line, added another hardly contested fight and conspicuous success to Miles's record; but of that later.

The first of the reinforcements to arrive were the four troops of the 2nd Cavalry, and Colonel Miles speedily equipped a command of this battalion and of six companies of his infantry, two of the 5th, four of the 22nd, and marched out, May 1, against a band of Sioux, mostly Miniconjous, under Lame Deer, who had broken away from the main body and refused to surrender.

Having confidence in the sincerity of the Cheyennes and Sioux who had but just surrendered to him, Colonel Miles selected from them a small party headed by White Bull and took them as scouts. Neither on that occasion nor afterward did these Indians waver in their fidelity. The route of the command was, for more than sixty miles, up the valley of the Tongue, but springing grass and a stream of limpid water had taken the place of the snowy hillsides and icebound riverbed which had frowned on the January expedition.

Leaving the train at this point to follow with the infantry commanded by Major Dickey12 of the 22nd, the mounted force, chiefly 2nd Cavalry but augmented by a detachment of mounted infantry, pushed rapidly out in search of the hostile camp. The minute knowledge of the country possessed by the Indian scouts enabled the command to march by night as well as by day, and so, up through the broken country along the Rosebud, following the same general approach as that pursued by Colonel Custer in the preceding June, the force pressed on with scarcely a pause during two nights and one day, the patient pack mules jogging along the trail in rear.

The stealthy, keen-sighted Indians at last “located the camp,” in frontier phrase, and then, giving a few hours for rest, the command was stripped for the fight. Everything not demanded for the rapid march and the vigorous fight was placed on the pack mules; canteens, arms, and equipments [were] carefully arranged to avoid noise. The weird half-light of the night, the commands in suppressed tones, and the consciousness in all minds that this meant business all contributed to that tense frame of mind with which men face a danger that is certain, imminent, and of unknown dimensions. The hostile camp was on an effluent of the Rosebud, then called the Muddy, but since then Lame Deer Creek.

Without loud command, the force was urged rapidly down through the breaks on the left of the Rosebud, across the bed of that steep-banked stream. Just as the birds were twittering in the trees and the night began to yield to day (May 7), the head of the column turned into the valley of the Muddy. The tenseness of mind before mentioned increases its sensitiveness to small and indifferent objects. The twittering of birds in the trees, the wealth of grass which the chinook winds spread soft over the sheltered valleys, in contrast with wasting snowdrifts still clinging to the northern sides of the hillcrests, and the Bighorn range, still thick-blanketed in its winter covering, to which haze gave an ecru tinge, all of these irrelevant things the words “Lame Deer” suggest and evoke from memory.

The Indian scouts reached the wooded hills above the camp at earliest dawn and watched the unsuspecting hostiles as they untethered their ponies from among the lodges and turned them out to graze. And so, all unannounced, the little force burst upon them. Lieutenant Casey of the 22nd, commanding the mounted infantry and the scouts, charged through the village, sweeping away the ponies and cutting off the hostiles from their herd. Close in rear of him rode Colonel Miles and staff, leading the cavalry, which was commanded by Captain Ball.13

It was the colonel's desire to secure the surrender of the Indians without a fight, and to this end, he had instructed White Bull to call to them and explain to them that they could surrender and would be unharmed. This overture was responded to by a rifle ball which passed between the arm and the body of the plucky old chief, but the offer was still repeated, and Lame Deer and his head warrior, Iron Star, seemed disposed to accept, even shaking hands with the colonel and one of his staff, the latter dismounting for the purpose, while another staff officer dismounted to take the Indians’ arms. Whether they intended treachery or feared it can never be known, for, hastily withdrawing a few yards, they sought cover behind a bank and opened fire. Parleying and peacemaking were plainly out of place thereafter. Colonel Miles's orderly, just behind him, was killed by a shot plainly aimed at the colonel, and the troops, for a few moments held in check while the handshaking was going on, were now sent vigorously against the Indians. Lame Deer and Iron Star were among the first to fall; their following scattered on foot into the broken, pine-covered hills close to their camp and were pursued, in small, scattered bands, for some eight miles, leaving their dead in the hands of the troops. The entire camp and its supplies were captured; also four hundred and fifty ponies and horses. These, with the animals of the surrendered Cheyennes, formed the nucleus of the mount of the 11th Cavalry, as the 5th Infantry, mounted on captured ponies, was called. And so this successful encounter contributed, in itself and in that which it supplied, very materially to the thorough subjection of the hostiles.

Major Dickey, in command of the infantry, received the merited commendation of the colonel for the zeal and energy with which he urged forward his command, and the sturdy pluck with which he disregarded a rumor of a great disaster which grew out of the fact that one or two pack mules with their escort, getting separated from the command in the rapid night march, were cut off by the Indians. The change of aspect from the disaster which he had been led to expect to the victory which he found to have taken place roused his enthusiasm, and he called for “three cheers,” to which his weary but enthusiastic command responded with a will.

Leaving the cavalry to occupy that section, the remainder of the command, with captured ponies, returned to the cantonment. All active operations, nearly all movements, were interrupted by rain and flood such as have not since visited that region. Supply wagons sank to the hub and were immovable. Dry gullies became great streams, and rivers overflowed their banks. Troops in mud-roofed huts found that the roofs were storage reservoirs. It became a serious question for the time whether supplies could be sent to the 2nd Cavalry battalion, so many new and rapid rivers filled the ravines and gulches.

Utilizing this period of enforced quiet, the colonel began the organization of the 11th Cavalry. Companies B, F, G, and I, 5th Infantry, formed the first battalion of that most efficient corps, and under command of Capt. Simon Snyder14 of the 5th, it became a potent factor in the remainder of the campaign. By subsequent captures, ponies to mount the remainder of the regiment were obtained, and the gallant 11th was not dismounted till after the need of its efficient service had passed and Colonel Miles had, by promotion, been transferred to another field of duty.


The Indian pony lends himself to the niceties of drill and parade with even greater reluctance than his master adopts “the white man's road.” In vain the irate sergeant ordered his rider to “dress up there on the left”; if the storm came into his face, he solemnly turned his haunches towards it, and his attitude announced more graphically than even the French tongue could, “j'y suis, j'reste”; but no rattle of musketry could disturb the equanimity with which he seized the moment of the hottest fight to clip the scanty herbage while his rider, dismounted, was fighting a little in front of him; he was accustomed to long journeys and short rations and, to adopt the slang of the region, “rest made him tired.” He contributed very materially to subdue his former master, and with the elk, the buffalo, the antelope, the free unconventional life of the plains, and alas, probably with his old master too, he will soon become only a picturesque reminiscence.

The long rainstorm and the floods at last passed away. The remainder of the reinforcements before mentioned reported for duty, also a force of friendly Crow Indians led by 1st Lt. G. C. Doane, 2nd Cavalry. The scattered fragments of Lame Deer's band were so hotly pursued by different detachments of the command that they were forced to seek rest and sue for peace at the Red Cloud and Spotted Tail agencies. Before the close of summer, peace and security reigned throughout Dakota and Montana. A large fleet of steamboats plied unmolested between Bismarck, then the Northern Pacific terminus, and the upper Yellowstone, transporting supplies for the command and building material for the two new posts, Forts Keogh and Custer, the one near the mouth of the Tongue, the other at the junction of Little Bighorn with the Bighorn, in sight of the fatal hill which, like the Alamo, had no messenger to tell of the heroic deeds it had witnessed. These posts and a force at Fort Peck on the Missouri, an outpost towards Sitting Bull's camp in Canada, and the large territory over which they kept watch and ward became the garrisons and the territorial command known as the District of the Yellowstone, under Colonel Miles's command.

CHIEF JOSEPH AND THE NEZ PERCES

The summer of 1877 was an unusually attractive one in Montana, the spring rains having thickly carpeted hill and valley with verdure. Colonel Sherman came to the cantonment on his river and wagon journey through to the Pacific, and Colonel Miles took advantage of the visit to request him to present to the soldiers who had performed conspicuous acts of gallantry in the preceding campaigns the medals of honor which had been bestowed upon them by Congress. At a parade of all the troops present, each bronzed and hardy soldier thus honored stepped out as his name was called, and received at the hands of the general-in-chief the token which thereby had for him an added distinction.

The successes before recorded and the arrival of other troops made it possible, in the early summer, to relieve the six companies of the 22nd Infantry and return them to their stations along the great lakes. After a rough march of more than three hundred miles to Bismarck, they shipped their effects, including dress uniforms, to their stations and were just starting for Duluth when a telegraphic order called them to Chicago, then threatened with a riot. The quite unwonted sight of weatherbeaten soldiers in campaign suits most essentially patched with bits of sacks had a wholesome effect. And when in reply to a question from one of the crowd, “You would not fire on us, would you?” the prompt reply came, “Not unless the captain ordered it,” the purport was unmistakable. The presence of this disciplined command obviated the need of its employment.

But the season was not destined to pass without another battle and important victory. Away beyond the Rockies dwelt the Nez Perces, a tribe quite advanced in civilization. As the occasion of their outbreak at this time, and the earlier acts of war on the part of both the troops and these Indians, had no relation to the command of Colonel Miles, no account of them need appear here. When hostilities had begun, their really great and remarkable chief, Joseph, conceived the bold scheme of transporting his whole band, women, children, and all, across the Rockies through leagues of rough forest and broken ravines, across deep and broad rivers to Dominion Territory, pursued and harassed though he was by several commands. While these Indians were yet in Idaho, and before it seemed probable that they could penetrate Montana, Colonel Miles was gathering from every available source information as to their probable route and objective, and discussing and forming plans to capture them. On August 3, six days before the battle of Big Hole, in which Colonel Gibbon's command inflicted and suffered much loss,15 Colonel Miles instructed Lieutenant Doane to “intercept, capture, or destroy” this band. Lieutenant Doane was then en route to Judith Basin near the Upper Missouri, then abounding in game and believed to be the objective of Joseph.

On August 11, but two days after the battle of Big Hole and while Joseph was yet among the Rockies, the colonel sent six troops of the 7th Cavalry under command of its colonel, Sturgis,16 towards the Upper Yellowstone with orders to “intercept, or pursue and capture or destroy” this band. Lieutenant Doane's command, which included a troop of the 7th Cavalry and a large body of Crow allies, was also placed under Colonel Sturgis's orders for this duty.

The action above indicated anticipated instructions received August 21 to the same end. Colonel Sturgis and Lieutenant Doane17 were instructed to keep Colonel Miles fully informed of all important movements and events.

At evening September 17, the colonel learned at the cantonment, Tongue River, Montana, that the Indians had outstripped their pursuers, evaded and passed Colonel Sturgis's forces, had had an engagement with them in the valley of the Yellowstone near the present site of Billings, and had thus a practically unobstructed route to the boundary—more than two hundred miles. Hastily organizing, from that which was left of his command, its available force, he began to move at once. All through the night, the ferryboat was plying, transferring to the left bank of the Yellowstone troops, transportation, and supplies, and the early morning of the eighteenth saw the force striking rapidly out for the northwest, intending by a march along the hypotenuse of a triangle to intercept a rapidly marching force which was following the perpendicular and had had five days the start. By small detachments and scouts, the colonel kept himself informed of everything far out to the left and, thus marching, reached the Missouri, at the mouth of the Musselshell, September 23, with the main command, some of the detachments being farther upstream. Maj. Guido Ilges, from Fort Benton, had with a scanty detachment boldly followed up the Indians for a short distance from their place of crossing the Missouri but had not force enough to effect a decisive result. On the twenty-fifth, Colonel Miles learned through Ilges that the Nez Perces had crossed on the twenty-third; he ferried his command across the Missouri and pushed out with his mounted force, three troops of the 2nd Cavalry commanded by Captain Tyler,18 three of the 7th Cavalry commanded by Captain Hale,19 and four companies of the 5th Infantry commanded by Captain Snyder, leaving his train to follow, and carrying upon pack mules supplies with which his command could eat sparingly and fight liberally.
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The battle of the Big Hole. HARPER'S WEEKLY 1895


From early dawn to dark for four days along the grassy plains which border the Little Rockies, the troops were urged on, past tempting herds of buffaloes and flocks of inquisitive antelopes, and on the twenty-ninth, in a snow-swept camp in the gap between the Little Rocky and the Bear's Paw Mountains, tidings of the discovery of the trail came from the scouts at the left; Lieutenant Maus,20 1st Infantry, commanding the scouts, had used his sleepless vigilance to good purpose.

The earliest dawn of the thirtieth saw the command again crowding forward. Soon the small body of surrendered Cheyennes and Sioux accompanying the command roused from their usual immobility and stripped for a fray: saddles, blankets, and bridles were snatched from their ponies; now and again softly patting their hands together and pointing far down a foggy valley, they threw off blankets, beaded shirts, and leggings, and clad in a waistcloth and a grim smile, they sprang on their ponies (guided by a lariat about neck and nose) and, rifle in hand, dashed away for the fog-obscured valley where the battle of Bear's Paw was about to open. “Camp three miles away!” was shouted from mouth to mouth. Colonel and staff, [and] Tyler, Hale, and Snyder, with their battalions well in hand, started on the trail of the Indian scouts over the rolling hills and smooth grassy valleys which skirt the northern base of the Bear's Paw. The three miles proved to be eight, and the trot became a gallop. “Let Tyler sweep around to the left and cut off the camp from the herd” was the command communicated by a staff officer who led the 2nd Cavalry to its position. This brought the 7th to the front of the charging column, and Hale, sitting his horse with his accustomed grace, his face lighted up with the debonair smile which his friends so well remember, dashed bravely forward to the heroic death that was awaiting him. The two battalions, 7th and 5th, under Colonel Miles's lead, charged direct upon the camp. The surprise was complete, Joseph had watched his own trail but had not scouted to his flank. But he was a soldier and a commander. His camp was a stronghold within the curve of a crescent-shaped bank, the bank itself cut by ravines heading in the open country.

The work of the scouts and Tyler's battalion was promptly done, and the Indians, seeing themselves cut off from their animals, turned at bay and met the onset of Hale and Snyder like the brave men they were. The 7th and 5th dismounted and vigorously pressed the attack, holding the Indians in a close-drawn circle; so close were the contestants that faces seen then were afterwards recognized. The Indians fired from cover, and their number could not be estimated. The commanding officer, desiring to change the position of the 7th, sent one of his staff to convey the order. He rode to the position of Hale's battalion, all of whom, seeking such slight cover as inequalities of surface afforded, were hotly engaged, gave the customary salute to its commander, who was lying among his men, and began the familiar formula, “the colonel's compliments and he directs”—when observing that no response was given, he looked more intently and saw that he was saluting the dead. Near Hale lay his adjutant, Lieutenant J. W. Biddle, 7th Cavalry, worthy son of a brave sire who had given his life in the War for the Union.

Meantime, with courage and good judgment, Lieutenant McClernand,21 commanding a troop of the 2nd Cavalry, had gathered in the herd of eight hundred ponies which the Indians who escaped at the first charge tried to rescue. The hot fire and the short range had wrought terrible havoc. Within the first half hour, twenty percent of the attacking force was laid low, and an unusual percentage was killed outright, but neither party would yield. The Indians dug cellarlike pits which protected them from direct fire.

Another charge was ordered, and led by Captain Carter of the 5th Infantry,22 a portion of that regiment sprang boldly forward, penetrated the village, and inflicted a severe loss, but thirty-five percent of the attacking party fell in less time than is required to describe its heroic action.

It was evident that success at such a price would be too costly. The courageous and skilful defense and the excellent arms of the Indians, many of whom had magazine guns and some of whom used explosive bullets, rendered it necessary to adopt the methods of a siege in subduing them.

The skillful and brave conduct of Sgt. John McHugh, 5th Infantry, who commanded the artillery detachment and who had distinguished himself at Wolf Mountain, January 8, 1877, deserves especial attention. The command was virtually a heavy skirmish line without reserves, and McHugh, regardless of personal exposure, crowded his artillery, one small Hotchkiss breech-loader and a twelve-pounder, close upon the line, and deliberately loaded and fired. The exigencies of transportation permitted but few twelve-pounder shells. Those few were so skillfully planted that every one of them told.

On October 1, the second day of the battle, some willingness to surrender appeared, but not till October 5 did the surrender occur. Joseph handed his rifle to Colonel Miles and, with the dignity that well became his handsome figure and noble mien, pointed impressively to the sun and said, “From where the sun now stands I fight no more against the white man.” Four hundred and eighteen Indians surrendered; fifty-seven were killed or wounded during fight and siege; 105, including Joseph's daughter, escaped when the troops charged, and reached Dominion Territory.

The captives were taken first to Kansas and then to Indian Territory. Nearly seven years later, when Colonel Miles had received promotion and was commanding the Department of Columbia, he at last succeeded in having Joseph and the remnant of his band returned to the vicinity of their old home.23

The troops killed at the battle of Bear's Paw lie side by side in the ceaseless comradeship of a soldiers’ grave on the field where they fought shoulder to shoulder; like so many other brave men who fell in the “Battle of Civilization,” they are unknown or forgotten by those who profited by their victories. In his annual report for 1877, Colonel Miles summarized thus the operations of his troops for the year ending with October: “Distance marched, over four thousand miles. Besides much property captured and destroyed, 1,600 animals were taken. Upwards of seven thousand Indians were killed, captured, forced to surrender, or driven out of the country.”
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The surrender of Chief Joseph to Colonel Miles NELSON A. MILES, PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS AND OBSERVATIONS

DRIVING THE SIOUX UNDER THE YOKE

Having been sent by Colonel Miles on a peaceful mission to Dominion Territory, in the spring of 1878, I heard that Sitting Bull, so far from coming to the rescue of the besieged Nez Perces, was so terrified by the proximity of the command of “Bear Coat,” as the Indians called Colonel Miles, because of a fur-trimmed coat that he wore, that he pulled up stakes and fled incontinently northward. In February 1878, his following moved south of the boundary, and Colonel Miles made preparations to attack him; he had already sent out his supply train with escort, when a telegram from Washington ordered him back.

One of the conditions of the successes of 1876–1877 was the absence of speedy communication. That helpful lack had now been hurtfully supplied and the method adopted of conducting campaigns from a point so remote that prompt and intelligent use of the varying conditions at the scene of hostilities could not be made. But though the expedition north of the Missouri was suspended, the entire section south of that river was tranquil and safe. As indicating this, I may relate that on my return from the Dominion in the summer of 1878, accompanied only by one scout, I journeyed across country from Fort Peck to Fort Keogh without seeing an Indian, and was assured of their absence by the quiet grazing of tens of thousands of buffalo, among which we rode by day and camped at night.

Taking advantage of this period of quiet, Colonel Miles started out with a party to visit Yellowstone Park in August 1878, but while on the way, learned that another band of Indians from beyond the mountains was coming into his district, over the route followed by Joseph the year before. These were the Bannocks from southern Idaho. Sending the ladies and guests of the pleasure party forward on their journey, he took twenty men of the 5th Infantry and fifteen Crow scouts, and started up Clark's Fork to intercept the invaders. On September 4, he surprised the camp, and in the brief fight, 11 Indians were killed and the remainder of the band captured, also their animals, numbering 250. The loss of the attacking party was small in numbers, but among the killed was Capt. Andrew S. Bennett,24 5th Infantry, a most meritorious officer.

The winter of 1878–79 passed without any general movement of the command, but, as was said of a president of the United States whose term of office covered a period of great excitement, it might be said of Sitting Bull on our northern border that “he sat there like a poultice, drawing all the bad humors to a head.”

The recalling of the expedition of February 1878 was practically an abandonment to the hostiles of the valleys of Milk River and other northern effluents of the Missouri in Montana, and they became Sitting Bull's domain, with friendly territory to the north, and there were assembled not only the United States Indians who were hostile, but also Indians and half-breeds from north of the line, making a total of some five thousand, with thousands of ponies. The half-breeds became a supply train of ammunition. It was evident at last, even at the seat of government thousands of miles away, that some stop must be put to the progress of affairs in that direction, and in June 1879, the order came. In the spring, the Indian's fancy lightly turns to thoughts of war. The buffaloes, in that olden time, roamed in great herds, “beef on the hoof” without limit, and the grass made the ponies fat, while the broad rivers were booming with the melting snows of the mountains, delaying the movement of troops and trains, whereas in the winter the frozen streams afforded smooth and easy roadway to troops and supplies, and the improvident enemy and their starved ponies were least prepared for activity. Colonel Miles's force, when assembled at Fort Peck, consisted of seven companies of the 5th Infantry mounted on the ponies captured in earlier expeditions, seven troops of the 2nd Cavalry, two companies of the 6th Infantry, and an artillery detachment, besides surrendered Indian and white scouts, a total of about eight hundred, much the largest command that he ever led against Indians.

On July 17, the advance guard, two companies and Indian scouts, commanded by 1st Lt. W. P. Clark,25 2nd Cavalry, attacked a band of more than three hundred Indians near Frenchman's Creek, and after a sharp fight, drove them back for twelve miles upon their main body, which, issuing out, surrounded the advance. It is doubtful whether Philo ever felt a qualm of fear; he could not have been blamed if he had on this occasion experienced it, for the immense host was encircling him, and but for the rapid advance of Miles and the main command, he would probably not have survived to give his graphic account of the charge that came thundering to his rescue.

The charge was a splendid spectacle and a most efficient one; the hostiles abandoning their property fled precipitately from the field. But the forty-ninth parallel, which interposed no obstacle to the hostiles, whether advancing to depredate or retreating before the troops, was an insuperable barrier to those troops and prevented such pursuit as alone could result in success. The half-breeds, with their supply train of unique and indigenous carts, quaintly fashioned of wood and rawhide without a scrap of iron, received the next attention, and more than eight hundred were arrested and a check put to their traffic.

While, for reasons already stated, this expedition could not achieve an immediate success, it yet so impressed the hostiles with the efficiency and ubiquity of the command that it largely contributed to produce the result desired. The succeeding months witnessed no general hostile movement; occasional raiding parties of Indians appeared and were hotly pursued, killed, captured, or dispersed by the troops that were kept ever alert and ready to start out in any direction at any time of day or night.

In the summer and autumn of 1880, large and important surrenders to Colonel Miles were made, the Indians breaking off from Sitting Bull's camp and coming [with] their own chiefs to Fort Keogh. In this way, Spotted Eagle and Broad Trail or Big Road, Rain-in-the-Face, Kicking Bear, Short Bull, etc., and their followers came in, and many others, but perhaps the most widely known of the Indians who thus surrendered was Rain-in-the-Face.26 Fierce savage though he doubtless was, he exhibited marked susceptibilities to the softer vanities of life, took especial pleasure in arraying himself in gaudy attire, and with face highly colored, and having on it a row of simulated raindrops, would “preserve that expression” and “look pleasant” over and over while the photographer “took” him.

These Indians, numbering some fifteen hundred, also a considerable part of those who had surrendered earlier, were sent in 1881 by a fleet of steamboats to their agencies on the Missouri in Dakota. Colonel Miles had exhibited towards them those qualities which secured their loyalty and confidence. He had conquered them in battle, kept inviolate faith with them in council, treated them justly, trusted and protected them as captives, and during the months of 1879 and 1880, while keeping every trail hot with detachments in pursuit of the hostiles, had inaugurated a regime of peace and goodwill among those who were camped about Fort Keogh.

Dropping the implements of warfare, they took hold of plow, hoe, and shovel, made roads, broke the soil, and planted and so made a hopeful start on “the white man's road.” When the order for their removal came, they clustered about Capt. E. P. Ewers,27 5th Infantry, who had had immediate charge of them from the first and had ably seconded and executed Colonel Miles's plans for their welfare, and with tears streaming down their cheeks, besought him to take everything they owned and allow them to remain. Every member of the old campaigning force felt a keen and kindly interest in them. There was not alone the feeling of humanity, but of comradeship; for many of them, as enlisted scouts, had marched and fought with the troops, and some of them bear the scars of wounds received while fighting for the United States.

The surrender of those who had flocked to Sitting Bull's standard at last took from him the power to assert himself as a great chief. While proof cannot in the nature of the case be adduced, there is little room for doubt that the long tarry of those Indians north of the boundary was brought about by a corrupt alliance of one official with the traders in the Northwest Territory who profited greatly by trading with them. At last, deserted by all but his immediate family following, too weak and ill-supplied to maintain a hostile attitude, too poor by the sale or robbery of his effects to tempt the cupidity of those who graphically describe themselves as “not on the frontier for their health,” Sitting Bull surrendered at Fort Buford, at the mouth of the Yellowstone, July 20, 1881. The combination in his mien of the grandeur of the great prince in misfortune and the thriftiness of the showman was irresistibly funny. Holding himself in sorrowful reserve within his tepee, he stationed one of his young men at the entrance to collect a quarter of a dollar from each one of the throng of eager visitors.

Colonel Miles was promoted in December 1880, which severed his connection with the 5th Infantry. Of that relation, which existed for eleven and a half years, it falls quite within the truth to say [that] no command was ever more ably led; no commander was ever more loyally and bravely followed.

THE CAPTURE OF GERONIMO'S APACHES

General Miles was now assigned to the command of the Department of the Columbia, including Alaska, Washington, and Oregon, and nearly all of Idaho. Before assuming it, he was employed on a commission to the Indian Territory and on other duty in the east. He went to his new headquarters, Vancouver Barracks, in the summer of 1881. He secured the return to their former home of Joseph's band of Nez Perces, who were unhappy in the Indian Territory.

In the summer of 1885, there were indications of serious trouble in the Indian Territory, growing out of the conflict between the interests of the owners of immense herds of cattle grazing in that territory and of the Indians whose reservations were thus made a grazing ground, and the president summoned General Miles from the extreme Northwest to the Department of the Missouri, with headquarters at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, in which department the Indian Territory is situated. One-fourth of the army was assembled under his orders, and by its disposition in posts and camps near the scene of the difficulty, peace was maintained, and there opened before the general the prospect of a quiet residence at that most attractive post Fort Leavenworth, which had been his army home for several years while he was colonel of the 5th Infantry.


But on April 2, 1886, he was sent to command the Department of Arizona to relieve General Crook. And so, a second time within nine months, the president had, through the War Department, assigned to him a new and most difficult task.

The conditions of success were wholly unlike those which obtained in the Sioux War. In the Northwest, the great numbers of the enemy and the intensity of the cold were the two chief obstacles to be overcome, whereas in the Southwest, the hostile force was small and so easily eluded pursuers, and the temperature was torrid. Heat, barrenness, jagged mountain cliffs, steep-walled canyons, scant water or the utter absence of it, these multiplied a hundredfold the prowess of the wily Apaches, who had been accustomed for generations to defy these obstacles, to sustain life under these hard conditions, and for years to prey upon the peaceful inhabitants who lived a pastoral or agricultural life on the open plains or along the rivers, or mined the rich ores of the mountains.

Devastating impartially on both sides of the boundary, Arizona, New Mexico, and northern Mexico were laid under rude tribute by these lithe and active savages, who moved so rapidly and stealthily that the fancied security growing out of a period of tranquility was often the precursor of destruction, robbery, and death. This insecurity and alarm had terrorized the citizens of the territories and caused, on the part of many, an abandonment of their ordinary industrial pursuits. Two tasks confronted him: to capture or destroy the Indians who were actively hostile, led by Geronimo and Naiche,28 and to repress and control those who, through sympathy and relationship with the hostiles, and through instinct and experience, were ready to take the warpath and swell the tide of devastation. The mountains and the sun, the first the strongholds of the savages and almost impassable obstacles to the troops, the latter the cause of the desertlike dryness and the intolerable heat which augmented the difficulties of campaigning almost to the point of impossibility, were made his allies, the eyes of his command, and the carriers of swift messages. By a system of heliograph signals, communications were sent with almost incredible swiftness; in one instance, a message traveled seven hundred miles in four hours. The messages, flashed by mirrors from peak to peak of the mountains, disheartened the Indians as they crept stealthily or rode swiftly through the valleys, assuring them that all their arts and craft had not availed to conceal their trails, that troops were pursuing them and others awaiting them. The telescopes of the vigilant members of the Signal Corps, who garrisoned the rudely built but impregnable works on the mountains, permitted no movement by day, no cloud of dust even in the valleys below, to escape attention. Little wonder that the Indians thought that the powers of the unseen world were confederated against them.

Fortunately there was a treaty which permitted our troops to pursue the Indians into Mexico, and so the international boundary did not, as in the Northwest, interpose to protect them until they had refitted and recuperated. General Miles organized a special force of picked cavalry and infantry, scouts and guides, under Capt. H. W. Lawton, 4th Cavalry,29 to pursue the hostiles whenever they should take to Mexican Territory.
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Lieutenant Gatewood persuades Geronimo to surrender. W. F. BEYER, DEEDS OF VALOR

Geronimo did not permit this well-devised machine to rust from disuse. In truth, before it was fully in order, he put it to the test, making a blood red trail from a point 150 miles within the Mexican Territory and invading ours on April 27, just fifteen days after General Miles had taken command. The trail was taken up, in succession, by twenty-five different commands or detachments representing four regiments, each detachment inspired by the energy expressed in a paragraph of General Miles's order in which he said, “Commanding officers are expected to continue a pursuit until capture or until they are assured a fresh command is on the trail.” This vigorous pursuit and the five encounters with different commands convinced the Indians that Arizona afforded them no place of security, and they hurried from its borders to the supposed inaccessible fastnesses of the Sierra Madre in Mexico. Though the contests of forces so small may not merit the name of battle, yet in no battle have the participants incurred greater risks or evinced a higher degree of heroism. Captain Lebo30 of the 10th Cavalry, after a hot pursuit of two hundred miles, brought the Indians to bay, and there ensued a spirited contest just within the Mexican Territory, in which Lieutenant Powhatan H. Clarke31 of the 10th Cavalry, then recently from the classrooms and the drill ground of West Point, distinguished himself by rushing forward at the risk of his life and bearing to a place of safety a wounded veteran soldier who lay helpless under a sharp fire of the enemy. A like act of heroism was a few days later exhibited under similar circumstances by 1st Sgt. Samuel Adams of the 4th Cavalry, of the command of Captain Hatfield32 of that regiment.

Lawton's command (with its sixty days’ supplies on pack mules) now took up the trail. The rough nature of the country and the absence of grass and water made it impossible to employ cavalry in a long, continued pursuit. Assistant Surgeon Leonard Wood,33 who for a part of the time added to his professional duties the command of the infantry of Lawton's force, gives a graphic description of the country and of the chase. He writes,

Sonora, taken as a whole, is a continuous mass of mountains of the most rugged and broken character. Range follows range with hardly an excuse for a valley. It produces nothing save a few wild fruits, cactus, and more or less of game. Troops operating in these sections are dependent for all supplies on pack trains. Such is the roughness of the country in some portions that even these cannot pass through. Water is scanty and often of poor quality. Grass almost wanting during the dry season. The heat is intense, often reaching 120 degrees Fahrenheit.

Of the Apaches of Geronimo's band, he says,

Mountaineers from infancy, they found little difficulty in passing through the roughest country. The cactus and various roots furnished food; water or its equivalent was also furnished by the former plant; rats, mice, rabbits, and deer contributing the meat ration, also the horse when forced as far as he could carry his rider. During the latter part of June and July, it was my good fortune to command the infantry. In the detachment of Companies D and K, 8th Infantry, were men who had served in India and South Africa, and in their opinion, this was by far the hardest and roughest service they had ever seen. Infantry on this expedition marched in drawers and undershirts. I do not remember seeing a pair of blue trousers put on after once wearing the lighter articles mentioned above.


Through such a region, and with such drafts upon the strength and fortitude of the men, this force kept up the pursuit during the intolerable heat of that summer of ’86, and with such steadfastness and skill that no craft or device of the savages could throw them off the trail or secure to the pursued an hour's respite. The extreme southern point of pursuit was three hundred miles south of the international boundary, and its tortuous windings spread a network of intersecting trails over the mountains and canyons of Sonora. At last (September 4) the Indians, worn out, surrendered. This band was sent ultimately to Alabama. The conduct of Lieutenant C. B. Gatewood,34 6th Cavalry, in going unattended by troops into the camp of the hostiles and demanding their surrender, must be recorded as a conspicuous instance of the fortitude which at the call of duty defies danger.

Simultaneously with the winding up of the Geronimo and Naiche campaign and the deporting of them and their followers, the four hundred Warm Spring and Chiricahua Indians at Fort Apache, who were thought to be ready for an outbreak, were also hurried from the territory which they had harried and devastated for years. The citizens of Arizona indicated their appreciation of General Miles's services by presenting to him a richly ornamented sword.

THE MESSIAH DISTURBANCE

When the foregoing was written, more than a year ago, the “Messiah craze” was beginning to attract the attention of those who were intently observing Indian affairs. It was asserted that Mormon influence was active in stirring up dissatisfaction. The craze took shape from what was, unfortunately, an always present feeling with the Indians—hunger. The Messiah was not only to annihilate the invading whites, but to bring back the boundless herds of buffalo, which but a decade ago were the Indians’ preferred food. The nonprogressive, inveterately wild Indians, of whom Sitting Bull was the best known, saw in the disaffection and hallucination an opportunity to recover their fast-waning power; and the boys and young men, who had grown up in a period of peace and had listened to the recital of the deeds of their sires under the old regime, burned with zeal to emulate them.

At that time, General Miles was in command of the military division which included our entire Pacific coast. Before the Indian trouble culminated, changes of command fortunately brought him from the West to the interior and placed him in command of the Division of the Missouri, in which are all of the Sioux, thousands of whom had surrendered to him during his campaigns of 1876–80, and among whom the craze was the most menacing. With his customary foresight, Colonel Miles formed plans and issued orders whose careful execution would have illustrated the beneficent work of a disciplined force, not only in preventing violence, but also in protecting noncombatants and their property. Even a partial execution of his plans afforded this protection; during the trouble, from November 15, 1890 to January 25, 1891, not a person was killed by Indians outside the boundaries of an Indian reservation, and the homes and property of adjacent settlers were unmolested.

Doubtless one of Sitting Bull's own race would call him an unbending patriot. “The Great Spirit made me an Indian and did not make me an Agency Indian,” he proudly asserted to Colonel Miles under a flag of truce in the fall of 1876, when backed up by a thousand braves. There are, however, but two goals for the Indians: civilization or annihilation. Sitting Bull has the latter, as doubtless he would have preferred. He was killed December 15, 1890, by men of his own race who were enforcing against him the orders of the whites, whom he hated. Captain Fechet,35 of the 8th Cavalry, who brought a force to the support of the agency police, took charge of the body, which was not mutilated nor scalped; he had it carried to Fort Yates, North Dakota, where it was decently buried in a coffin. Whatever the opinion entertained as to Sitting Bull and his taking off, inasmuch as his influence tended always to embroil his following with the dominant race, his death will doubtless result in benefit to his own people.

For every Indian war, there is a cause; too often that cause has been bad policy, bad faith, bad conduct, or blundering on the part of the whites. This sketch has simply recognized the fact of war and sought to give a true, though necessarily an inadequate, statement as to the means used by one commander to conduct his Indian campaigns to their uniformly successful issue. Given the fact of war, whatever the cause, the soldier must secure peace, even if he fights to win it. For the savage of today, as for civilized man not so many centuries ago, an enemy and his wife and children have no rights. The recognition of this fact would prevent much misconception as to the character of Indians. If I have not, in these sketches, indicated sufficiently the friendly feeling which, in common with nearly all army men, I feel for the Indians, not only friendly feeling but admiration for many of their qualities, I cannot hope to do so in a brief paragraph. The American people, those who really wish and hope to save the Indians from extinction or degradation, must be prepared to use great patience and summon all their wisdom. Indians (the men) naturally look upon the arts of peace very much as the knights of the past ages did. War is their pastime; by it come glory, honor, leadership. It is unlikely that the place of the Indians as peaceful citizens will approach their place as warriors. “Justice and judgment,” the one to protect, the other justly to punish them, have been too greatly lacking. It remains yet to be seen whether the future will be better than the past.






General Crook in the Indian Country

JOHN G. BOURKE1
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There must be many readers of The Century who are old enough to have seen in the geographies maps that described the vast region between the Missouri River and the Pacific Ocean as the “Great American Desert—inhabited by various wild tribes”; there may be others who even recall the debates in Congress which demonstrated the inutility, the absurdity, the extravagance of attempting to traverse this wasteland by railroad and telegraph lines; but on the other hand, there must be a good-sized legion, scarcely yet old enough to begin the battle of life in dead earnest, who have heard the cheap jokes upon the pretensions of the young western communities that are rising into vigorous health upon this same “American Desert.” To all these classes of readers, my remarks may be directed in the confidence that they will listen with interest to one who has seen the last of the buffalo and the last of the savage tribes—who has looked upon the bleak prairie touched by the wand of Progress and seen great cities spring into life over the burrows of the prairie dog and the coyote, and the “Great Desert” of fable, spanned by the iron rail, become golden with the tasseled glories of Kansas cornfields, plethoric with the promise of Wyoming and Montana, green with the interminable fertility of Nebraska.

The progress of the great West has been so phenomenally rapid that it astonishes no one so much as him who has watched this development going on under his own eyes. It sounds indeed like a fairy tale to read that the supposed barren area west of the Missouri is now sending to market more than six hundred million bushels of the cereals annually; that the cotton crop of Texas is over one million bales; that Nevada has poured into the Treasury of the Union $400,000,000 of bullion; that Montana and Colorado have become rich and progressive states, extracting treasure in immense quantities from the bowels of the earth; that the oil wells of Wyoming are attracting the attention of capitalists; and that the tin mines of the Black Hills are knocking at the doors of Congress, demanding to be recognized in the revision of the tariff.

To describe some of the more important military movements of General Crook, which had an important bearing on the transformation effected over the larger portion of the area indicated, is the purpose of this article. In brief space, I shall strive to trace out for the general reader all he may desire to know, at the same time marking for the special student of military affairs the lines along which his investigations may be safely and profitably pursued.

If the reader will open an atlas and examine upon the proper map the topography of the region at the point of junction of the states of California, Nevada, and Idaho, he will find a number of lakes—Harney, Goose, Malheur, Abert, and others; the Malheur, John Day, and Owyhee Rivers; the Steen's Mountain; and all other places to be mentioned in the first part of this sketch, over which roamed an unsubdued and apparently indomitable band of savages, generally classed as Paiutes, but including in their ranks some Shoshones, Bannocks, and even renegade Modocs.

These Indians had waged bitter persecution upon the immigrants from the first days of the discovery of gold in California. Punishment had been threatened with frequency and attempted with spasmodic energy, but had invariably proved abortive from the peculiar tactics adopted by these wily savages, who never combined except to attack, and who, being pursued, scattered in every direction and led the regular cavalry or the volunteers from the mining camps in a will-o'-the-wisp chase which ended in disappointment and disgust in the lava beds of northern California or the sagebrush-covered alkali deserts on the line of northern Nevada. These savages, it may be well to state, were related to the great Shoshone family, which enveloped the North American continent in crescentic curve from the missions of southern California to the “Bolson de Mapimi” in the northern part of the Mexican Republic, where the fierce Comanches held undisputed sway.

The dominion of the Paiute and Shoshone or Snake had been exercised so long and so uninterruptedly over northern Nevada, northeast California, northeast Oregon, and western Idaho that the miners seeking to develop the rich mineral deposits of those vast regions had become almost reconciled to the situation and had begun to look upon the presence of hostile Indians as something to counterbalance the glorious climate of which so much has been said, until in 1866, the savages, somewhat more daring than usual, attacked and massacred the last of a party of eighty-six Chinamen on their way to the mines near Boise, when even frontier stoicism and military apathy were roused into a semblance of vitality, and everybody agreed with owl-like solemnity that something must be done. But who was to do it? Who was to bell this cat that, with the subtlety of the serpent, the agility of the tiger, and the cruelty of both, preyed upon ranchos and mines and wagon trains? Fortunately the question suggested its own answer, and without a dissentient voice that answer was George Crook, an officer whose youth had been decorated with laurels in this very region, and who now, returned from the superadded glories of his campaigns in Virginia and Tennessee, was present in the full flush and vigor of mind and body to undertake the solution of the problem upon which such vast and varied interests depended.


He lost not a moment, but set out with his troops from The Dalles in Oregon, in the dreary winter of 1866, and moved with several converging columns, each able to take care of itself under any and all circumstances, upon the center of the zone of operations—old Camp Warner, in southeastern Oregon.

His plans were simple and comprehensible: to get into the center of operations, and thence to move out, as necessity dictated, in any and every direction, securing the advantage of operating on interior lines and of conducting movements which would allow the enemy no rest. Each column was provided with an effective train of pack mules, and with a corps of Indian guides, selected first from among the Wascos and Warm Springs (allied to the Modocs) and latterly from the Bannocks and the Shoshones.

The first results of this campaign were more important in disciplining and hardening Crook's officers and men, in teaching them that military operations could be conducted in the severest of seasons and that, with the aid of Indian scouts, the wiliest of savages could eventually be brought to bay and forced to a fight, than productive of decisive results; or, to be more exact, just as such results were on the eve of fruition, the Paiutes, who had already lost twenty warriors killed and had succeeded in killing only two of our scouts, and who were beginning to see that the Americans had placed a new man at the helm, were fortunate enough, during a very cold, stormy winter's night, to stampede Crook's herd of horses and mules, and set the major portion of his command on foot. He patiently began all his work over again, sent to The Dalles for a remount, and devoted the late spring and early summer of 1867 to breaking in the broncos to saddle and pack. His efforts were ably and intelligently seconded by those of the command who had been out under his orders during the preceding winter, belonging to detachments of the 1st and 8th Cavalry and the 9th and 23rd Infantry, and before summer was half over, Crook was once more in the saddle.

Warner Lake, on the east side of which Crook was encamped at this time, is a long, narrow sheet of water, lying due north and south, of no great depth and very constricted at its middle point. The savages had always been on the lookout for military expeditions rounding either extremity of this lake, but Crook conceived the idea of building a causeway of rock across the narrow neck and was successful beyond anticipation. The work was finished in less time than had been expected, and the troops were across and making rapid and stealthy night marches in the direction of the enemy before their presence was suspected. This may be called, so far as this article is concerned, the beginning of the campaign.

The Indian scouts were kept from one to two days in advance and covered not only the front of the columns, but fifty miles of the country on each flank. All marching was made by night, and the general direction was towards the lava beds of northern California. The bronco mules and horses were the source of great anxiety, as they were likely at any moment to stampede or to make off into the brush; a number of them did break away and, with the rations they carried, were never again found.


Skirmishes occurred each day between the advance of the Indian scouts and the hostiles, Crook being careful not to march the same distance on two consecutive days. Some days, or nights rather, he would advance so far, and the next march would be twice as far. On one occasion, the march began at sundown and lasted through the night and all the next day until close on to sunset, the command halting only to tighten cinches. This greatly fatigued officers and men, but it perplexed the enemy and prevented them from calculating accurately upon the place and moment for an ambuscade.

Archie McIntosh,2 a half-breed Indian in charge of the friendly Bannocks, captured two Paiute women engaged in digging camass bulbs, one of the favorite foods of the savages of the Northwest. This capture, however, nearly proved disastrous, as the men of the village to which the squaws belonged made a bold attack upon Archie and the Bannocks, who had foolishly undertaken to fight a foe of unknown strength without waiting for the arrival of the cavalry support, which had been purposely kept at a distance, although only a short distance, in the rear.

The condition of the whole command was by this time distressing. Over three hundred miles had been marched from the base of supplies at Camp Warner, nearly all of it by night; the men were fatigued and disheartened by constant but profitless skirmishing with an enemy who seemed proof against all wiles and blandishments to coax him into a general engagement; everybody was in rags, and in the thinnest of rags at that, since the movement had begun during the heat of summer, and the freezing snows of early winter were now falling; horses and mules were worn down, rations were about exhausted, and there was nothing to show for it all but twelve dead Indians.

Then it was that his subordinates began to notice one of Crook's peculiarities which he retained through life. He held his first “council of war.” Crook's councils of war differed from those of any other general, living or dead. He never asked anyone for an opinion, never gave one of his own, but taking his rifle in hand, strolled a short distance away from camp, sat down under a rock, crossed one knee over the other, clasped his arms about his shins, and occasionally rubbed the tip of his nose with the back of his right hand. This last was the infallible sign by which the troops afterward learned to know that one of Crook's councils of war was in progress. He communed with himself; canvassed all the pros and cons of his predicament, and reasoned thus: It was just as far and would be just as tedious to go back as to go forward. The savages must be nearly as worn out as his own people, since they had been kept on the alert for months, uncertain when and where to expect an attack. If he could get away from the treeless, grassless region in which he now was, and make the march to the head of Lost River in the lava beds of northeastern California, as originally intended, he had every reason to look for plenty of wood, grass, and good water on the line, and might fall in with some friendly Modocs who could supply information.


He thought carefully, decided wisely, acted promptly. “Forward!” was the word; Lost River, the objective point. As expected, he discovered an eligible camping ground, with plenty of water, timber, and pasturage, and there he rested his weary command during the greater part of three days. While in this bivouac, he was visited by Captain Jack and other Modocs, who had known Crook when a lieutenant of the 4th Infantry at Fort Jones, California. From them, he extracted the information that the hostile Indians, after scattering, had turned to the southeast and would reunite farther down the country. This Captain Jack was afterward one of the prominent chiefs of the Modocs in their struggle to hold their homes in the lava beds.

Crook resumed his march in the direction indicated, and the next day struck the Paiute trail; this he followed for four days, and upon reaching the East Fork of the Pitt River, at a point where the stream had expanded into a tule swamp, six miles long and one or two miles wide, and impassable for man or beast, the hostiles were suddenly discovered. A charge was made to keep them from taking refuge in the tules. This was successful, and the hostiles were driven up the slope of a hill which began to rise a couple of hundred yards from the swamp. This hill, or bluff, was steep for the first two or three hundred feet and covered with large boulders and chaparral. Above this was a pleasant-looking grassy slope, extending back from one-half to three-quarters of a mile, when it again became rocky and continued on to a belt of timber, scraggy juniper, stunted pine, and mountain mahogany. This belt of timber was seized by the scouts and held by them under strict orders to make no attack until the troops could get into position. The hostiles were seen hurrying from every direction and secreting themselves in a little rim of basalt cropping above the grassy slope between the timbered crest held by the scouts and the swamp below. Crook saw his chance to bring on the general engagement for which he had been anxious so long, but he wondered and wondered what became of all the redskins after reaching that basalt ledge. It curved round his position on three sides of the horizon, he being on the west, and although not four hundred yards from him, effectually concealed every Indian who took refuge in it. Nothing could be seen, and the proximity of the savages was betrayed only by the occasional yelp of a dog or the half-stifled wail of a baby.

The mysterious basalt ledge was understood better after the fight was over. I may anticipate and say here that it was the rim of an extinct crater, broken off at one side, but in the rest of its outline a forbidding mass of cruel basalt, piled up in great masses, impregnable to attack save on the one weak side which Crook's forces had occupied. The name of the Hell Caves or the Infernal Caverns was aptly bestowed and is highly suggestive of the general type of the den in which the Paiutes and Shoshones fondly dreamed they could bid defiance to the world. The crater was not much over two hundred yards from north to south, and probably as much as one hundred and fifty yards from east to west, filled in with slabs of basalt loosely jumbled together in such a manner that the garrison of the place could crawl from point to point in perfect security or, if desirous of rapidly concentrating in presence of an enemy, could come out on the flat upper surface of the slabs and skip from one to another. Following down the devious pathways and trails between these great slabs, one descended sixty feet below the surface to a cave or chamber of fair size, with a floor of volcanic ashes and obsidian sand, and high enough to permit a man to stand erect. Besides the principal chamber, there were several of smaller dimensions connected by galleries along which one had to creep on hands and knees, but all were dimly lighted by narrow, crooked crevices in the roof; there was a small amount of spring water, and passages leading in every direction afforded exits for escape or means for gaining the rear of an attacking party.

The scouts held the position already gained in the narrow fringe of timber to the west, and another along the narrow edge of the tule swamp, while Perry3 with his command of the 1st Cavalry and Madigan4 with his company of the 23rd Infantry made a desperate charge on the east and south sides, respectively. The hostiles, thinking that Crook's whole force had made the charge, ran out on top of the rocks, thus exposing themselves to the fire of our Indian scouts, who crawled down from their first position on the west side to one within a stone's throw of the garrison. But in this first charge, Lieutenant Madigan, a gallant and able soldier, was killed; six or seven men fell with him, and nine were wounded, nearly all in the rush which secured possession of the rim of the crater and changed the fight into a siege. The soldiers were able to throw rocks down into the crater or to fire at any Indian the moment he dared to assert his presence.

The Paiutes had had all the fighting they wanted, and during the night [of September 27, 1867], wriggled their way out through the passages in the rocks beneath the soldiers, scattering to every wind and leaving no trail. How many of them were killed and wounded never could be fully learned; the crater was so full of channels and alleys reaching to all points of the compass that no count could be made. One of the dead bodies found was that of a little baby, strangled by having a forked stick pressed down against its neck, probably to silence its crying while the Indians were sneaking away.

The tactics of the Paiutes now changed completely: Instead of seeking to commit new depredations, they thought only of seclusion and flight. Crook's blood was up, and he was not the man to let go of a task once begun. He returned with his forces to Camp Warner, Oregon, and after caring for his sick and wounded, was again in the field without delay. Winter had set in very early that year, and from September, there had been falls of snow, culminating in a furious storm on November 6, blockading the roads and trails so that the supplies ordered could not get in. A pack train was dispatched to Virginia City, Nevada, 330 miles to the south, to obtain such subsistence stores as were procurable. Scouting parties were kept out from Camps Warner, Bidwell, Harney, Boise (Idaho), and Owyhee; on one of these scouts from Bidwell, Lt. Hayden De Laney5 of the 9th Infantry was severely wounded.


None of these posts could be called Elysium. The quarters of officers and men were exactly alike and were made in this manner: A hole three feet deep was dug in the ground of an area equal to that of the tent which was to cover it; the sides of the excavation were filled in with logs, which were built up for three feet more and then covered with the tent; a smaller hole was broken out at one side for a fireplace and the necessary chimney of sticks covering one another at the angles and daubed with mud. In such palatial residences as these, Mrs. Crook, Mrs. Gilliss, the wife of the quartermaster, Mrs. Pollock, and other ladies who had joined their husbands in this dreary spot were compelled to live all winter.

The snow lay so deep in the mountains that the hostile Indians had no resource but to come down into the valleys, where the troops found and fought them without letup. Captains Harris and Perry of the 1st Cavalry and Kelly of the 8th had very effective engagements in the vicinity of Malheur Lake, driving the enemy over to the Dunder and Blitzen, where Crook's own command caught them and knocked them pretty well to pieces. This was in the month of February 1868. But the snow which lay so deep all over the country, and had been covered with a frozen crust, suddenly melted into mush under the influence of what is known on the coast as a “chinook.” This is a wind from the northwest and north-northwest, tempered by blowing across the Japanese warm current in the Pacific Ocean, and possessing the power of melting and evaporating the hardest and deepest snowdrifts. It was a godsend for the discomfited redskins, but not regarded in the same cheerful light by the soldiers, who were unable to continue pursuit, but floundered back, as best they could, through the mud to Camp Warner. Between this and Bidwell, the frozen snow was in places fifteen feet deep, and as no signs of a chinook had been perceptible in that belt of country, it was hoped that the pack trains sent over to Bidwell for supplies would be able to make their way back to Warner without difficulty. These hopes were not realized. It was only after Herculean exertion that the return trip was completed, fifteen days being occupied in marching less than seventy-five miles, while the packers and their mules were almost dead from exhaustion. In many places, twigs and branches of all kinds, and sagebrush where procurable in the snow, had to be cut and laid on the soft spots to give the mules a footing. Nothing but the consciousness that the garrison at Camp Warner was in dire need of supplies to reopen the campaign kept those in charge of the train from turning back and abandoning the journey.

The moment it reached Camp Warner, Crook resumed his work, and in a severe storm of snow on March 7, 1868, struck the Paiutes another and final blow which brought them to their knees. Before the end of the month, the whole tribe had sued for peace and been granted the terms of unconditional surrender and work. The district thus freed from depredation and disaster was some six hundred miles long by three hundred in breadth and embraced parts of Nevada where the silver industry, pursued under the protection of peace, within the next ten years yielded hundreds of millions of ounces of silver bullion. Wonderful as had been Crook's success in the campaign outlined above, his modesty induced him to regard it as a simple duty performed in obedience to orders, and in all likelihood the outside world would never have heard of it had not General Grant, our greatest soldier, been at the head of military affairs, and soon after in the presidential chair. Accordingly, when the condition of chronic bloodshed in Arizona, always frightful, had become indescribable; when the people of that unfortunate territory, grappling in a death struggle with the astutest and fiercest of all the tribes encountered by the Caucasian since he crossed the Mississippi, had sent up a wail of agony imploring relief, President Grant wasted no time in red tape, but assigned Crook to the command.

I was serving in Arizona for two years before Crook's arrival, which was not until June 1871. I know that a book could be written regarding the black night of despair, unrelieved by the glint of one kindly star, in which all that pertained to that territory was involved. I have in my possession copies of the Arizona newspapers of those years, which are filled with accounts of Apache raids and murders and of counter-raids and counter-murders. No man's life was safe for a moment outside the half dozen large towns, while in the smaller villages and ranchos, sentinels were kept posted by day and packs of dogs were turned loose at night. All travel, even on the main roads, had to be done between sunset and sunrise; the terrorized ranchmen who endeavored to till a few acres of barley or corn in the bottoms did so with cocked revolvers on hip and loaded rifles slung to the plow handles.

There is a history of this land of Arizona, one full of strange stories of all that is horrible, much that is romantic, and not a little that is beautiful. It is too long to receive even scant attention here, but so much of it is written in blood that perhaps my readers may feel grateful for the omission. The immediate cause of the transfer of Crook to Arizona was the petition abovementioned addressed to General Grant by the settlers, many of whom, having known Crook in California and Nevada, respected his abilities, admired his character, and felt that he was the man for the place. The killing of Lt. H. B. Cushing and a number of his men of the 3rd Cavalry in a most desperate fight with the whole band of Chiricahua Apaches in the Mustang or Whetstone Mountains, and the outrage known as the “Camp Grant massacre,” had given a mournful emphasis to the demands of the people for a change of military administration. In the latter tragedy, Papago Indians led by white men from Tucson, and smarting under the losses of recent raids committed by bands of Apaches still in hostility, had followed the raiders to the reservation at Camp Grant, at the junction of the Arivaipa and the San Pedro, close to which some eight hundred peaceably disposed Apaches were living under what they supposed to be the shelter of the American flag, and had there butchered scores of women and children in cold blood.
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The Apaches are coming! HARPER'S WEEKLY 1890


There are two great divisions of Indians in Arizona—those who cut the front hair at the level of the eyebrows, and those that do not. The latter belong to the widely disseminated Apache-Navajo family, one of the branches of the Tinneh stock which has conquered its way down from the circumpolar regions of the north, where many bands speaking the same language still live on the effluents of the Yukon in Alaska, of the Mackenzie in the Dominion of Canada, and of the Great Bear and Great Slave Lakes in the same desolate region. The other tribes of Arizona are, or have been until a comparatively recent period, sedentary Indians, who in manners, customs, and personal appearance strongly resemble the Pueblos of New Mexico. Among these are to be named the Cocopahs and Yumas, living on the lower Colorado and at the mouth of the Gila; the Maricopas and Pimas, on the Gila at or near the Big Bend; the Papagos, of the same language as the Pimas, but brought into the Christian fold by Jesuit missionaries nearly two centuries ago; the Mojaves, who plant in the lowlands of the Colorado below the Grand Canyon; the Moquis, who live in houses of stone on the apexes of lofty cliffs, and who are a patient, industrious set of farmers of a very religious turn of mind. Their “Snake Dance,” in which live rattlers are carried in the mouths of the medicine men, occurs biennially and is an invocation to their rain gods for help for their crops. I was the first white man to describe it, which I did after one of my visits to their villages in 1881.6

The Navajo differs from the Apache only in having absorbed whole communities of Pueblos and in having come to a considerable degree under the influence of Catholic missionaries of the Franciscan order, who supplied him with horses, sheep, peach trees, and other necessaries which gradually brought about a change in his character. He has become not only a grazier, but a weaver and a silversmith, and of the wool of his flocks makes blankets which delight the eyes with the beauty of their designs and comfort the body by the solidity of their texture. But the Apache stands as one of the divisions of the American aborigines (the others being the Lacandones of Guatemala and the Araucanians of Chili) who scorned the religious teachings and despised the military power of the Castilian, and the Apache differs from these others not only in having kept his own boundaries intact, but in having raided and plundered without cessation since the days of Cortez, over a zone of the viceroyalty of Mexico or New Spain, which was greater in area than the territory of Germany, Italy, France, and Great Britain put together, and comprehended the southwestern corner of what we now call Colorado, half of Texas, all of Arizona, New Mexico, Chihuahua, Coahuila, Sonora, and Durango, and on occasion, even as far south as Zacatecas.

Physically, the Apache is perfect; he might be a trifle taller for artistic effect, but his apparent “squattiness” is due more to great girth of chest than to diminutive stature. His muscles are hard as bone, and I have seen one light a match on the sole of his naked foot. Twenty years ago, when Crook took him in hand, the Apache had few wants and cared for no luxuries. War was his business, his life, and victory his dream. To attack a Mexican camp or isolated village and run off a herd of cattle, mules, or sheep, he would gladly travel hundreds of miles, incurring every risk and displaying a courage which would have been extolled in an historical novel as having happened in a raid by Highlanders upon Southrons; but when it was your stock, or your friend's stock, it became quite a different matter. He wore no clothing whatever save a narrow piece of calico or buckskin about the loins; a helmet, also of buckskin, plentifully crested with the plumage of the wild turkey and eagle; and long-legged moccasins, held to the waist by a string and turned up at the toes in a shield which protected him from stones and “cholla” cactus. If he felt thirsty, he drank from the nearest brook; if there was no brook nearby, he went without, and putting a stone or a twig in his mouth to induce a flow of saliva, journeyed on. When he desired to communicate with friends at home or to put himself in correspondence with persons whose cooperation had been promised, he rubbed two sticks together, and dense signal smoke rolled to the zenith and was answered from peaks twenty and thirty miles away. By nightfall, his bivouac was pitched at a distance from water, generally on the flank of a rocky mountain, along which no trail would be left, and up which no force of cavalry could hope to ascend without making noise enough to wake the dead.

Such was Arizona, and such in meager description was the Apache Indian, in June 1871, when Crook was pitted against him. Of the American troops and their officers in general, nothing can fairly be said but words of praise: They were conscientious, brave, energetic, and intelligent; anxious to do their whole duty, but not acquainted with every foot of the ground as the Apaches were. In a word, they were not savages.

To fight savages successfully, one of two things must be done—either the savages must be divided into hostile bands and made to fight each other, or the civilized soldier must be trained down as closely as possible to the level of the savage. No matter how well disposed or how brave and bright a soldier might be, it took time and attention to teach him how to take care of himself in face of so subtle an enemy as the Apache. Under our then system of recruiting from the slums of the great cities, our army often got very inferior material, and generally any candidate was accepted whose chest measurement, weight, and stature were in accordance with official requirements. I know that many an officer's heart sank within him when, on glancing over the muster roll of a detachment of recruits assigned to his troop, he read some such legend as this: “Maloney, age 29, born in Clonakilty, occupation when enlisted, umbrella maker; Potztausend, etc., etc., born in Germany, occupation, etc., brewer”—and reflected upon the amount of instruction and setting up of every kind the man would require before he could be trusted with even the apparently unimportant duty of riding from post to post with dispatches.
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At the date of which I am now writing, General Crook was an ideal soldier in every sense. He stood about six feet in his stockings, was straight as an arrow, broad-shouldered, lithe, sinewy as a cat, and able to bear any amount of any kind of fatigue. It mattered not under what guise vicissitude and privation came, they never seemed to affect him. Hunger and thirst, rain or sunshine, snow and cold, the climbing up or down of rugged, slippery mountains, or the monotonous march, day after day, along deserts bristling with spines of the cactus, Spanish bayonet, mescal, and palo verde—his placid equanimity was never disturbed in the slightest degree. He was at that period of his life, fond of taking his rifle and wandering off on his trusty mule alone in the mountains. At sunset, he would picket his animal to a mesquite bush near grass, make a little fire, cook some of the game he had killed, erect a small “windbreak” of brush and flat stones such as the Indians make, cut an armful of twigs for a bed, wrap himself up in his blanket, and sleep till the first peep of dawn.

“You ask me to tell you about Indians,” said an old Apache chief whom I was boring about some ethnological matter—“go to the Nantan [the Chief—Crook's name abbreviated]; he'll tell you. He's more of an Indian than I am.”

But Crook did not go on “tiswin” sprees like the Apaches; he never touched stimulants in any form unless it might be something prescribed by a physician; he never drank coffee and rarely tasted tea. Milk was his favorite beverage, when he could get it, and pure water when he could not.

His personal appearance was impressive, but without the slightest suggestion of the pompous and overdressed military man; he was plain as an old stick and looked more like an honest country squire than the commander of a warlike expedition. He had blue-gray eyes, quick and penetrating in glance, a finely chiseled Roman nose, a firm and yet kindly mouth, a well-arched head, a good brow, and a general expression of indomitable resolution, honest purpose, sagacity, and good intentions. He had an aversion to wearing [a] uniform and to the glitter and filigree of the military profession. He was essentially a man of action and spoke but little, and to the point, but was fond of listening to the conversation of others. He was at all times accessible to the humblest soldier or the poorest “prospector,” without ever losing a certain dignity which repelled familiarity but had no semblance of haughtiness. He never used profanity and indulged in no equivocal language.

Probably no officer of equal rank in our army issued fewer orders or letters of instructions. “Example is always the best general order,” he said to me once when we were seated side by side on a fallen log in the lower Powder Valley, Montana, in a most exasperating drizzle of rain in the summer of 1876. It certainly was true of campaigning in Arizona, and no officer or soldier hesitated to endure any hardship when he saw the commanding general at the head of the column eating the same rations as himself and not carrying enough extra clothing to wad a shotgun. There is one character in American history whom Crook, saving his better education and broader experience, very strongly resembled—and that is Daniel Boone.

The vacillating policy of the government towards the Apaches hampered and delayed Crook's operations for more than twelve months. During the interval, he traveled on mule back over hundreds of miles of the roughest mountains in his new department, and familiarized himself with its topographical features in a manner that could never be learned from maps; he visited the various reservations and made the personal acquaintance of many of the chiefs and headmen upon whose assistance he would have to count when the hour of struggle came.

There was a considerable element among the Apaches strongly inclined towards peace with the whites and opposed to the idea of being drawn into complications with those of their own tribe who preferred to resort to hostilities. Among the peaceably disposed were chiefs like One-Eyed Miguel, who in his own language was called Skopus, “The Strong Man”; Esh-kel-dah-silah; Pedro; and one or two others of great influence. Corydon E. Cooley, 7 a very bright man, had married one of the women of this band and exerted himself to get these chiefs to agree to help General Crook in every way, and to permit a number of their best young men to be enlisted as scouts. One of the first so to enlist was Noch-ay-del-klinne, called “Bobby-do-klinny” by the soldiers, who years after became a prophet and announced that he was able to raise the dead. He was killed on the Cibicue in 1881, and numbers of our brave men died at the same time. I have never been quite able to divest myself of the notion that it would have been wiser and cheaper to offer this prophet fifty cents a head for all the ghosts he could resuscitate, and thus expose the absurdity of his pretensions, than to shed so much blood and incur so much expense to prove to the savages that the boasts of their charlatans ruffled our serenity so deeply. So long as our forefathers quivered with fear at the sight of a witch, the crop of old hags who claimed the power of riding on broomsticks and of talking to Thomas cats never diminished; and just so it has been and always will be with the spiritual counselors of the Indians. I speak in this matter from personal experience. A medicine man—a big one, too—of the Cheyennes was very fond of asserting the wonders of his “medicine,” but after I had quietly sent a charge of electricity through him from an old battery and doubled him up like a jackknife, he sang a different tune altogether.
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An Apache scout. CENTURY 1887

Numbers of the Apache scouts were marvels of physical endurance and manly beauty. Alchisay,8 “The Little One,” was a perfect Adonis in figure, a mass of muscle and sinew, of wonderful courage, great sagacity, and as faithful as an Irish hound. Esquinosquiz, “Big Mouth,” was an excellent soldier, wily as a cat and a born general. He told me one afternoon that he had noticed that all the white captains, big and little, wore swords, while he, a big Apache chief, had no such emblem of office. Satisfied that my aboriginal friend was fairly entering upon “the white man's road,” I exerted myself to get him an old cavalry saber, but my enthusiasm was materially lessened when I was informed that Esquinosquiz wanted the weapon to aid him in beating his two wives; for, as he said, “Me catchee one, me lickee him; he catchee two, him lickee me damnsight.” Esquinosquiz would drink the Apache intoxicant tiswin whenever he could get it. This beer, made from fermented corn, was at an early date prohibited by the military authorities, but its preparation in secret has always been kept up, to the ruin of those addicted to its use. Esquinosquiz, for example, got into a tiswin row and was shot dead near the Gila Canyon by one of his own tribe.

All arrangement for the new campaign had been perfected by December 9, 1872, when the word was given for the different columns to converge upon the Tonto Basin, the stronghold of the worst elements of the tribe. These were known as the Tonto Apaches and the Apache-Mojaves, the former being of true Tinneh or Apache stock, with a goodly infusion of Mojave blood from captives taken in war, and the latter the same people as the Mojaves, but crowded out of their old habitat in the Colorado bottom and compelled to live in the mountains. Their language was entirely different from that of the Apaches, and they wore their hair differently, but their rancor towards the whites was the same, and they were equally dangerous.

The Tonto Basin is a misnomer, unless we recognize it as an example of gentle frontier satire. It is the seat of the warfare of the Titans, and Ossa has here been upon Pelion piled until the eye grows weary trying to count the wrinkles in Dame Nature's bosom. Yet rough as the basin itself is, the loftier mountains enclosing it are rougher, and each of these—the Mogollon, the Mazatzal, and the Sierra Ancha—are thickly matted with timber and white with deep snow during the winter months. The basin is well watered and has an abundance of acorn-bearing oak, Spanish bayonet, mescal, and other foods dear to the savage palate.

Crook himself took station at old Camp Grant, which enjoyed the distinction of being the meanest, dirtiest, and most squalid post in the United States, and that was saying a great deal. It has long since been broken up and the garrison established in a more salubrious position at the foot of Mount Graham. As nearly as possible on the same date, the different columns were set in motion, each with a liberal number of Indian guides, Paiutes, Hualapais, Apaches, Pimas, Maricopas, and Yumas. Maj. Thomas MacGregor, 1st Cavalry, was in charge of affairs at Prescott; Col. J. W. Mason, 5th Cavalry, at Camp Verde; Maj. George M. Randall, 23rd Infantry, at Camp Apache; Capt. Thomas Byrne, 12th Infantry, at Beale's Springs; Maj. George F. Price, 5th Cavalry, at Date Creek; Majors James Burns and John M. Hamilton, 5th Cavalry, of the troops moving out from Camp McDowell; and Maj. William H. Brown, 5th Cavalry, of those leaving Camp Grant.

It was my fortune to be one of Brown's command, the other officers being Capt. A. B. Taylor, Lieutenants [Jacob] Almy and [Charles H.] Rockwell, all of the 5th Cavalry; Lt. William J. Ross, 21st Infantry; and after we got into the Tonto Basin, Capt. James Burns and Lt. E. D. Thomas joined us with another company of the 5th Cavalry and a force of 110 Pima Indian scouts, which made a very respectable total. We had three white guides, Archie McIntosh, Joe Felmer, and Antonio Besias, who, as well as Al Sieber, Mason McCoy, Al Speers, Lew Elliott, Willard Rice, and others, attached to the other detachment, rendered gallant and invaluable service at all hours during the campaign.

The essentials of the Crook system of fighting Indians made themselves manifest in very short order. A subordinate was never asked by Crook to go anywhere, but was shown the way and made to follow. Baggage was cut down to the lowest notch; officers wore the same style of canvas clothing as the men, ate their meals with the pack trains, and were allowed all the baggage they could carry on their own backs or in the exceedingly limited supply of bedding each could send to the pack train attached to the command.

Crook recognized, as everyone recognized who ever had any practical experience in the country, that a white man's strength and sagacity were no match for the cunning of savages who had been running about in these hills and mountains since childhood. Unless the fullest use were made of scouts to the manner born, thoroughly posted in the minutest details of the country, able to detect the slightest mark on the trail and to interpret it correctly—in short, unless savage should be pitted against savage, the white man would be outwitted, exhausted, circumvented, possibly ambuscaded and destroyed.

The white soldiers, meantime, had no holiday; they followed close on the heels of the scouts, and after a time, kept up to the front with them. The scouts were on foot and so were the cavalry, because the “epizootic” during that winter swept over the country and dismounted them. Bright, active officers were designated for each separate detachment, and rarely did the selection prove a wrong one. No harder or more efficient work was ever done by any small army in the same limited time, on the same inadequate means, and in the face of so great obstacles, than was accomplished by the troops of the Department of Arizona in 1872–73, under Colonel Crook.

Lastly, but by no means least, the condition of the pack trains was most jealously scrutinized by Colonel Crook. He made the great question of military transportation the study of his life. Every pack train in our army today has grown from a nucleus arranged by Colonel Crook; and although he picked out such skilled assistants as Tom Moore, Uncle Dick Kloster, “Hank and Yank,” Harry Hawes, Frank Monach, Jack Long, Charlie Hopkins, “Long Jim” Cook and “Short Jim” Cook, Henry Dailey, Jim O'Neil, and others, it is the statement of a fact known to all in that command that Crook knew every packer by name, what his peculiarities were, and how he cared for his animals, and besides knew every mule in the outfit. Some of these packers were men of unusual intelligence and extended experience. Harry Hawes has since those days wandered to the diamond fields of Africa, where Sir Garnet Wolseley was quick to discern his merits and to employ him in organizing a pack train for the Zulu campaign and afterward for the work to be carried on in Egypt. Tom Moore, a native of Virginia living on the Pacific slope since the first days of the mining fever, knew more about a mule than any other man in America; his treatise on the management of mules and pack trains has long been the accepted standard. He was studious in his habits and a reader of good books, from which he extracted a fund of general information of a very wide range. He had all the courage of a lion, with a woman's gentleness and a high sense of honor. In the great scheme of nature, there is nothing perfect; even the sun has spots, and Moore with all his virtues had one grave defect—he sang. He wooed the Muses and would now and then favor us with one of his own compositions, for which reason some of our campfires were lonelier than others.


Hank and Yank were two of the best men on the Pacific coast; they never knew what it was to say no to an appeal for charity, and no matter how much their generosity might be abused—and it was abused—they never learned to tie a knot in their purse strings. Jack Long was a man whom Bret Harte or Mark Twain ought to have known; he was a character modeled after himself. There never was but one Jack Long, and another is an impossibility. He had seen all the ins and outs and experienced all the ups and downs of the Pacific coast in its most hilarious age, and where all men were wild, Jack had been just a tiny bit wilder than anybody else; but under all this, in spite of all this, there was a stratum of rugged, honest, truthful manliness in Jack Long's composition that made him friends wherever he went.

From the moment the campaign began, in the first week of December 1872, until it ended in the surrender of the principal hostile chiefs and twenty-five hundred of their followers at Camp Verde, in the month of April 1873, there was not one hour of respite granted the enemy. The Apaches, cunning as snakes, found themselves beaten at their own game; neither on mountaintop nor in canyon depth could they find safety. To shoot game attracted the attention of our Indian scouts, who were on the watch for every such sound as well as for the wreathing smoke which betrayed the hidden “rancheria.”9 True to their usual policy under such circumstances, the Apaches scattered like quail among the rocks, generally keeping not more than two or three families together until they fancied that the pursuit had calmed down, and then reuniting in some one of their numerous places of rendezvous.

After a few of these small parties had been rounded up, the young men and boys belonging to them were employed as guides and trailers, and our larger and more unwieldy bodies of scouts from other tribes were dismissed to their homes. The Paiutes had proved themselves efficient but were unacquainted with Arizona, as they were five or six hundred miles from their own habitat.

The Pimas were of no account whatever. My judgment was that they were cowardly, and anxious to kill women and children, just as their brothers the Papagos had done at the Camp Grant massacre, and having such a religious cast of mind that the killing of only one of the enemy imposed upon the whole party the duty of returning to their own villages, there to undergo a protracted purgation from the defilement. Sweat baths, smoking, singing, and fasting make up the round of this ceremonial observance, which became a source of annoyance to the officers who had to depend upon them for assistance in the prosecution of a campaign. In the present instance, they deviated from established custom after a successful attack upon a rancheria on the lofty peaks of the Mazatzal, in which half a dozen Tonto Apaches were killed and as many more taken prisoners, because it was pointed out to them that the expedition would not delay by reason of their superstitious scruples, and that the Apache scouts who were to remain with us would assuredly make off with the Pima ponies which might be recaptured from the hostiles. So the medicine men, after a long powwow, concluded that the Pimas and Maricopas might just as well stay a while longer and do their bathing and smoking all at once.

I have said that I was attached to Brown's column, which swept through the Mescal, Pinal, Superstition, Sierra Ancha, and Mazatzal ranges, and afterward the southern end of the Bradshaw and the southern and western extremity of the great Mogollon plateau. The different detachments crossed and recrossed each other's trails, frequently meeting and always being within supporting distance of one another. The Apaches were unable to reassemble in rear of any passing column, as had so uniformly been done on previous occasions, and had to keep an eye open for danger from all points of the compass in darkness as well as in daylight. In this extremity, they concentrated in their strongholds, the most impregnable being the cave in the canyon of Salt River, the summit of Turret Butte, and the cliffs of the Superstition Mountains.

The first of the three was struck by Major Brown's command at the first peep of day of a very cold morning, December 28, 1872. The evening before, our Apache scouts told Major Brown that although the command had been very successful in its work thus far, yet there was a big rancheria only a short distance off in which the hostile Apaches felt that they were perfectly invincible. One of the scouts had been brought up in this fortress, for such he claimed it to be, and would guide us there because he bore enmity to the chief and some others of the band.

By starting from our present bivouac, which was in a small box canyon on the east side of the Mazatzal Mountains, at the first appearance of a certain star in the east, and marching briskly all night, we could reach by first dawn of the morning the canyon of the Salt River, where in a cave halfway down the face of the vertical cliff the Apaches dwelt. A dangerous trail led to this spot, and it would be all we could do to reach there by the time fixed. If we were fortunate enough to get down there before the enemy discovered our presence, we could count upon destroying the whole band; if we did not, the last of the Americans would die on the trail, trying to escape out of that canyon.

Did his American brothers have the “sand” to follow him? They did. There was very little bustle or confusion, as we were all ready for a fight at a moment's notice. All that was really done was to examine our carbines and ammunition and see that everything was slick; put some crackers, bacon, and coffee in the blanket which each was to sling over his shoulder; fill canteens with water; and give a final look at our moccasins, which we wore through preference because they made no noise going over the rocks. The mules and horses were to be left back in this bivouac, under a strong guard, and there was plenty of time for all who so desired to scratch off a line to the folks at home, for whom this might, in some cases at least, be the last letter.

The Apache scouts wasted no time in this sentimental way. They gathered about little fires and stuffed themselves with the meat of one of our mules which had died that day; its ribs were picked clean and not a particle left. The medicine men of the Apaches and Pimas told their followers what they were expected to do, and by eight in the evening, Nantaje's star twinkled on the horizon and we were on the trail.

For half an hour or more, our progress was leisurely. The top of a high mesa was reached, and there we halted to let the column close up and every man get his second wind. The air blew keenly across this barren mountain, dotted here and there with a scraggly growth of cedar, and we were all glad when Nantaje took up a brisk gait, which started the blood into better circulation. We moved like a long file of specters: Not a word was spoken; there was no whistling, humming of tunes, coughing, or anything to betoken that we were anything else than a battalion of ghosts coming in on the keen breath of the north wind. At the crest of each hill, the front of the column halted for a few minutes until a warning, “Tzit! Tzit!” hissed from the rear, signaled that the last man had reached his place.

About midnight, Nantaje suddenly turned, and seizing Major Brown with both arms about the body, held him firmly in place. The Indian's foot had struck a depression in a sandy spot on the trail, and his keen instinct told him it was the imprint of a human foot. He lay down on the trail, and with some comrades alongside of him, with their blankets spread over their heads so that not the slightest gleam of light could escape, struck a few matches and inspected the “sign.” It was the track of a big bear's foot, which is not at all unlike a man's, and had been made only an hour or so before. The Apaches believe that if Bruin crosses the trail of a war party, it is an omen that they will soon meet the enemy; consequently, our scouts were in a flutter of excitement.

We moved onward again for three or four hours, until we reached a small, grassy glade where we discovered fifteen Pima ponies, which must have been driven up the mountain by Apache raiders that very night; the sweat was hardly crusted on their flanks, their hoofs were banged against the rocks, and their knees were full of the thorns of the cholla cactus, against which they had been driven in the dark. There was no moon, but the glint of stars gave enough light to show that we were in a country filled with huge rocks and adapted most admirably for defense. There in front, almost within touch of the hand, that line of blackness blacker than all the other blackness about us was the canyon of the Salt River. We looked at it well, since it might be our grave in an hour, for we were now within rifle shot of our quarry.

Nantaje now asked that a dozen picked men be sent forward with him, to climb down the face of the precipice and get into place in front of the cave in order to open the attack; immediately behind them should come fifty more, who should make no delay in their advance; a strong detachment should hold the edge of the precipice to prevent any of the hostiles from getting above them and killing our people with their rifles. The rest of our force could come down more at leisure, if the movement of the first two detachments secured the key of the field; if not, they could cover the retreat of the survivors up the face of the escarpment.


Lieutenant Ross10 was assigned to lead the first detachment, which contained the best shots from among the soldiers, packers, and scouts. The second detachment came under my own orders. Our pioneer party slipped down the face of the precipice without accident, following a trail from which an incautious step would have caused them to be dashed to pieces; after a couple of hundred yards, this brought them face to face with the cave, and not two hundred feet from it. In front of the cave was the party of raiders, just returned from their successful trip of killing and robbing in the settlements near Florence, on the Gila River. They were dancing to keep themselves warm and to express their joy over their safe return. Half a dozen or more of the squaws had arisen from their slumbers and were bending over a fire and hurriedly preparing refreshments for their valorous kinsmen. The fitful gleam of the glowing flame gave a Macbethian tinge to the weird scene and brought into bold relief the grim outlines of the cliffs between whose steep walls, hundreds of feet below, growled the rushing current of the swift Salado.

The Indians, men and women, were in high good humor, and why should they not be? Sheltered in the bosom of these grim precipices, only the eagle, the hawk, the turkey buzzard, or the mountain sheep could venture to intrude upon them. But hark! What is that noise? Can it be the breeze of morning which sounds, “Click, click?” You will know in one second more, poor, deluded red-skinned wretches, when the “Bang! Boom!” of rifles and carbines, reverberating like the roar of cannon from peak to peak, shall lay six of your number dead in the dust.

The cold, gray dawn of that chill December morning was sending its first rays above the horizon and looking down upon one of the worst bands of Apaches in Arizona, caught like wolves in a trap. They rejected with scorn our summons to surrender, and defiantly shrieked that not one of our party should escape from that canyon. We heard their death song chanted, and then out of the cave and over the great pile of rock which protected the entrance like a parapet swarmed the warriors. But we outnumbered them three to one and poured in lead by the bucketful. The bullets, striking the roof and mouth of the cave, glanced among the savages in rear of the parapet and wounded some of the women and children, whose wails filled the air.

During the heaviest part of the firing, a little boy, not more than four years old, absolutely naked, ran out at the side of the parapet and stood dumfounded between the two fires. Nantaje, without a moment's pause, rushed forward, grasped the trembling infant by the arm, and escaped unhurt with him inside our lines. A bullet, probably deflected from the rocks, had struck the boy on the top of the head and plowed round to the back of the neck, leaving a welt an eighth of an inch thick, but not injuring him seriously. Our men suspended their firing to cheer Nantaje and welcome the new arrival; such is the inconsistency of human nature.

Again the Apaches were summoned to surrender, or if they would not do that, to let such of their women and children as so desired pass out between the lines; and again they yelled their defiant refusal. Their end had come. The detachment left by Major Brown at the top of the precipice, to protect our retreat in case of necessity, had worked its way over to a high shelf of rock overlooking the enemy beneath and began to tumble down great boulders, which speedily crushed the greater number of the Apaches. The Indians on the San Carlos reservation still mourn periodically for the seventy-six of their relatives who yielded up the ghost that morning. Every warrior died at his post. The women and children had hidden themselves in the inner recesses of the cave, which was of no great depth, and were captured and taken to Camp McDowell. A number of them had been struck by glancing bullets or fragments of falling rock. As soon as our pack trains could be brought up we mounted the captives on our horses and mules and started for the nearest military station, the one just named, over fifty miles away.

This was the worst blow ever received by hostile Indians in America: In their chosen fortress, red-handed with plunder and blood, the whole band was wiped out of existence, with a loss to us of only one killed. In less than a week, Major Randall11 of the 23rd Infantry had crept upon the Indians at Turret Butte and inflicted a blow almost equal in severity to the fight at the caves; and before a fortnight, more [of] the garrison of the stronghold in the Superstition Mountains, one hundred and ten in number, surrendered to Major Brown's command in open day and accompanied us back to Camp Grant.

In April 1873, Chalipun, “Buckskin Hat,” head chief of all the Indians in the Tonto Basin, said to General Crook, “My friend, I have come to surrender my people, because you have too many copper cartridges. I want to be your friend; I want my women and children to be able to sleep at night, and to make fires to cook their food without bringing your troops down upon us. We are not afraid of the Americans alone, but we cannot fight you and our own people together.” Crook took Chalipun's hand and said: “If your people will only behave yourselves and stop killing the whites, I will be the best friend you ever had. I will teach you to work, and will find you a market for everything you can sell.”

It sounds like a fairy tale, I know, but the official records can be overhauled and will show that before the end of May 1873, Crook had all the Apaches in Arizona (excepting the Chiricahuas, who had been specially exempted from his jurisdiction) hard at work at Camp Apache and Camp Verde, digging irrigating ditches, planting vegetables of all kinds—corn, melons, and squashes—cutting hay and wood to sell to the Quartermaster's Department for the use of the troops, living in houses arranged in neatly swept streets, and in every way on the high road to prosperity and civilization. Major Randall and Lieutenant [William F.] Rice of the 23rd Infantry were assigned to the care of those at Camp Apache; Col. J. W. Mason and Lt. W. S. Schuyler of the 5th Cavalry to the superintendence of those at Camp Verde.

The transformation effected was marvelous. Here were six thousand of the worst Indians in America sloughing off the old skin and taking on a new life. Detachments of the scouts were retained in service to maintain order, and also because money would in that way be distributed among the tribes. Some few at first spent their pay foolishly, but the majority clubbed together and sent to California for ponies and sheep. Trials by juries of their own people were introduced among them for the punishment of minor offenses, the cutting off of women's noses was declared a crime, the manufacture of the intoxicant tiswin was broken up by every possible means, and the future of these Indians looked most promising, when a gang of politicians and contractors, remembered in the territory as the “Tucson Ring,”12 exerted an influence in Washington and had the Apaches ordered down to the desolate sand waste of the San Carlos, where the water is brackish, the soil poor, and the flies a plague. It is the old, old story of Indian mismanagement.

There is no brighter page in our Indian history than that which records the progress of the subjugated Apaches at Camp Apache and Camp Verde, nor is there a fouler blot than that which conceals the knavery which secured their removal to the junction of the San Carlos and Gila.






Major General Crook and the Indians

AZOR H. NICKERSON1

Crook-Kennon Papers, U.S. Army Military History Institute,
Carlisle Barracks, Pennsylvania

PART 1: THE SNAKES AND THE PAIUTES

On November 1, 1866, I was a passenger on board the steamship Ocean Queen, which sailed from New York Harbor on that day, on my way to San Francisco by the Panama route. The day was cold, and as there was also a stiff breeze blowing, most of the passengers, who had at first ventured upon the upper deck, gradually went below and, as a general thing, I fancy, sought the seclusion of their own staterooms.

Being very subject to seasickness myself, and believing that the best way to postpone that unpleasant feature in open travel was to remain as long as possible in the open air, I continued my upper-deck promenade after everyone else had disappeared except one vigorous walker: a gentleman who, like myself, appeared to be fighting off nausea, or pacing against time. As we were the only persons visible on the upper deck, I had ample opportunity to note his appearance, and I now recall the impression which he then made upon me. I should have believed from his looks that he was fully forty, and perhaps forty-five years of age, though in point of fact he had barely passed his thirty-sixth birthday. His hair, beard, and moustache were exceedingly light color, so light, indeed, that they appeared to be absolutely white, giving a somewhat grizzled look to his countenance and adding several years in appearance to his age. His head was set squarely upon broad shoulders by a neck short and thick; the jaw was heavy and, together with a full-sized mouth, gave indication of great firmness of character, a positiveness which I afterward learned often approached stubbornness. The cheekbones were very high and prominent. The eyes, which were bluish gray in color and rather small, when not animated in conversation or by some pleasant thought, were cold and stern in their expression. The nose was a pronounced Roman, with a decided inclination to be hooked at the extremity. He looked to be about six feet in height and weighed probably about 165 or 170 pounds. Though not what is called a “natty” looking soldier, he nevertheless at this time bore the unmistakable marks of training he had received at the West Point Military Academy. There is undoubtedly something in the setup given the cadet at this superb school which clings to the man fortunate enough to have had its advantages throughout all the after years of his life and, no matter what the profession he adopts, gives expression, so to speak, to his poise and carriage. As he always was so modest in his dress as to appear positively plain, many supposed from this fact that he was careless in this regard. Such, however, was not the case. But style, fashion, and indeed general appearance were always subordinate to utility with him in the matter of dress. On this occasion, however, he was plainly but neatly dressed in a suit of blue cloth, or serge, the coat of which was a semimilitary sack with no distinguishing mark of the military service about it, the buttons themselves being of the same texture and color as the coat. He wore one article of dress, however, which would indicate to the most casual observer that he either was or had been in the military service—a black slouch hat of the pattern worn by officers of the Union army of almost every grade at the close of the Civil War and in the Army of the Potomac, pretty generally known as the Burnside hat.
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Brig. Gen. George Crook (seated at right), Capt. Azor H. Nickerson (center), and Capt. John G. Bourke (seated at left).

We had been walking up and down the deck for some time when finally we met in such a manner as to make it quite impossible for us to pass each other without speaking. In the conversation that ensued, I learned that the modest, unassuming gentleman who stood before me was a man who, in the exercise of many important commands during the war that had so recently closed, had already written his name high upon his country's history; a man who was destined to bear still greater honors and to endear himself to the people of our struggling frontier as perhaps no other man in the country, before or since, has ever done. Not alone because of his brilliant services on their behalf, important and valuable as they undoubtedly were, but by reason of his genial, modest, and unassuming personality, his warm sympathy and interest as made known to them during long years of residence in their midst.

As he told me at this time himself, his name was Crook—George Crook.

Born in Ohio, educated at the West Point Military Academy, and at the commencement of the Civil War, serving in the Regular army, he accepted the command of a regiment of volunteers from his native state, from which he was promoted until, at the close of the war, he was a major general of volunteers. On the reorganization of the army under the Act of Congress of July 28, 1866, he had been appointed lieutenant colonel of one of the new regiments, the 23rd Infantry, and was on his way to join his regiment on the Pacific Coast. The new regiment had, as yet, no existence in fact, but was to be formed by adding two companies to one of the battalions of the 14th Infantry, and as I had been appointed a lieutenant in the latter regiment, previous to the reorganization, I was quite as likely to be assigned to either of the other regiments to be thus formed out of the 14th as I was to go to the 23rd Regiment.

My chance meeting with Colonel Crook on the deck of the Ocean Queen on that November day decided not only the regiment to which I should go, but also all the important events of my subsequent military career. From that circumstance, I became the first adjutant of the 23rd Infantry upon its organization; the adjutant general of the first military district to facilitate Colonel Crook's operations against the hostile Indians of Idaho, Oregon, northern California, and Nevada; adjutant general of two of the same officer's largest military commands on the far side of the Rocky Mountains—the Department of the Columbia and the Department of Arizona; adjutant general of the Bighorn and Yellowstone expeditions of 1876 against the Sioux and Cheyenne Indians; and for a period of about twelve years, his senior aide-de-camp and therefore his confidential staff officer. This period of time embraced the most of his exceptionally brilliant service upon the frontier, all of which passed under my immediate observation and, I may say, an humble part of which I was.

When we arrived in San Francisco, Crook went to General [Henry W.] Halleck, who commanded the military division, and asked as a favor that he would assign me to the post to which he had been ordered—Fort Boise, Idaho. General Halleck not only complied with this request, but also promised that when the permanent assignments of the lieutenants took place, he would see that I was sent to the 23rd Infantry in order that Crook might make me the adjutant of the regiment, as he said it was his wish to do—all of which was carried out in due course.

As soon as these details had been arranged, we left San Francisco for our new station by the Central Pacific railway, upon which we traveled as far in this direction as that road was then built, to a place called Cisco in the Sierra Nevada mountains. Here we took the Overland stage line, crossed that snowy range, descending into Truckee Valley, Nevada. On the eastern side, at another small station called Hunter's, we left the comparatively comfortable coaches of the Overland line, and taking the uncomfortable, backbreaking “dead-axe” wagons of the Idaho Stage Company, we struck out across the country for our new post in what was then faraway Idaho.

A dead-axe wagon, I may say for the information of those of my readers who have never traveled upon such a vehicle, is a conveyance that is destitute of springs, and in the case of the wagons belonging to the Idaho Stage Company, they possessed neither springs nor any other convenience for the comfort of the traveler. It was all one could do to cling to his seat when he was wide awake and in the full possession of all his strength and faculties; but when tired out, exhausted, and sleepy, it was next to an impossibility. And yet, upon one of these uncomfortable stages, we traveled for six days and nights without pause, except for the purpose of changing horses and to partake of the meager preparations of doughy bread, bacon, and tea which were designated breakfast, dinner, or supper, according to the taste of the host, without reference to the hour at which the meal was served. It was no uncommon thing for us to have our breakfast at 5:00 p.m., and we not infrequently dined at 6:00 A.M. Of course, we could not object to the breakfast hours, 5:00 p.m. breakfast being “quite English, you know”; but dinner at 6:00 A.M. is not authorized by an book of etiquette of which I have any knowledge.

The region through which we journeyed was about as desolate a portion of our country as any I had ever yet seen. The larger part of it was what is known as sagebrush and alkali country. Alkali dust would cover the traveler from head to foot, permeating the beard, hair, eyes, and ears, and as the water was also strongly impregnated with alkali, it was a dangerous thing to use it for the purpose of removing the dust. I soon observed that Crook did not wash his face at all, and as I knew him to be a model of personal cleanliness, I asked him the reason. He told me that if I used water for the purpose of removing the dust, the two when brought together would constitute a powerful lye, endanger my eyesight, take the skin from my face, and make me an altogether undesirable traveling companion. So after this, I followed the colonel's example, used a dry cloth, handkerchief, or napkin to wipe away at least the outer crust, and neither of us washed our faces for days at a time.

As might be inferred, this desolate region was uninhabited, except by strolling bands of hostile Snake and Paiute Indians, and the employees of the stage company, who furnished the relays of horses and the banquets for the passengers. The driver endeavored to enliven the journey by giving us thrilling descriptions of bloodcurdling tragedies which the Indians had perpetrated at different points en route.

I remember, especially, one gloomy canyon through which we passed just as the shades of night were falling, in which, the driver said, only a short time previously the Snakes and Paiutes had held a “Mongolian picnic.” When I asked what constituted a Mongolian picnic, he told us that a party of Chinamen had left San Francisco for the mines of Idaho. There were about a hundred in the party, and as they heard the Indians were troublesome, they took the precaution to provide themselves with a number of first-class rifles and plenty of ammunition. After they had gotten out on the road, they made the very common mistake, committed by people better informed than Chinamen, of supposing that because they saw no Indians, there were none.

In that country, if you saw Indians, you were probably in no great danger, whereas if you did not see them, you might be in the greatest danger.

And so, as these poor Chinamen saw no indications of Indians, they first loaded their rifles, and then, as they were somewhat inconvenient to carry, they placed them very carefully in the bottom of their wagons with their camp equipage, mining utensils, etc. The Indians dodged them for several days, until they found that they were apparently unarmed and therefore helpless, and when they got them in this canyon, they suddenly jumped them, and the “picnic” commenced. Only two persons out of the hundred escaped, and they were two teamsters who managed to crawl through the brush and hide among the rocks in the side of the canyon, from whence they saw the whole performance. A poor Chinaman, remembering that he had a loaded gun packed away, would run to the wagon, fish out a gun, and then hand it to the nearest Indian, at the same time protesting, “Me good Chinaman; me no hurt um Injun.” The Indian would take the gun, shoot the Chinaman, yank off his scalp, and then, with the bloody trophy in one hand and the gun in the other, step around his prostrate body and proceed with the picnic.

The driver assured us that the Indians considered it somewhat remarkable that these people should not only hand them guns with which to shoot them, but also had their hair put up, apparently to facilitate the scalping process; their long cues furnished such convenient handles to their scalps. Taking it all in all, they must have considered a Mongolian picnic superior to any other class of entertainment in their bloody repertory.

Whenever we came to a place where these sons of [bitches] of the desert had been in the habit of holding such festivities, Colonel Crook and I would drop out of the wagon, take our double-barreled shotguns, loaded with buckshot, and act as skirmishers, he on one side and I on the other, until the danger point had been passed. We intended that if the Indians proposed adding a Buckeye picnic to their list of entertainment, we would endeavor to furnish part of the music.

A semi-Indian war had been in progress in the country where we were located, of greater or lesser importance, since the white settlers had made their first eruption into the region. With the old methods of procedure, it was quite likely to continue indefinitely, so Crook announced by his acts, for it was thus he generally made his announcements, that the old system of warfare was to be changed. Usually the first snowstorm had been the signal for the troops to take to their winter quarters, whence they seldom emerged till spring. Winter did not stop Crook, and the Indians did not long contend against a man whom neither ice nor snow could hold in check.

He got authority to build a military post, or rather two, in the heart of the hostile region, and then he moved the bulk of the command with which he was expected to bring the savages to terms. At one of these posts, Camp Warner, Oregon, he established his own headquarters. This station was in southeastern Oregon, not very far from the state lines of California and Nevada, so high in the mountains that before he had fairly commenced building the huts the troops were to occupy, the winter storms set in and shut out all communication so thoroughly that it was only with the greatest difficulty that fresh beef, herded but fifteen miles away, could be gotten to the post. Much of the time, it had to be killed in the valley and then packed in by men on snowshoes.

Whenever a thaw took place that made it possible for us to get out into the snowdrifts, slush, and ice, we went. The Indians were not accustomed to being attacked at that season of the year and in such inclement weather, and their surprise therefore was usually as complete as their destruction was certain.

Captain Perry's command from Camp Harney, central Oregon, was ordered to make a foray from that post at about the same time that we, from Camp Warner under Crook's personal command, marched upon a vicious band of Snakes and Paiutes who supposed themselves safe in the canyons and gorges of Steen's Mountain, about seventy miles from our starting place.2

Much of this march was made in a violent snowstorm, men and officers alike being without tents and with only a meager supply of blankets to keep us from freezing. It was a terrible punishment to us, but the complete surprise and utter annihilation of the entire band amply repaid the toil and suffering.

Perry's command was equally successful, and when spring finally came, the Indians sued for permission to surrender and make peace. Crook sent them word to come in at Camp Harney, and in the latter part of the month of June 1868, we mounted our horses and rode across the country to that post.

The day following our arrival, the Indians under old We-ah-we-wah, the principal chief of that region, were collected on the Camp Harney parade ground. They were squatted in a huge semicircle, and when Crook and his officers, in full uniform, approached them from the open side of the parade, old We-ah-we-wah came towards the center from their side. The old rascal came up as smiling, childlike, and bland as the proverbial heathen Chinese; when he and Crook met, he held out his dirty, bloodstained paw to shake hands with the colonel. Imagine his surprise and chagrin when Crook, holding his hands determinedly behind him and looking him squarely in the eye, refused to shake hands with him.

“Tell him,” said Crook through the interpreter, “that I did not come here to shake hands with him. He has been too bad an Indian; murdered too many people. I come to hear what he has to say for himself.”


Old We-ah-we-wah was very much nonplussed at first, but managed to say that he and his warriors were tired of war and wanted to make peace.

“I am sorry to hear this,” replied the colonel. “I was in hopes you would continue the war, and then, though I were to kill only one of your warriors while you kill a hundred of my men, you would have to wait for those little people (pointing to the Indian children) to grow to fill the place of your braves, while I can get any number of soldiers the next day to fill the place of my hundred men. In this way, it would not be very long before we should have you all killed off, and then the government would have no more trouble with you.”

But We-ah-we-wah insisted that they did not want any more war; they wanted peace and had thrown away their ropes.

“Throwing away their ropes” meant a great deal, for by it he intended to emphasize a promise that they would steal no more horses.

After a little more parley on similar lines, the colonel consented to make peace, though, apparently, very reluctantly.

The terms of the agreement were very simple and easily understood. The Indians were to go back to their old hunting ground, hunt, fish, dig roots, and trap, getting their living as they used to do in the old times. If the white people came among them or interfered with them in any way, they were to come to the nearest military post, the commander of which would be authorized to protect them to the fullest extent of his power. If at any time they were unable to secure food without stealing from the settlers, miners, or emigrants, then again they were to come to the post, the commander of which would be authorized to give them food if he could spare it, but of this no positive promise was made. It was to be a privilege and not a right. Underlying these apparently petty details were well-defined methods of treating with the Indians that marked all of Crook's dealings with them.

The greater number of commissioners sent by the government to the frontier to treat with Indians would have met with old We-ah-we-wah's advances in an effusive manner. According to their ideas, Crook should have eagerly grasped the old fellow's outstretched hand, patted it on the back, told him what a great warrior he was, and concluded by making him no end of promises for the “Great Father” to perform. Promises the majority of which must, of necessity, have proved as great a myth as the Great Father himself. Had Crook pursued this method, We-ah-we-wah would have been puffed up and really believed that he was a great warrior and that Crook was afraid of him. Then he would have concluded that if he made peace at all, the favor would be of his conferring. The colonel's treatment took all the conceit out of him, and he was made to feel that peace was to be a favor to him. Then to conclude, the colonel told We-ah-we-wah that he was going down to northern California to punish a band of Pit River Indians who had been committing depredations in that locality, and that he should like a few of the Paiutes to accompany him, simply to show their sincerity. Other tribes were to send delegations, as it were, and ten or a dozen from We-ah-we-wah's band would be all he would require.


Immediately, ten of the worst, and at the same time the best, warriors in the band stepped to the front. We put them in uniform, armed them, mounted them, and the next day they left with us on the last expedition Colonel Crook undertook in that section of the country. Although our new allies were designated as our “wild men,” they proved as loyal and much more useful than any of the other of our numerous “allies.”

On our part, Crook made few promises, and none that he could not keep, and the peace then concluded lasted, to my knowledge, for a period of ten years. When broken, as in 1878 it was, I am not so sure that it was not the fault of the white man, but one thing is certain, it was not caused by the failure to keep any promises made to them by Colonel Crook.
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PART TWO: THE APACHES

In the summer of 1871, at the insistence of [Maj. Gen. Henry W.] Halleck, who commanded the division of the Pacific, Colonel Crook was assigned to the command of the Department of Arizona.

When we arrived in the territory, we found the whole country in a state of war. In point of fact, many of the Indians in that part of the country had never been friendly, or if for a brief period they had at any time assumed to be so, it was generally for the purpose of gaining some object which could not be accomplished in any other way.

Perhaps no other of our frontier settlements ever presented so many obstacles to the pioneer as did Arizona. Besides being especially destitute of two essentials to an agreeable residence, which are alleged to be lacking in a nameless region—water and good society—hostility appeared to be the normal condition of everybody and everything, animate and inanimate.

Cactus in all its innumerable varieties was the prevailing shrub, bush and tree, the so-called candelabra species, with its long arms thickly covered with thorns, being the most conspicuous object in the horizon, and with its companion tree, the weird Spanish bayonet, gave the landscape a peculiarly uninviting appearance to the traveler. One could scarcely touch any sort of a shrub without finding its sides protected with long thorns, as sharp as needles. When at night the wayfarer placed his blankets on the ground, if he left them for the briefest space of time, he was quite likely to find them occupied by a rattlesnake, a centipede or two, possibly a tarantula, and almost invariably by several scorpions.

The Indians, who I think in many respects were the most wily, shrewd, and treacherous of all our native tribes, had been in the habit of making the reservations provided for them by the government cities of refuge, as it were, to which they fled in time of danger, and from which they went as soon as they thought they could do so with impunity. Many of the massacres that were of frequent occurrence were well known to have been committed by the Indians who, at one time or another, had been members of the reservations and therefore recipients of the government bounty. This exasperated the settlers to such a degree that they retaliated upon the Indians nearest at hand, and of course, the return blows were generally dealt to innocent parties, if indeed there were any such in the territory.
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Apaches returning from a horse-stealing raid. HARPER'S WEEKLY 1888

To put a stop to these tragedies on both sides, Crook believed that he should go to the bottom and remove the first cause. His first step in this direction brought down upon him a storm of censure from what may probably be correctly designated the humanitarians, especially those residing in the East, [who] consequently were ignorant of the true state of affairs in that distant territory [of Arizona].

Among the Indians who surrendered at one of the posts were two Tonto Apaches, named respectively Delshay and Chunz. They were well known throughout the territory for the horrible deeds of cruelty and murder which they had committed. When they came in, there was a general outcry against their surrender being accepted. The settlers charged, and with reason, that these Indians could not be trusted, and that as soon as they had accumulated such arms and ammunition as they required, they would go on the warpath again. Crook, however, decided that as he had promised to accept the surrender of all that came, he could not, and would not, break his promise. But he warned these two especially that if, after this surrender, they failed to keep the faith and again left the reservation, they would do so at their peril.

Sure enough, the miscreants remained only long enough to get together their coveted rifles and munitions, when out they went, taking with them quite a large number of others from the same band whom they persuaded to accompany them. Crook did not follow them, or permit them to be followed, but waited patiently until they had gotten quietly settled down in their mountain fastness. As soon as he was assured of this, he sent a number of scouts and spies from the same band among them. These Indians quietly informed the others that while their leaders were not to be allowed inside of a reservation again, they might have just one chance to save their own heads and return. In this, and in no other way, and under no other condition, would they be received back. When they came, they must bring the heads of their leaders. If, after a certain designated time, they failed to avail themselves of the offer, they too would be placed on the list of outlaws and never again be permitted inside of a reservation controlled by Colonel Crook or, as he was then called, the “Gray Fox.”

The effect of this ultimatum was almost magical. We were astonished at the alacrity with which they accepted the condition, the whole band returning and bringing with them the heads of old Delshay and Chunz as evidence of their sincerity.3

Although Colonel Crook was severely censured by certain well-meaning, but altogether misinformed, persons for his alleged inhumanity in this affair, it proved one of the most effective of all the measures taken to prevent the Indians from making the reservations shelters for criminals, as they had previously done. Besides, these Indians had forfeited their lives a hundred times before they had surrendered to Colonel Crook at all.

From among the long list of atrocities that stand charged to these murderers, I may mention one that came under my immediate observation, as illustrating the cause for the intense feeling among the settlers against them.

An English syndicate had purchased the Smith Mill Mine, a valuable property not far from the celebrated Vulture Mine in the Hassayampa Canyon, not a great way from the town of Wickenburg, central Arizona. The company sent out as a superintendent an Englishman, who brought with him his wife and their only son, a young man about eighteen or twenty years of age. One evening, as the sun was sinking behind the rocky ledges of the Hassayampa, this young man told his mother that he would walk up the canyon and call upon a neighbor who lived about two miles away. Neighbors who resided within a distance of only two miles were, in those days, considered very near neighbors. As he apprehended no danger, he took no arms.

Now it transpired that a band of these Tonto Apache cutthroats were hidden in the rocks overlooking the canyon, waiting to plunder the Arizona and California stagecoach that was due to pass there at about this time in the day. It also happened that, fortunately for the passengers in the mail coach, the latter was several hours behind time, and as the Indians, from their lookout, could not [see] its approach several miles away, and [as] they also saw this young man coming up the canyon entirely unarmed, they concluded to amuse themselves, meanwhile, with him. Quietly they dropped down from their hiding places, and as they are the most expert stalkers of game, whether it be man or beast, in the world, they soon had this young man surrounded and captured him alive.

They then took him up to a sheltered spot among the rocks, stripped him of his clothing, tied his hands behind him, fastened his feet together, and commenced to torture him by shooting arrows into his naked body, taking care not to strike a vital spot.

I visited the place where this young man was thus cruelly put to death immediately after the ghastly dead had been consummated, and the ground where the victim had laid was all matted down, as he had rolled over and over in his awful agony, breaking off the arrows as he rolled until over one hundred fifty of these cruel missiles had broken off in his body. And then, when by reason of the loss of blood he could move no more, they finished him in a manner so excruciating and beastly that I could not, if I would, shock my readers with a hint of the method of his final taking off.

These were the wretches whom Colonel Crook would not permit to violate but one pledge to him, and whose heads justly paid the penalty of their treachery. To Indians who persisted in wrongdoing, Crook was a scourge and a terror, a veritable gray wolf, while to those who were willing to learn and do the right, he was an uncompromising friend, and for them, and in every good work on their behalf, no man in this country would go further or work harder than he.

The campaigns in Arizona did not owe their ultimate success to any particular Waterloo-like victory as much as they did to the covering of a great deal of ground by a comparatively small number of men, permitting the Indians no rest and rendering any and every hiding place insecure. Besides, as tribes became friendly, they were employed in trailing and hunting out the others. Once on the trail, neither the trailers nor troops took any more rest than was absolutely necessary to enable them to move again; but doggedly, persistently, untiringly, they followed on like sleuth hounds until the game was run down. Generally speaking, the Indians acted upon the theory that the smaller the number together, the less chance there was of their being caught and destroyed.

There was but one occasion on which they congregated in any considerable numbers, and as that resulted so disastrously for them, they did not repeat the experiment. Gathering together a much more formidable force than was their custom, they took shelter in a natural cave or hollow in a bank of Salt River. They evidently believed the position quite impregnable, and even after the troops had virtually cut them off from all retreat, did not consider their situation desperate, much less hopeless. They were, however, doomed to a disappointment as complete as their destruction was overwhelming. The whole band, almost to a man, was destroyed by the troops under Major [William H.] Brown, assisted by the colonel's bright young aides-de-camp, Lieutenants [William J.] Ross and Bourke. This was an important contribution to the final success, but the straw that broke the Apache back, as it were, was when Colonel Crook caused a simultaneous movement of all his available troops into the region through which the renegades were mostly scattered. Having first instructed me in regard to the cooperation of the detachments to be operated from the north side of the theater of hostilities, Crook went to the southern part of the territory, where he personally directed the movements made from that side.
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An Apache ambush. COSMOPOLITAN 1911

Those moving from the north especially were to be divided into numerous small columns and commanded, as far as practicable, by young ambitious officers, not usually above the grade of captain. When everything was in readiness, these numerous commands were launched forth from all sides, completely overrunning the whole country. Following hitherto hidden trails and unknown byways, these energetic officers penetrated the hostile region from every direction. When their subsistence was exhausted, they came in and remained only long enough to replenish and receive their instructions for the next movement, which was immediately put into execution. Every one of these small detachments met and defeated bands of Apaches or contributed in some way to their discomfiture, almost invariably securing the advantage of surprise. While the watching warriors would be intent upon observing one detachment, some other command coming, perhaps from the opposite direction, would pounce upon them. Apparently there was no place of safety; the times were certainly out of joint; it was a place of uncertainty, a period of unrest.

The activity and ubiquity of these little commands became more apparent when the map of the campaign was made. This map was made from the consolidated itineraries of all the different detachments, and when finished, was certainly something unique. Such a complication of eccentric and concentric trails was never before displayed upon parchment.

The diverging routes traveled made the lines so numerous and intricate that it would have been difficult to have distinguished the “map” from one of the supplements to the fashion pages of Harper's Bazaar. Indeed, one officer, recognizing the resemblance and wishing to perpetrate a joke upon the author of the map, when called upon for a map to accompany his itinerary, sent one of the supplements of the paper referred to and gravely asserted that the numerous lines—dotted, straight, crooked, twisted, circular, and square—indicated the routes traveled by his command, all of which he desired should be incorporated in the map referred to as having recently been published at department headquarters to illustrate the campaign just concluded.

In any event, the campaign was entirely and overwhelmingly successful, and the Indians soon began to surrender whenever and wherever they would be received. An Indian war that had been waged with unexampled ferocity since the days when the lieutenants of Cortez, in their lust for gold, had first penetrated to those regions, was brought to a close.

Recognizing the importance of the service rendered, General Grant, then president, promoted George Crook from his comparatively low rank of a lieutenant colonel of infantry to be a brigadier general,4 and soon after this assigned him to the command of the Department of the Platte.

Thus, after nearly nine years’ service on the Pacific Coast, in the spring of 1875 we left Arizona and a month later reached the headquarters of the new department at Omaha, Nebraska.
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PART 3: THE SIOUX AND CHEYENNES

The Military Department of the Platte, to which Crook, by order of the president, had been assigned, then as now embraced the states of Iowa and Nebraska and the then territories of Wyoming, Utah, and a part of Idaho. Within the limits of this department there were, at this time, several hostile bands of Sioux and Cheyenne Indians. Sometimes they were congregated in separate villages under different leaders, and at other times were joined into one formidable band, the exact number of which, owing to the proximity of the great reservations, could never be accurately determined. The young and ambitious braves, eluding the vigilance of their agents, would slip away under various excuses and join the hostile camps. Hence it was that an officer, starting out to attack a certain band of Indians, was likely to find the number of the hostile party augmented far beyond his expectation or preparation. Where a hundred warriors were supposed to be, a thousand might be congregated; where a thousand were anticipated, several thousand were likely to be, and indeed were found.

There were still large herds of buffalo ranging along the streams that flowed into the Yellowstone, and in pursuit of this grand game, as well as the elk and others of that species, roaming over the plains, the warriors rode over vast tracts of country with little or no opposition. But their principal rendezvous, with their villages and surplus horses, were generally to be found along the Bighorn, Rosebud, Tongue, and Powder Rivers, all of which flow into the Yellowstone from the south and are principally within the limits of the Department of the Platte.

Among the leaders of these hostile bands were to be found Sitting Bull, Crazy Horse, Gall, Dull Knife, Little Big Man, War Eagle, Spotted Eagle, Rain-in-the-Face, and numerous other well-known renegade warriors.

Probably the three greatest warriors, certainly those most conspicuous in all the fighting that was to take place, were Crazy Horse, Gall, and Dull Knife. The first two were leaders of the Sioux, while Dull Knife was the great war chief of the Cheyennes. There was something peculiarly fascinating in the personality of Crazy Horse.5 He was the finest-looking Indian I ever saw, though by no means as large as were either of his contemporaries. In repose, his face and figure were as clear-cut and classical as a bronze statue of a Greek god. When he moved, he was as lithe and graceful as a panther, and on the warpath, he was as bold as a lion and as cruel and bloodthirsty as a Bengal tiger.

Gall6 was also a superb-looking warrior, with muscles like an athlete. Besides being a great fighter, he was also an orator of note, and his descriptions of the fights with Custer on the Little Bighorn and Crook on the Rosebud are said to have been models of Indian eloquence.

Dull Knife7 was a giant, over six feet in height, with broad shoulders surmounted by an immense head, and displaying an enormous mouth. He was a typical savage in the highest state of physical development.

Little Big Man,8 as his name signifies, was a small but exceedingly vicious Indian. I saw him once, when the great council took place with the commissioners sent by Congress, and of which Senator Allison was the chairman at Red Cloud agency, Nebraska. With a small band of warriors, all painted and decorated, he rode around on the hills in full view of the Indians gathered there, as well as of the commissioners and troops, towards whom he acted in a most insulting and defiant manner. He would take no part in the council, and his whole conduct reminded me of nothing so much as one of those peculiarly vicious, buzzing, hostile insects known as the “yellow jacket” or hornet.

Sitting Bull was just as bad as any of the others, but he lacked the boldness and dash of either of those named. Sullen and morose, he lived and died an enemy to the advance of civilization, a foe to the white man, but with none of the superb courage, the elan, which made the others, even in their maliciousness, objects of interest, not to say of admiration.9
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A scene from the Powder River campaign. FRANK LESLIE'S ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY 1876

Such were the warriors who, with their fellows, occupied so vast a tract of territory, and who stood boldly in the path of progress, a constant menace to any that should have the hardihood to attempt to settle in, or even pass through, the region which they infested.

Crook's first campaign against these Indians was directed upon the village of Crazy Horse on the Powder River, in the month of March 1876.10 The village was captured, together with nearly a thousand horses, but owing to certain unaccountable negligence on the part of someone, the Indians recaptured the horses. As this was made the subject of a court-martial, it is unnecessary to say more in regard to it than note the fact that this recapture of the horses was equal to nullifying the effect of the entire expedition. Crook was terribly chagrined and mortified, and the intervention of some of the highest authorities in the land to hush the matter up failed. Nothing would appease him but the verdict of a court-martial as to the responsibility. It is, therefore, fair to say that according to the finding of this court, Crook was not responsible for the disaster.11

Later in the season, a more extended campaign was inaugurated by two columns of troops: one from the Department of Dakota under Brig. Gen. Alfred H. Terry, and of which Colonel Custer and his regiment, the 7th U.S. Cavalry, was a part; and the other column under General Crook, from the Department of the Platte.12 Both of these columns had the same objective, but their lines of operation were several hundred miles apart, and they had no definite plan of cooperation. Each column [was] supposed by its commander, as well as in the opinion of their superiors, to be able to take care of itself and defeat any force it might find.


Crook's column was organized as the Bighorn and Yellowstone expedition, and was assembled at Fort Fetterman, Wyoming, in the last days of the month of May of the Centennial year—1876.

Fort Fetterman was a military post on the North Platte River, about three days’ march north of Medicine Bow, a station on the Union Pacific railway several hundred miles west of Omaha.

When ready to march, the expedition consisted of fifteen companies of cavalry, five companies of infantry, and a detachment of about one hundred Shoshone or Snake Indians from their reservation near Fort Washakie, Wyoming. It was provided with a large and well-equipped wagon train, besides 250 pack mules.

We marched from Fort Fetterman the last of May, and a week later found us on the headwaters of the Tongue River and in the immediate vicinity of the hostile Indians’ hunting grounds. Here we selected a location for the permanent camp and also dispatched a messenger across the country to the Crow reservation, inviting those Indians to join us in our proposed foray upon their hereditary enemies, the Sioux. These Indians had been at war with each other as long as any tradition of them existed.

The Crows promptly responded, and 150 warriors under Old Crow, Little Crow, Good Heart, and other fighting chiefs joined us at the place selected for our permanent rendezvous. This location was on a branch of the Tongue River near the base of the Bighorn Mountains, two prominent peaks of which added picturesqueness to an otherwise interesting landscape. The two peaks lifted their snowcapped summits far above the clouds, and as we had given them the name of Cloud Peaks, so too we named our rendezvous Camp Cloud Peak. The changes through which the name of this camp passed indicate somewhat the varying moods of its occupants at different stages of the campaign. When we first arrived, everyone was elated at the prospect of a short and presumably successful campaign, and the name of the camp was quite indicative of the tone of feeling which prevailed among its occupants—Camp Cloud Peak.

After our return from the fruitless trip to the Rosebud, however, followed almost immediately by the intelligence of Custer's overwhelming defeat and massacre, during the long dreary days and weeks of inaction and suspense, elation was succeeded by depression, and the name of the camp was gradually changed, until it finally came to express the extreme dejection which prevailed among its occupants, and thenceforward christened—Camp Goose Creek.

When our Crow allies arrived, the Subsistence Department issued to them three days’ rations, which they at once proceeded to eat at one meal. I do not think they stopped cooking and eating for a moment until they had disposed of their whole three-day supply, and then they wanted more.

They took good-naturedly the commissary's refusal to issue more, and joining our Snake contingent, the two bands inaugurated a series of war and medicine dances which continued, with all their hideous grotesqueness, until the following morning. It must have been soon after daybreak that I was startled by a series of groans and cries, as though the author was enduring excruciating torture. I jumped up, ran to the front of my tent, turned back the flap, and peered out. Riding down through the camp came an old Crow warrior, nearly as naked as when he was born, but painted and tattooed in approved form and carrying his rifle, which from time to time, he swung in the air, as a drum major would handle his baton or staff. His wild eyes appeared to be fixed on objects invisible to the outer world and which he seemed to think were hovering around him; great tears rolled down his cheeks as he pleaded, prayed, and exhorted the empty air.

He was going through that species of savage incantation known as “crying for scalps.” He was pleading with the spirits, which are supposed to control these matters, that in the coming fight, they would grant him plenty of scalps.

Immediately upon the arrival of our Crow allies, Crook packed his wagons in such a manner that they could easily be defended by the teamsters and such other citizen employees as were attached to the Quartermaster's Department; the quartermaster remaining with them, and in command of the whole, they were left behind. He [Crook] then took all the mules belonging to the train and mounted our infantry upon them. Our subsistence stores and surplus ammunition were carried by the pack train. Officers and men alike were restricted to the same quantity of personal baggage, if one overcoat each can be so designated, for that was all anyone was permitted to carry. No tents were taken, and neither wagons nor ambulances. Besides the regular subsistence stores carried by the pack train, many of the officers, as well as the soldiers and newspaper correspondents, took the precaution to carry in their pouches or fastened to the saddle, by “hook or by crook,” a good-sized piece of dried elk meat, some hard bread, sugar, coffee, and at least one hundred rounds of ammunition, so that in the event of their being separated from the command, they could subsist for several days and offer reasonable defense, for capture meant possibly slow, but positively certain death.

The details being completed, we marched out to find the combined Sioux and Cheyenne village, which was said to be located on the Rosebud, a small stream that flows into the Yellowstone midway between the Bighorn and Tongue Rivers. Upon reaching this stream not far from its headwaters, we followed its course until we came to the vicinity of a long, irregular canyon, several miles in extent, at the further end of which the combined hostile villages were supposed to be situated.

It was a beautiful summer morning, June 17, the anniversary of the battle of Bunker Hill. The sky, clear and cloudless; the air, soft, balmy, and fragrant with the spicy perfume of the juniper trees that fringed the banks of the little stream. Nature seemed unusually calm and peaceful.

We had been marching along at the easy gait of the column of route, with our Indian allies well out in front, scouting the country, and had halted for a few minutes before entering the canyon. Some of both officers and men were leaning against their horses, enjoying the morning pipe, while others lay prone upon the grass, dozing in the warm rays of the sun, when suddenly, well in front toward the village, there arose a savage yell, followed by the sharp crack of several rifles. Everyone not already standing sprang to his feet and stood ready to mount. More rifle shots followed in quick succession, and directly our Indian allies came dashing back to us, halted, dismounted, and each band formed, by itself, a semicircle, in front of which their respective medicine men pranced up and down in that species of Indian mummery known as making medicine. They were presumed to be consulting the gods having jurisdiction in such matters as to whether it was good or bad medicine to fight. In this case, as the Sioux and Cheyenne warriors were already close at hand, there was but one way to decide; it was, undoubtedly, good medicine to fight. So, as soon as the medicine men had communicated this important intelligence, the warriors mounted and joined us as we, having formed our lines parallel with the creek, were moving up to the high ground overlooking the stream.

When we reached the crest of the plateau, there appeared in our front a formidable band of those justly celebrated Sioux and Cheyenne warriors, magnificently mounted, and in all the splendor of war paint and feathers. Every hill appeared to be covered with their swarming legions, and up from every ravine and out of every little vale, more seemed to be coming. Many wore the long Sioux war bonnet of eagle plumes, which floated and fluttered in the air, back of the wearer, to a distance of five or six feet, while others wore half masks of the heads of wild animals, with the ears and sometimes the horns still protruding, giving them the appearance of devils from the netherworld.

A Sioux or Cheyenne warrior in battle wears very little except his decorations, his arms, and cartridge belts. Of the latter, I have often seen a grave with as many as three filled with cartridges strung across his body. The horse he rides on such occasions is especially reserved for the purpose. It is somewhat smaller than the Thoroughbred American horse, but wiry, fleet, and well adapted to his master's needs. In place of a saddle, a strong rope of rawhide is drawn tightly around the animal just back of the forequarters. When the warrior mounts, he takes a twist of this rope around either leg, and then he is securely fastened in his place as if he had been born there. A rope or twist of horsehair about eighteen or twenty feet in length is fastened around the horse's neck, and the remainder, coiled up, is carried in the left hand. On his right wrist is fastened what one would take to be a policeman's club, from its resemblance to that weapon. It is about the same length and size, but has about a half dozen leather thongs or lashes attached, and is used by the warrior as a whip for his horse or as a weapon for his enemy, according to circumstances. In his right hand, he carries his repeating rifle, while diagonally across his back is a sort of quiver, what most persons would suppose to be a lance, from its resemblance to that weapon. It is not a lance, or a weapon at all, but is what is known as a coup stick. With this, the warrior preempts whatever he claims, very much as boys touch each other when playing tag. It makes no difference who fires the fatal shot that kills the enemy or the buffalo; it is the Indian who first strikes the prostrate body with the coup stick who is thus invested with the right to that body with all its belongings.13

The warriors dashed here, there, everywhere; up and down in ceaseless activity, their gaudy decorations, waving plumes, and glittering arms forming a panoramic view of barbaric splendor, once seen, never to be forgotten.

Our efforts were directed toward closing in with the enemy by a series of charges, and theirs to avoid close contact until, by the nature of the ground, our forces began to get scattered, and then their tactics changed from the defensive to an offensive. Each separate detachment was made the objective of terrific onslaughts; the warriors charged up to them, careening on their horses, and fired from behind them, while exposing as little of their own persons as possible. All the time they were whooping and yelling, hoping thereby to strike terror into the hearts of their adversaries and, if possible, stampede them, and woe to the officer or soldier who, at such a moment, lost his presence of mind. Let him turn to seek safety in flight, even for an instant, and immediately a score of warriors would pounce upon him, and the chances would be ninety out of a hundred that in less time than it takes to tell it, his bloody scalp would dangle at the belt of an exultant brave.

One detachment of about two hundred men under Colonel Royall14 became so far separated from the main body, owing to the conformation of the ground, that it barely escaped the fate which only a few days later overtook Custer and his men at the hands of the same Indians.

Seeing so many occupied in the attack upon Royall, Crook hurled nine companies under Capt. Anson Mills15 down the canyon to attack and, if possible, capture their village with their surplus horses. Luckily for this command, the assault upon Royall was pressed with such vigor that the detached column was diverted and thrown into the rear of the Indians who were engaged in this assault, otherwise they would have continued down that canyon, when they would have been as tangled up and securely trapped as if they had been a covey of partridges in a pothunter's net.

Although the fight had been waged in a desultory manner throughout the day, it was completely closed when this movement on the part of Mills's command took place. It afterward transpired that the warriors, cognizant of Terry's approach, though Crook was not, and also advised of the fact that Reno had turned back,16 had commenced, while the fight was in progress, to remove their camp and surplus horses on their way to the Little Bighorn.

What might have happened had Reno, who was then in command of Terry's advance guard, and who was not more than thirty miles away, pushed forward until he either joined Crook or at least developed what the latter was doing, is one of those unsolved problems that lie forever hidden behind the mighty “Perhaps.” But one thing is certain: Had he done so, the Custer massacre could never have occurred. Even when he must have been almost near enough to have heard the sound of Crook's guns, he turned back and rejoined Terry's main column. Custer was then sent forward with his entire regiment, the 7th Cavalry, to follow the trail from the place where Reno had left it. Custer, ambitious and brave to recklessness, eagerly pushed forward and struck the trail near where Crook had fought the Indians. He followed it over to the Little Bighorn, where on June 25, he and his gallant troopers met their untimely fate.

Notwithstanding the immense force developed by the Indians, Crook was anxious to continue the fight, and as soon as his detachments were again in hand, we moved down to enter the canyon. I had just been there with the order for Mill's deflection and was vividly impressed with the danger of such a movement. I stated my opinion very strongly, and fortunately, just then word came to the general that our Indian allies refused absolutely to enter the canyon. He was convinced, halted the command, and we went into camp instead.

Soon after the hostilities had ceased, probably two years later, when Crook, accompanied by General Sheridan, visited this canyon, as well as the Custer battlefield, the Indians pointed out where, besides the braves who were already engaged with us, they had two thousand more warriors in ambush down the canyon in a position where, once in, we could not possibly have gotten out, and had either Mills or the whole command continued down the canyon to attack the village, not a man could have escaped.

That night was spent in arranging for the transportation of our wounded upon travois similar to those used by the Indians in moving their lodges, equipage, women, and children, for in the absence of wagons or ambulances, we had no other means of carrying them. There were about thirty of these desperately wounded men,17 and during that two-day march back to the permanent camp, their suffering can better be imagined than described.

One incident in the trip will serve to illustrate its horrors. Maj. Guy V. Henry18 was being thus transported. He had been shot through the face, the sight of one eye being extinguished, and the other closed at least temporarily. The mule that was dragging him over an exceedingly rough mountain suddenly shied, bringing one of the poles of the travois over a large boulder, and pitched him headlong down among the rocks some twenty feet below. When first picked up, the wounded officer could not speak at all, but after the dirt had been wiped off and some water had cleared his throat, he was asked the somewhat absurd question of how he felt. “Bully” was his somewhat unexpected reply. “Never felt better in my life. Everybody is so kind,” he continued, and in this might have included the sad-eyed mule, which stood innocently winking and blinking nearby.

[Major Henry] continued throughout the same magnificent optimist. During the halcyon days of his army life, when in comfortable garrisons, with everything that could be expected to make life agreeable, he had been reputed to be something of a faultfinder, or “kicker,” but now, with one eye gone and the other, temporarily at least, closed, his tongue nearly cut in two, his jaw smashed, and his nose demolished, he not only did not murmur or complain, but insisted, from first to last, that everything was lovely and [that] he was perfectly happy. Of such magnificent material are our heroes composed.

The news of Custer's massacre reached Crook very soon after it occurred, and the campaign was virtually at a standstill. In the meantime, reinforcements were hurried forward, but when the two columns, Crook's and Terry's, were joined, the Indians had broken up into small bands, some going in one direction, while others went in another, and a part of them surreptitiously returned to the reservations.

Sitting Bull and his immediate followers made their way towards the Manitoba line, in order to be in position to place themselves, as they afterwards did, under the protection of the British flag in Canada. Dull Knife with his Cheyennes made his way to the Wind River Mountains, that range being a part of the Bighorn chain, where in December Crook sent Colonel Mackenzie to attack them. Though the Cheyennes fought with their usual gallantry, they were beaten, lost the greater part of their supplies, and were eventually compelled to surrender.

Crook's return march back to his own department through the Badlands of Dakota was attended with unusual hardships and privations. When the command started, it was poorly supplied, and the terrible weather which set in delayed the march and kept the troops from reaching a place where subsistence could be had. Several small bands of the scattered hostiles were encountered on the way, and such as were not destroyed were forced to take shelter on the reservation.

As soon as the troops reached the vicinity of the Red Cloud and Spotted Tail agencies, Crook halted them, and after communicating with General Sheridan, surrounded and disarmed a great number of Red Cloud's band, among whom were to be found many who had been engaged in the summer's campaign and who had thought to obtain immunity by placing themselves under the protecting care of the enemy.

When in November, this had been followed by the defeat of Dull Knife's band by Mackenzie, the Sioux and Cheyenne war was over.19 With one exception, too, it closed General Crook's Indian campaigns. A few years later, owing to the breaking out of hostilities in Arizona with Geronimo's band, he was sent again to that territory. The leader of the Apaches had been in the habit of seeking shelter in Mexico whenever he was hard-pressed by the United States troops. Crook did not let international boundaries stop him, but followed him into the mountains of the Sister Republic and there compelled his surrender. On this occasion, for the first time in his career, he made terms with an Indian which he was afterwards not able to see absolutely fulfilled. Geronimo was taken far from his home and the mountains where he was born to a military post in a southern state, where he was and is held as a prisoner, contrary to what both he and Crook claimed was an express understanding between them at the time of the surrender. To Crook's everlasting honor, it can be said that while he lived, he continued to fight for a fulfillment of that contract, and it was the grievance of his life that the government did not coincide with his view of the matter. His last great fight on the warpath was with the great Apache chief Geronimo; it seems fitting that in another way, his last great fight was for the rights, as he understood them, of the same Indian, when he was friendless and a prisoner.
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The Apache surrender–Chief Nana entering General Crook's camp to sue for peace. HARPER'S WEEKLY 1883
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PART 4

George Crook was well known to few and rightly understood by a comparatively less number. To most persons, he appeared to be stern, stoical, and sometimes even stubborn. In reality, he was gentle, genial, yielding, and sympathetic. If his surroundings were uncongenial, he was silent, somber, and taciturn. Take away the depressing or irritating element, and he immediately became cheerful and playfully talkative. While in the former mood, he had the appearance of being sullen, almost morose, but in the absence of restraint, he became lightly gay, laughed heartily at a humorous story or ludicrous incident, and would relate one, or describe the other, with comical zest and the keenest enjoyment.

For some unaccountable reason, he was always presumed to have an especial aversion to the fair sex, while the fact was that he was peculiarly susceptible to their charms, and a pretty girl, [or] an attractive, intelligent woman, could prevail with him where the most eloquent advocate or learned logician would utterly fail. Twenty minutes after leaving his office, where he seemed to be coldly distant and dignified, I have seen him rolling on the floor of his parlor with a pair of chubby, childish hands alternately pulling his hair and whiskers, while a favorite dog was tugging away at the tails of his army blouse; and it would have been difficult to decide which was enjoying the romp more—the man, the child, or the dog.

Modest, unassuming, and unpretentious himself, he held in contempt pompous pretentiousness in whatever form it was displayed, whether of pedantic egotism or silly snobbery. Intensely American, he could not tolerate his own countrymen who affected European manners and had an especial aversion to those who are known as Anglomaniacs.

Although not a teetotaler, he was very abstemious, and in no case was he ever known to drink to excess. He did not use tobacco in any form. Passionately fond of cards, he generally confined himself to those games which are usually played only for pastime, and to all forms of gambling, he was bitterly opposed.

His early service in the army was performed on the Pacific Slope, among the roughest element to be found there in the early fifties, and yet he never acquired the vulgar, not to say irreverent, habit of using profane or foul language of any description. In the whitest heat of his angriest moment, I never knew him to use an oath, as even the father of our country is reputed to have done under similar provocation.

In situations where physical suffering was to be endured, he was as stoical as an Indian.

A mining prospector at Prescott, Arizona, once persuaded him to go and see a mine he had discovered about fifteen miles from our headquarters. We made the trip in a spring wagon drawn by four mules. After we had seen the mine, the general, not wishing to be bored on his way back, got up in the seat with the driver, leaving the old prospector to ride in the backseat of the wagon with me. An accident on a previous occasion had taught me not to ride in the rear seat of one of those vehicles without putting up the curtains, especially if it was not storming.

After we had started back, the driver said he could save some distance by taking a road other than the one traveled on our way out, and as the general did not object, we returned that way. This road had not been used for some time, but was supposed to be practicable and safe. When we had done about half the distance, we came to a high knoll, on the opposite side of which a recent storm had washed away part of the road. We could not see this until we had started down, and then it was too late. With a warning yell, the driver jumped as the ambulance went over the bank and turned bottom uppermost as it descended with a crash. The prospector and I saved ourselves by jumping out the back, the curtain being rolled up, as I had directed it to be when we started.

The general was not so fortunate. He either did not jump in time or he was caught by the overhanging top, which, after carrying him down, held him there while the mules started to run, pulling the wagon along, wheels uppermost, and with the general under it. When I jumped, I fortunately struck on my feet and was soon at the head of the leaders and had them stopped. Not, however, until the general had been dragged some distance among the rough stones, or “nigger heads,” as they are called.

In a few minutes, he was rescued from his perilous situation, but he was terribly cut about the face and head, and his limbs and body were a mass of contusions. Necessarily, the remainder of the trip was excruciating, and yet, though covered with black and blue bulbs as large as goose eggs, not a moan escaped his lips. He would not lie down but sat, like a Chippewa warrior, at the stake, perfectly quiet, until we reached the garrison and he was carried into his house.

His imperturbability was illustrated on another occasion, but in a different way. He was endeavoring to persuade the Ute Indians, who lived in Utah, just across the Arizona line, to join us in our fight against the Apaches. The former, under their chief, Captain Jack,20 were assembled for a conference in the customary semicircle, with Crook and his staff opposite the center. These Indians eat all sorts of insects and many of the reptiles, lizards especially being considered quite a luxury. Some days previous to the council, Captain Jack had captured a particularly plump specimen, and in lieu of a better place to carry it, Jack had placed the reptile in the envelope containing his credentials and very carefully wrapped in the certificate of character which the agent of his reservation had given him. In this safe-deposit casket, he laid his lizardship away for future reference and forgot all about it. Of course, Jack knew that lizards were not fashionable table luxuries among white people, so when at the council he produced his credentials from an inside pocket of his filthy hunting shirt and, opening the envelope with great pomp almost under the general's nose, disclosed the malodorous body of the defunct reptile, he wanted to impress the general with the idea that the lizard had gotten in there without his knowledge, and that lizards constituted no part of the diet of the chief of the Paiutes. He therefore caught the reptile by the tail, tossed it contemptuously away, at the same time giving vent to his assumed aversion by saying, “Pooh, damn snake!” and handed the papers to the general, who received them with due solemnity, unbroken by even a smile.

Very fond of hunting, his taste in this direction was never displayed by riding to hounds or any of the more fashionable methods, and he could never be induced to practice at a target or shoot birds over a trap. A good hunting dog of the pointer or setter species was his delight, and I rarely ever knew his household to be without one or more Thoroughbreds that he had himself trained.

I have two pleasant reminders of these tastes. While we were on duty at Portland, Oregon, I received a letter from Maj. Gen. George H. Thomas in San Francisco, thanking me for forwarding a string of canvasback ducks that Crook had shot and sent to me to transmit to him. Also at Omaha, Nebraska, I received a letter from General Sheridan at Chicago, informing me that he had shipped to my care for Crook, who was then at Fort Laramie, an imported Irish setter dog, and also describing his breeding and “points.” Both letters are in the easy, offhand style of the distinguished heroes of Chickamauga, Winchester, and Cedar Creek, and incidentally bring out the other distinguished heroes’ penchants for ducks and dogs.

The great Indian fighter of the early part of the century, Daniel Boone, was found dead and alone by the side of a log across which his trusty rifle rested, as if he were aiming at some object when the grim messenger came. Nearly three score and ten years later, his great prototype, George Crook, received his summons hence. He was not alone, his wife being close at hand, and he was in one of the largest hotels in the great city of Chicago, in the midst of a civilization as majestic and impressive as the primeval forests through the branches of which Boone's requiem was sighed. His death, however, was quite as sudden and unexpected. The general had gone into a room adjoining his sleeping apartment and was exercising with what are known as “Indian clubs” for a few minutes before taking his morning meal, when the warrior whose arrows never miss their mark bent his bow and sent the shaft that cleft his loyal heart in twain. He staggered, gasped for breath for a moment, and was dead.

Upon the heights of Arlington, where now rests his honored dust, is a bas-relief which represents the general, his staff, and Geronimo with his leading warriors. An imposing monument has been dedicated and will soon be erected to his memory. But neither bronze nor marble, the pencil of the artist, the tongue of the orator, nor the pen of the historian will ever be able to pay the full measure of praise due to this indomitable leader, heroic soldier, modest man, and patriotic citizen, who died as he lived—without fear and without reproach.






Ranald Slidell Mackenzie

JOSEPH H. DORST1
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Ranald Slidell Mackenzie, who died January 19, 1889, at New Brighton, Staten Island, New York, was the eldest child of Cdr. Alexander Mackenzie of the navy, and of his wife, Catherine Alexander, the daughter of Morris Robinson of New York. He was born in that city on July 27, 1840, and a few weeks later, his parent moved to a farm on the Hudson between Tarrytown and Sing Sing. After a slight sunstroke when he was three years old, he was never thoroughly strong until he went to college, and any long confinement to the house was certain to bring on headache and depression of spirits.

To those who really knew him well, his character as a child was remarkable. He was entirely truthful, entirely brave. He was never known to tell a lie or to make even the slightest untruthful excuse. From the time he could understand anything, his mother had impressed upon him that he must never hurt anyone smaller or weaker than himself, and her words had sunk deep into his generous nature.

His father returned from the Mexican War in the spring of 1848, safe but with broken health. It was only a few months later that the child's first sorrow came. He was playing by the gate one morning when his father rode down, and the child ran to open it for him. Captain Mackenzie spoke to him for a moment, leaned from the saddle to kiss him good-bye, then rode off and was never seen alive again. He fell from his horse in an attack of the heart, and within a short distance of his wife and his home, died quite alone.

From that time began the thoughtful, protecting affection for his mother, which no one who knew him could fail to remark.

Very close upon his father's death followed the loss of his home, his mother removing to Morristown, New Jersey, in the spring of 1849.

When he was fifteen, the time came when something must be decided as to his future life. He had shown no leaning toward any profession and quietly agreed to the wish of his uncles that he should go to college, with the prospect of studying law in New York afterwards. In the autumn of 1855, therefore, he entered the freshman class at Williams College. He had not finished his junior year, however, when his life was changed by his decision to enter the army. This determination was not caused by any change in his own wishes. It was only a change in his family circumstances, which made him feel that it would be better for his mother should he be able at once to provide for himself. He discussed it with no one, asked no one's advice, but thought it over quietly himself, and when he had fully made up his mind, wrote for his mother's consent and asked her to get the appointment for him.

Another thing which seems a little unusual in the light of his after success was that nearly every one of his acquaintances and relations expected him to fail at West Point. It was perhaps natural that the strength of his mind and character should be misunderstood. He was very shy and reserved, his speech was slow and a little indistinct, his manner diffident and hesitating; the great brilliance of his youngest brother [Morris Slidell Mackenzie], too, threw him more into the shade, from which he was perfectly happy to admire his brother's gifts of mind and manner, and quite contented with second place himself.

His uncle, on hearing his resolution, wrote to say that he could get the appointment for him, certainly, but he must warn him of the great disadvantage it would be to him to be found deficient. Other relatives urged upon him the disappointment and grief that his failure would be to his mother—the opinion of his little public, in short, was summed up in the words of their old clergyman, who, on hearing later that Ranald stood second in his class, absolutely refused to believe it. “No,” he exclaimed to Mrs. Mackenzie, “it is not possible,” and when informed that it was not only possible but true, he went on, “Madam, you surprise me; I had ventured to hint to my wife—in strict confidence—my certainty of the disappointment in store for you.”

The same certainty was felt at first by the other cadets at West Point, who, in talking over their chances before they had left their first encampment, had unanimously agreed that Mackenzie would be one of those to be “found” at the first examination. Only a few of his family, and all his teachers at school or college, held a different opinion. They alone understood the boy's quiet courage and uncommon ability, and to them no honor that came to him could ever be a surprise. As Mr. Morris, his former teacher, had written of him three years before, “With time he will always be equal to what is required of him.”

He entered the military academy on July 1, 1858. His sterling qualities of heart and mind soon made him a great favorite in his class and very popular with the whole corps. He was looked upon as a high-spirited, model gentleman; modest, determined, fearless, generous, loyal to his friends, and slow to anger unless he thought an insult was intended, when no one would resent it more quickly. He had a very sociable disposition, loved to be with his comrades, and was full of good nature. His love of sport and fondness for the society of his friends was the cause of his getting more than the average number of demerits, but in all essentially military matters, his conduct was exemplary.

At the end of his first year, he stood fifth in his class; at the end of the second year, he stood second. In his third year, 1860–61, the outbreak of the Civil War and the events that immediately preceded it produced an excitement throughout the country that was also deeply felt at West Point. At that time, Mackenzie lived in Company D, where many Southern cadets also lived. It was probably due to his interest in his friends from the South and the exciting incidents of that year that at its end he had fallen to twelfth place, for in the year following, although he was acting assistant professor of mathematics, and much of his time was necessarily taken up with instructing the lower classes, he graduated with ease at the head of his class. His letters show that for months before graduation, he was also deeply engaged in studying the problems of the war, and that his able mind had realized in a great measure the gigantic proportions the conflict would assume. He chafed at his enforced detention at West Point and longed to be in a life of activity, with so many gallant men fighting for a great cause.

Upon graduating in June 1862, he was appointed second lieutenant in the Corps of Engineers, and almost immediately reported for duty to [Maj. Gen. Ambrose] Burnside as engineer officer on his staff. In a few weeks, however, he was transferred to the staff of [Maj. Gen. Jesse L.] Reno, with whom he served at the second battle of Manassas in August.

On the afternoon of the second day of that battle, while carrying a message, he stopped to ask information of a wounded soldier and at that moment was shot from behind a fence, the ball entering at the right shoulder, passing over the shoulder blade and spine without breaking the skin, and grazing the left shoulder blade as it went out, making a serious and painful but not dangerous wound. After he fell, two of the men that had fired upon him came up. He asked for water, and they said they would gladly give it, but they had none themselves. They took his pistol and money, leaving him his watch, and then hurried off. He lay on the ground all that night, and the next day was picked up and sent to Centreville, where he was placed in one of the crowded ambulances and hurried to Washington. There his brother, after a long search, found him with other wounded officers in a hotel, and though very weak and worn, quite happy in feeling that his first fight had left him nothing to be ashamed of. When his mother arrived next morning, his first words were “I am wounded in the back, but I was not running away.” For his gallant conduct in this battle, he received the brevet of first lieutenant.

His wound healed rapidly, and on October 7, he again reported for duty. General Reno having been killed at South Mountain, he was placed for a while on the staff of General Burnside, but the chief of engineers soon had him assigned to duty with the engineer battalion, and he remained with it almost uninterruptedly, participating in many skirmishes and all the great battles of the Army of the Potomac until June 1864.

For gallant and meritorious service at the battle of Chancellorsville, he received the brevet of captain. At the battle of Gettysburg, he was temporarily attached to the staff of [Maj. Gen. George G.] Meade, was again wounded, though not seriously enough to incapacitate him, and for his gallantry was brevetted major.


Until June 1864, his duties had been those of an engineer officer only, and by regular promotion, he had reached the rank of captain. But while he performed his duties zealously and well, they were hardly of an agreeable kind, and neither suited his taste nor gave scope for his talents. He speaks in his letters of a pontoon as a “bore” and a pontoon train as his “pet aversion.” He was far more deeply interested in the tactical employment of troops, and in the lessons to be learned from the various battles, than in the duties of his position. But his attention to those duties, his great energy, and the courage and intelligence he so frequently displayed could not fail to attract the notice of his superiors, and when officers of the 2nd Connecticut Heavy Artillery—a regiment that was artillery in name, being armed and equipped as infantry—wished to have a regular officer appointed to fill the vacancy caused by the death of its colonel at Cold Harbor, [Brig. Gen. Emory] Upton recommended them to apply to Captain Mackenzie. This they did, and the application received the favorable endorsement of Generals Upton, Wright, Meade, and Grant.

On June 6, Colonel Mackenzie, not yet twenty-four years old, took command of his regiment at Cold Harbor. He was now in a position that gave him an opportunity to display his high soldierly qualities and great genius for war, and he made use of that opportunity. He now entered upon the most brilliant portion of his military career, and considering how late in the war the opportunity came, his subsequent advancement was phenomenal. For gallant and meritorious service in front of Petersburg on June 18, he received the brevet of lieutenant colonel in the Regular army. On the twenty-second, he was shot in the right hand, losing two fingers, and much against his will was compelled to take a short leave and go home.2

In less than three weeks, he was back again with his regiment, which belonged to the 6th Army Corps, and went with it to Washington when the Confederate general Early threatened that city, after which the corps was transferred to General Sheridan's army in the Shenandoah Valley. At the battle of Opequan, Mackenzie was slightly wounded in the leg by a piece of shell, but retained command of his regiment, and for his gallantry on that occasion and at Fisher's Hill and Middletown, he subsequently received the unusual distinction of being appointed brigadier general of volunteers—unusual because the honor was conferred as a reward for distinguished services specially mentioned. In those three battles, his regiment lost more heavily, probably, than any other in General Sheridan's command, and bore three-fourths of the losses of its own brigade. At Cedar Creek, Mackenzie commanded his brigade and was wounded early in the morning, was wounded in the leg later in the day, and was finally knocked from his horse by some missile which struck him in the chest and stunned him for a moment, bruising him badly but not breaking the skin. His arms partially paralyzed for a few moments, he made his men replace him on his horse, where he remained for a short time to see that victory was assured. In his report of the battle, General Sheridan says, “Colonel Mackenzie, thought severely wounded, refused to leave the field.” On this occasion, he won the brevet of colonel in the Regular army.

Mackenzie's high standard of discipline caused his men to consider him unreasonably strict, and until they knew him well, his rigid administration caused considerable feeling against him. The following extract from a history of the regiment, written by the adjutant, 1st Lt. T. F. Vaill,3 will be appreciated by General Mackenzie's friends:

Colonel Mackenzie had chosen the trade of war before the Rebellion commenced, and it soon became evident that he had a remarkable taste and aptitude for the business. He arrived and assumed command while we lay at Cold Harbor, and when the survivors were lying so supine and stupid that they could hardly be called survivors. Being himself in no such exhausted condition, Colonel Mackenzie found not the slightest difficulty in becoming master of the situation. His military experience and his thorough competency in all respects would have enabled him under any circumstances to command the respect of subordinate officers, but the condition of things just at that time made it a peculiarly easy task. For some days he did not tighten the screws of his discipline, but contented himself with observing his command and finding out what kind of stuff it was made of.

By the time we had reached the Shenandoah Valley, he had so far developed as to be a greater terror to both officers and men than Early's grape and canister. There is a regimental tradition to the effect that a well-defined purpose existed among the men, prior to the battle of Winchester, to dispose of this commanding scourge during the first fight that occurred. If he had known it, it would only have excited his contempt, for he cared not a copper for the goodwill of any except his military superiors, and certainly feared no man of woman born on either side of the lines. But the purpose, if any existed, quailed and failed before his audacious pluck on that bloody day. He seemed to court destruction all day long. With his hat aloft on the point of his saber, he galloped over forty-acre fields, through a perfect hailstorm of Rebel lead and iron, with as much impunity as though he had been a ghost. The men hated him, but they could not draw bead on so brave a man as that.

His fingers were shot off at Petersburg while his hand was stretched out in the act of giving an order, but he was in command again in twenty days. At Winchester, his leg was skinned by a shell that cut his horse asunder, but tying a handkerchief around it, and remarking with grim jocoseness that this was “dismounting without numbers,” he went on with the regiment, never for a moment relinquishing command until the battle of Cedar Creek, on which day another horse was killed under him, and two wounds at length cleared him out. That was the last of his immediate command of the regiment.

His wounds kept him from duty until about the middle of November, when he rejoined his brigade, and later commanded it when the 6th Corps returned to General Grant in front of Petersburg. A good feeling had long been firmly established between him and his old regiment, and he would have liked to keep it. Nothing of striking interest occurred during the winter, though Mackenzie was doing what he could to try and justify General Sheridan's opinion in having him promoted. About the middle of March 1865, General Grant transferred him to the command of a division of cavalry, with which he rendered conspicuous service at Five Forks and in the operations that terminated with the surrender of General Lee. His command was designated by General Grant to assist in the last formalities and receive the arms and munitions of war of the Rebel army.

For gallant and meritorious services during the war, he received the brevets of brigadier general in the Regular army and major general of volunteers. After being mustered out of the volunteer service, he returned to his duties as captain of engineers and from February 1866 to May 1867 was stationed at Portsmouth, New Hampshire.

In the reorganization of the Regular army, he thought it possible he might be given the rank of major in the line, but in the spring of 1867, some of his friends informed him that the colonelcy of the 41st Infantry, a new regiment, had been offered to several officers, who in turn had declined it because the regiment was composed of colored men. Unknown to himself, he had been mentioned in connection with the appointment, and he was advised if it was offered to him not to refuse it. Eventually it was offered to him, and he accepted it, and in June was in command of the post at Baton Rouge, Louisiana. In July, he went to Texas and began at once to try and make his regiment the best colored regiment in the army, by getting its recruiting stations changed from the Southern to the Northern states, and having great care taken to enlist only intelligent men. Until 1870, he was stationed along the Rio Grande and at Forts Clark and McKavett, the monotony of garrison life being broken by hunting and scouting. He was transferred to the 24th Infantry upon the reduction of the army in 1869, and while east on duty in 1870, General Grant informed him that he would be transferred to the 4th Cavalry. Although he had been very anxious to have a cavalry regiment, he had made no effort to obtain one, and now that his wish was to be gratified, he had the satisfaction of knowing that in this instance, as in every other, whatever promotion or favor had been conferred upon him during all his military service had not been obtained by the slightest personal solicitation.

Upon joining his new regiment in the spring of 1871, he wrote home, “I intend that it shall not be on account of any laziness of mine if it falls below any other,” a resolution that not a single officer or man of the regiment will say he failed to follow to the letter.


At that time, all of that portion of Texas west of the 100th meridian, particularly the region known as the Staked Plains, was overrun by various bands of Indians, who were constantly making depredations upon the settlements further east. The Cheyennes and Arapahos roamed over northern Texas, Kansas, and Colorado, from the Red River to the Platte, while the Comanches, Kiowas, Mescalero Apaches, Kickapoos, and Lipans had actual control of western Texas and eastern New Mexico, and wandered from the southern boundary of Colorado to many miles south of the Rio Grande.

The bands of Comanches, Kiowas, and Apaches were the ones that gave the most trouble on the Texas frontier and were comfortably located on the Staked Plains south of the Canadian River, a region that had never been fully explored and that, to the troops, was unknown. Secure in their retreats, they were constantly prowling about the settlements in small parties, mainly for the purpose of stealing horses, but also ready to attack any persons that came in their way, provided the danger was not too great to themselves. In some of these expeditions, the Indians have been known to penetrate the settlements to the Gulf of Mexico.

The troops intended to protect the settlers were scattered among the frontier posts, sometimes hundreds of miles apart, and employed in small detachments in trying to overtake and punish the raiders. Although the troops were constantly in a state of activity, their efforts were usually fruitless and without effect. If the Indians were followed to the vicinity of their homes, they would receive such reinforcements as to make it necessary for the small detachments of troops to turn back. General Mackenzie concluded that the only plan to be followed to bring the Indians to terms was to send one or more large columns of troops, each strong enough to take care of itself, into the country occupied by the Indians and made it untenable for them. Accordingly, in the summer and fall of 1871, he conducted an expedition to the Staked Plains. He considered his expedition very unsuccessful, as he was not able to surprise any large party of Indians, and only a few were killed. Still, the experience gained and the knowledge obtained of the topography of the country were of the greatest value to him subsequently. In this campaign, during an affair with a few Indians, Mackenzie became concerned about the safety of a daring young office who had gone well to the front, and while ordering him back, he was himself shot in the leg by an arrow.

In the summer and fall of 1872, he again conducted a similar expedition to the Staked Plains, and in September surprised a large camp on McClellan's Creek, defeated the Indians with considerable loss, and captured over one hundred women and children. He and his command were congratulated upon their success in general orders from the War Department.

In the meanwhile, the southern frontier of Texas was exposed to raids by Kickapoo and Lipan Indians, who, when closely pressed, were in the habit of crossing the Rio Grande into Mexico, where they were safe from pursuit and where, unmolested by the Mexicans, they had their homes.


In the spring of 1873, Mackenzie's headquarters were transferred from northern Texas, where they had been for two years, to Fort Clark, about twenty miles from the Rio Grande. He at once set to work to ascertain the location of the principal Indian camps in Mexico, and this accomplished, he crossed the Rio Grande one evening in May, made a forced march during the night, attacked the Indians at daylight, destroyed their camp, which was only four or five miles from a Mexican town, and then, encumbered with his wounded, forty captured women and children, and two hundred captured horses, he succeeded in regaining the north bank of the Rio Grande before sunrise the following morning, his men having had no rest for nearly fifty hours.

This affair caused a great deal of excitement at the time and was the cause of considerable correspondence between our government and that of Mexico, but Mackenzie had the assurance of the support of General Sheridan and also of the secretary of war, and in time the matter was amicably adjusted.

In 1874, many of the Comanches, Kiowas, and Cheyennes on their reservations in the Indian Territory became discontented and joined the renegades who lived habitually on the Staked Plains. Columns of troops from New Mexico, Kansas, the Indian Territory, and Texas were sent out to punish them, and Mackenzie was placed in command of the two from Texas. One he commanded personally, and the other was under General [George P.] Buell, lieutenant colonel of the 11th Infantry. Mackenzie's command had a skirmish with a war party of several hundred Indians during the night of September 26 and morning of the twenty-seventh. At daylight on the morning of the twenty-eighth, after a night march of about forty miles, he attacked their main camp, killing several, destroyed the camp, and killed or captured nearly two thousand horses.4 The next day, after selecting such of the captured horses as were needed for the use of the command, 1,040 by actual count were shot to keep them from falling again in the hands of the Indians. Several small engagements took place in November and December, after which the troops returned to their posts.

In 1875, the 4th Cavalry was ordered to take station in the Indian Territory, with headquarters at Fort Sill. Mackenzie also commanded the troops at the Cheyenne agency, where Fort Reno has since been located, and those at the cantonment on the present site of Fort Elliott. The Indians had returned to their reservations, but owing to the depredations of white horse thieves on the Indians’ herds, it was a difficult matter to hold them there. It was not an unusual thing for a hundred head of ponies to be stolen from an Indian camp in one night, and horses belonging to officers and picketed near their headquarters were stolen at midday. Before the year was out, the energetic measures taken by Mackenzie produced a complete change in that condition of affairs.5

After Custer was killed in 1876, Colonel Mackenzie was ordered with six troops of his regiment to Camp Robinson, Nebraska, and on arrival was assigned to the command of the District of the Black Hills, which placed under his orders the Indians at Red Cloud and Spotted Tail agencies. As Red Cloud had shown a disposition to ignore his authority, and failed to obey the instructions to move his camp close to the agency, he was awakened one morning by the troops, who had ridden forty miles during the night and surrounded his camp. He was required to surrender his arms and horses, and the latter were taken away and sold, while he was deposed by General Crook from his position of authority in his tribe.

From November 1 to December 31, 1876, Mackenzie commanded the cavalry force of the Powder River expedition under General Crook. On the morning of November 25, after a night march, the cavalry surprised a hostile camp in the Bighorn Mountains, destroyed 173 lodges, captured six hundred ponies, and killed and wounded probably one hundred Indians. Mackenzie's loss was one officer and six men killed and twenty-five wounded.

In May 1877, he was ordered back to Fort Sill, where he remained until winter, when he was transferred to Texas, with headquarters at Fort Clark, and placed in command of the District of the Nueces. He crossed the Rio Grande with a large force in June 1878, intending to operate against raiding Indians and cattle thieves, but the expedition failed owing to the illness of a guide and the failure to find water. While leisurely returning to the north side of the Rio Grande, Mexican troops appeared in his front and demanded that he turn around and return to Texas by the route he came. This he refused to do, but notified them that he intended to return by the road to the nearest ford, which was about thirty miles distant, and that as they had formed across that road in his front, he would fight if they attempted to stop him. On his advancing, the Mexicans retired, though they hovered about till the third day afterward, when he recrossed the river into Texas. The vigilance of our troops during the summer and the measures taken by Mackenzie soon put an end to the border troubles in his district.

In the fall of 1879, after the murder of Agent [Nathaniel C.] Meeker by the Utes and the death of Major [Thomas T.] Thornburgh, Colonel Mackenzie was ordered from Texas to Fort Garland, Colorado, where he was employed during the winter in preparing an expedition, known as the Fort Garland Column, to proceed in the spring to the Los Pinos agency on the reservation of the Uncompahgre Utes. The following summer was passed quietly in the vicinity of the agency, and in the fall, Mackenzie was ordered east. While there, the Department of Arkansas was organized, and the president assigned him to its command, placing him on duty according to his brevet rank. In April, the department was broken up, when he was again sent to the Los Pinos agency.

In that year, 1881, after certain formalities had been concluded, as agreed in a treaty, the Utes were to surrender their reservation and move to another in Utah. When the time came for them to go, they at first demurred, and then flatly refused.

Mackenzie had made himself acquainted with their views and disposition, and several months before the time for them to move, saw that their opposition would probably lead them to take this step. The military had no authority to assume control over them until they committed some act of open hostility, and no power to prevent an act of hostility taking place. A refusal to go would merely be a matter between the Indians and the Interior Department, but if they felt strong enough to defy the government to that extent and were not at once taken in hand by the troops, it was extremely probable that they would commence hostilities.

Mackenzie repeatedly represented this danger to his military superiors and asked for instructions to govern him, but could get no satisfactory answer. The only one he got was that when the Indians refused to move, he should refer the matter to Washington, where the case would be laid before the secretary of the interior, who would decide what should be done. Mackenzie replied that when the emergency arose, there would be no time to refer to the secretary of the interior or to anyone else, but that action would have to be taken at once, on the spot, by the officer in command of the troops; that the responsibility for such action would therefore have to be borne by himself, and by himself alone, which placed him in a false position, for if blame should afterwards attach to anyone, he would be the one that would have to bear it; but as the responsibility was to be forced upon him, he would assume it and do the best he could. Then, in a spirit of perfect subordination, and in order to reduce to a minimum the danger that would result from delaying to exercise military control over a tribe of hot-tempered Indians, while waiting orders from Washington, he hurriedly constructed eight miles of telegraph line that put him in communication with that city, and had it completed only three days before the Indians were to start.

When they finally refused, the agent asked them to wait till he heard what the secretary of the interior had to say, to which they consented. The secretary at once turned them over to the War Department, and the next day, when the chiefs and headmen came to the agency to get their answer, the agent told them that Colonel Mackenzie would give it to them and was waiting to receive them at the cantonment, about four miles distant. Accordingly, they went over to see him, about twenty in number, with their arms in their hands, their bows strung, and in a very ugly humor. After the talk began, it soon became evident that the Indians were trying to temporize and to avoid committing themselves, proposing all sorts of expedients and compromises, and that they had no intention of moving at all. At this point, Mackenzie told them that he had no time to waste words; that he was ordered to see that they moved to their new reservation, and he was going to see that they did; that there was no other question under discussion; that it remained with them to decide whether they would go peaceably or by force, and he wanted an answer as to whether they intended to go peaceably, yes or no. He would leave them alone in his office to come to a decision, and when they reached it, if they would send for him, he would come to hear it. With that, he put on his hat and went to his quarters.

The Indians were dumbfounded. They were unaccustomed to such summary treatment and were so impressed by his decision, his coolness, his daring, his strong personality that in less than ten minutes they sent for him, their air of defiance all gone, and the Ute question in Colorado was settled.


It was an emergency, and Mackenzie had been equal to it. He considered what he did on this occasion as the greatest deed of his life. The scene was intensely dramatic. Mackenzie, with a few officers, all unarmed and surrounded by about twenty armed and defiant warriors, by his earnestness, by his determined manner, by his bold attitude, by his great force of character, in one moment struck the Indians with awe and inspired the officers with profound admiration. As he rose to leave the meeting, it seemed as if there were no one present but him, and the silence was that of death. There was hardly another man in the army that could have done it. An Indian war, with the loss of many valuable lives and millions in property, was averted.

Before the Utes were out of the country, news was received that there was an outbreak of Apaches in Arizona, and that—which happily was untrue—Colonel Carr and his command had been massacred.6 Colonel Mackenzie was at once ordered to Fort Apache, and on his arrival was placed by General Sherman in command of all the forces in the field, but he did not see that he could be of any use and asked to be recalled, which was done. He was then sent to Santa Fe to command the District of New Mexico, where he remained till the fall of 1883. In October 1882, he was promoted to the grade of brigadier general, and in November 1883 was placed in command of the Department of Texas. A few weeks afterwards, his health gave way, and in March 1884, he was placed on the retired list for disability contracted in the line of duty.

His career was one of the most brilliant in the annals of the American army. In less than two weeks after joining his volunteer regiment, he earned his fourth brevet for gallantry. In less than four months, for gallantry in his next three battles, he was promoted brigadier general of volunteers, and in the fourth battle won another brevet. He held higher rank during the war than any man in his class, and higher rank than any other officer whose military life began in the second year of the war. When made colonel of the 41st Infantry, he was only twenty-six years old, and except [Galusha] Pennypacker, the youngest colonel in the army. In the next three years he converted a regiment of ignorant Southern field hands into an efficient body of troops.

In 1872, his victory over a large band of Indians was followed by comparative peace for a number of months. Called to the Rio Grande frontier in 1873, in less than eight months Indian depredations had practically ceased. After his campaign in 1874, the haunts of the Indians on the Staked Plains were abandoned by them forever. Transferred to the Indian Territory in 1875, when the country was swarming with horse thieves, in six months a horse could be tied and left alone within a day's march of the post, and there it would remain till the wind blew its dust away.

In 1876, there was an Indian outbreak in the north, and Custer's command was massacred. Mackenzie must go. In one fight, he gave a band of hostiles a more thorough thrashing than any Indians had received during the year, destroyed their camp, and left the fugitives without foods, clothing, or ammunition. They were the first to surrender the next spring, and were followed by the bands of Roman Nose and Crazy Horse. In nine months after his arrival, the Indians at Red Cloud and Spotted Tail agencies were at peace.

In 1878, the border troubles again called him to the Rio Grande. In less than eight months, the depredations of cattle thieves and marauders ceased and have not been resumed since. In 1879, the Utes in Colorado killed their agent and afterward killed Major Thornburgh.

Whenever there was a formidable outbreak of any kind, there was one man relied upon to suppress it. In poor health, physically weak, and suffering intensely, he went with no complaint as to himself, but begging some little respite for the hard-worked officers and men of his regiment, who had served him so faithfully.

After a delay of nearly two years, caused by a policy to which he was opposed, when he was finally allowed to use his own untrammeled judgment, in one sublime moment he averted war, and the Ute question was settled. And now there was an outbreak in Arizona; who could be trusted to quell it but Mackenzie? There were more troubles there in 1882, and not a hostile Indian was able to set foot within the limits of the District of New Mexico. In 1883, the troubles were renewed, and though his health was rapidly failing, only one small party succeeded in crossing the boundary line between Arizona and New Mexico. More than twenty years of active life; always equal to any responsibility; always equal to any emergency; always brilliantly successful; without a single failure; and never surpassed.

In his memoirs, General Grant says, “I regarded Mackenzie as the most promising young officer in the army. Graduating at West Point as he did, during the second year of the war, he had won his way up to the command of a corps before its close. This he did upon his own merit and without influence.”

It was upon his own merit, without personal solicitation and without influence, that he was promoted to colonel of volunteers, that General Sheridan recommended him for promotion to brigadier general of volunteers, and that General Grant afterwards gave him a division of cavalry. And in various ways, General Grant afterward showed great faith in his military capacity. His influence went far toward securing Mackenzie his colonelcy in the line of the army. When president, he transferred him to a cavalry regiment, and in the critical condition of affairs following the presidential election in 1876, when it seemed that the necessity for using troops might arise, General Grant selected him out of the whole army and ordered him, then in the field in the Powder River campaign, to proceed to Washington to take command of all the forces that might be collected at the national capital. And as a vacancy in the list of brigadier generals was about to take place in 1882, it was General Grant who finally induced President Arthur to confer the promotion upon Mackenzie by going to the president and asking him to do this as a deserved reward for many years of active, gallant, and most distinguished service, as a matter of simple justice and as a personal favor to himself.


In 1873, the exposure incident to so much field service on the frontier brought on an attack of inflammatory rheumatism that compelled him to take a long sick leave and impaired his health ever afterward. During the remainder of his active life, there was hardly a day that he did not suffer. In 1875, at Fort Sill, a horse starting suddenly caused him to be thrown on his head from a wagon. He was in a half stupor for two or three days, and it has since been learned that his mind was not entirely clear for several months. In seeking the source of the disease that caused his retirement and resulted in his death, the physicians attached much weight to this accident, and to the sunstroke received in his childhood. His continual field service for twenty years, involving many privations, hardships, and exposures, was alone sufficient to break down the strongest constitution. But when we consider the extraordinary amount of bodily and mental labor accomplished by him, his nervous disposition, his incessant care and anxiety always to do his full duty, and the great strain upon a most conscientious mind, prolonged for many years, of responsibility of large and important commands in dangerous service, we can understand how latent weaknesses of the brain tissues, caused by past injuries, were almost certain to be developed; such is the explanation of his malady.7

He lies buried in the beautiful cemetery at West Point. His remains were followed to the grave by a large concourse of friends and relatives. Interred with the honors of war, his last resting place is beside the graves of other distinguished officers of the army.
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Looking Back Over Forty-nine Years; A 7th Cavalryman Remembers

ANDREW M. FLYNN

Winners of the West 16, no. 10 (November 1939): 4

I enlisted in New York City in the year 1888. I was sent to Jefferson Barracks, Missouri; was there about four months, then was sent with many others to Fort Riley, Kansas, and joined A Troop of the 7th United States Cavalry and went through the regular routine of learning my tactics and riding, doing saber drill, etc. There were lots of things besides. I remember very well that there was a heavy rain the day before we arrived at Fort Riley. It was a good thing for us because there was a large detail set to pull out sunflowers that almost covered the parade ground. Some of the boys in my squad were complaining about this, saying, “I came here to be a soldier.” I urged them to pitch in and see if we could not beat the other squads, telling them we came to do what we were told to do, whatever it was. Well, we all stuck to it, and our squad was the first one to be done, and it was no small task, for the sunflowers were very tall, some of them almost ten feet.

So much for that. We had very nice new barracks with a wonderful mess hall and good food, much better than we had at Jefferson Barracks. The “noncoms” there had their own mess hall and, boy, but didn't they live high. But that was changed very soon, as there was a place there were old soldiers from different places came on furlough to reenlist, and they began to complain about the food they were getting, such as “slumgullion” for dinner and a piece of dry bread and about three prunes for supper. There happened to be a quartermaster sergeant among the men, and he went to the commanding officer, who was Capt. James Wessels of the 3rd Cavalry, from Fort Sam Houston, Texas. The captain said he did not know what he could do about it, but he said he would try to get it changed. However, this quartermaster sergeant did not wait, but wrote to Washington about it, and someone was sent from there to inspect the whole thing. We had a large place where we had cows and lots of pigs, and a very fine garden, but we did not get much of it. The man came from Washington incognito. He made out that he was an English lord and wanted to find out how things were done in the United States. He was there for a few days and found out all about it. So he went to Captain Wessels, giving him his card, and said that there must be a change and that every man be well fed, that not only a few were to get all the good things. Every noncom there, with the exception of our first sergeant, was sent out to the regiments, which they did not like. So it pays to be honest and kind to others.

Now, back to Fort Riley, the geographical center of the United States, they told us. We were treated well there and had a fine set of officers, from Col. James W. Forsyth all along the line. We had fine quarters, a nice chapel and a good chaplain, and a Y.M.C.A. secretary, a very fine man whom I like very much. In fact, I like everything there. There were the great open spaces like Pawnee Flats, where we used to drill in the early morning in the summer, then come in and have a shower and go for breakfast, and then had target practice. I never was much of a shot, but I thought I was a fairly good horseman. I had a good horse and was sorry to leave him behind, but, you know, the best of friends must part. I remember we took a long trip to Topeka, Kansas, to a Grand Army [of the Republic] encampment, where we were escort to the Hon. Benjamin Harrison (on his second term). I tell you, we had a wonderful time of it.

We then returned to Fort Riley to the fall maneuvers in the Indian Territory. That was a great thing for a rookie like me. I was not very old, but I tried to do my share in capturing the enemy.

One day, shortly after payday, a farmer came into camp with a load of watermelons, supposedly, and he said the price was from ten cents to a dollar. Well, I bought one for a dime, which was very good, but when the boys who had bought the dollar ones cut into them, they found that they were hollowed out and that there was a pint of whiskey inside. I tell you, that load of watermelons soon disappeared, and the old man gave the whip to the horse and off they went, so fast you couldn't see them for dust. That was the only whiskey that was in camp so far as I know, and it must have been the real squirrel whiskey, for the fellows who drank it climbed the trees, yelling, “I'm a squirrel!”

When we got back to Fort Riley, things were rather quiet, so I started to work to finish learning my tactics. By this time, I was getting very well acquainted with the place and the people there. I used to go to chapel on Sundays and take part in the services, and I became acquainted with Maj. John Van R. Hoff.1 As they had no children, they invited me to their home and were very nice to me.

About this time, our head sergeant surgeon asked me if I would like to learn first aid to the injured. I told him I would like to very much, and he gave me all the instruction. I learned it very thoroughly, passing two examinations in it. Then I asked for a transfer to the hospital detachment but was refused. I asked my captain, Miles Moylan, who had always been very nice to me, why I had been refused. He told me that he wanted me with him as a noncom. I told him that I thought I was too young for that, but he said that I would do all right. About that time, there were rumors of the Indians going on the warpath, and I said to my captain, “If you were wounded, would you want someone who did not know how to take care of you, or would you rather have me?” He just laughed it off.

Well, we did get into that war. In the latter part of September 1890, we had word to pack up and to go to Pine Ridge, South Dakota. We traveled over the Fremont, Elkhorn, and Missouri Valley Railroad and detrained at a junction point named Rushville in Nebraska, which we left as soon as possible for Pine Ridge, where we pitched our tents in a little valley. There were some Negro troops there who gave us food.

We were encamped there until December 27, when we were ordered out to Wounded Knee to intercept Chief Big Foot and his tribe of renegade Indians.2 We had only four troops with us, but we went after the enemy and captured them without a fight and brought them into camp at Wounded Knee. This was on the afternoon of December 28. Half of A and I Troops had charge of guarding the Indians, so we put a chain guard around them and had them pretty well tied up, we thought, though we were not so confident as we might have been, because we had a feeling that they had some guns with them. We discovered later that they did, but it turned out that the guns were their undoing because they did not know how to reload them. We were glad when about 8:00 p.m. we saw the four troops coming on the other side.

That evening, as I was lying down with a piece of a bale of hay for my pillow and the stars for my canopy, there was a great commotion among the Indians, which lasted most of the night. We discovered that it was the old medicine man chanting over a death. One of our scouts asked me if I knew what he was saying. I replied that I did not. He then said to me, “Have you said your prayers yet?” And I said, “Yes. The medicine man is telling the Indians not to give up their guns because they were to be killed anyway.”

We were formed in a hollow square, which was a bad thing for us because it took our men so long to get out of each other's way when the firing started [December 29]. That was how so many of our men were killed or wounded before we had a chance to use our guns. As I had charge of a squad of first-aid men, I handled the bandages and other medical supplies and was quite busy. I may say here that the first man we picked up was our first lieutenant, E. A. Garlington of Troop A. He had a compound fracture of the right elbow. I first stopped the flow of blood, although he had lost quite a lot of it. I took my lance and ripped the sleeve from his blouse. But before I had it all done, he said, “Hell! That's my new blouse!” I cut not only the sleeve of his blouse, but his shirtsleeve too, and stopped the flow of blood, then took him to his tent and laid him on his bed. Then he fainted, and I had quite a time with him, but I had a little medicine on my hip and found a silver teaspoon and put some of the “medicine” in it and worked till I got some of it into his mouth, and he opened his eyes and said, “The red devil's got me!” He wanted to get his pistol, but I told him he did not need it, and if he did have it, he could not use it.

I then went down to the hospital tent and told the surgeon, Major Hoff, about Lieutenant Garlington, telling him that I had done the best I could for him. I was hurrying out to look for some more of the wounded when he told me to sit down and rest. I told him I could not stop, and he said that there were a lot more of the men out there who could handle the rest of the wounded. He then went to his medicine chest and brought me something in a little glass. I told him that I did not drink. He said he knew, but that this was medicine, and he held up a small mirror to my face. It was as white as a sheet. Then he gave me some more. It did seem to help some.

On my going out on the field again, I met Lieutenant [John C.] Waterman. There were four or five Indians lying on the ground with their blankets on, supposedly dead. But suddenly a shot was fired, and we saw a man drop. Lieutenant Waterman and I went around the corner of a tent near the Indians and watched them. We saw one of them raise his head a little and, as he saw someone coming toward him, fired on him. Lieutenant Waterman sent for the sharpshooter crew, and they came on the double-quick, and each of them got his man.

As I was walking toward the ravine, where there was still some shooting going on, I met Lt. I. Q. Donaldson. He had been shot in the groin. He had his watch in his little pocket of his pants, and it was all smashed. I picked out the broken glass and other stuff, cleaned the wound with medicated gauze, and sent him to the hospital. While doing this, we were crouching behind an old wagon. A bullet hit on the rim of the wheel quite close, and we hurried to better cover, as there were quite a few Indians in that part of the ravine, which overhung, giving a shelter from the outside.

[image: images]

Winners of the West 16, no. 11 (December 1939): 5–6

The bravest deed that was done to my knowledge was that of a corporal from the artillery.3 He ran his little Hotchkiss gun right up to the mouth of the ravine and stayed there until he had gotten the last man there. In looking over his gun after the battle, the marks of the Indians’ bullets were right over the muzzle of his gun.

There have been various stories told by others, and these have been taken from reports. I was there, on the job, from the beginning to the end—first in the capture of Big Foot, and then in the bloody fight. Our men did not have much chance to get at the Indians, as we were formed in a hollow square, and it took some time to get in position to use our guns. They did good work then, but the Indians were better armed than we were. The old medicine man [Yellow Bird] had about sixteen bullet holes in his body.

The first shot was fired by some crazy Indian. The one mistake that I saw was that the Indians should have been made to remove their blankets, for after the first shots were fired, four or five big bucks dropped down on their faces as though they were dead, and as I was passing near them, there was a man a few yards from where I was standing who was shot through the calves of both legs. I met Lieutenant Waterman, and he asked if I knew where the shots had come from. I told him that I was going to find out. So I went behind one of our tents and hid, and by and by there was a man going across from where we stood, and one of the supposed-to-be-dead Indians lifted his head and fired at this man. Fortunately, he missed. I told the lieutenant that he should call the [sharpshooter] squad, which he did in a hurry. When they opened fire on those men, they let out a great yell and threw their blankets and guns away. But it was no good; they were all killed. This was shortly after I had saved Lieutenant Garlington's life. He was very severely wounded. He had suffered a compound fracture of the right elbow. I know that I saved his life, and Major Hoff will bear me out in my statement, as I reported to him about Lieutenant Garlington. He was our first lieutenant of A Troop. I did not see my captain, Myles Moylan, during the fight, but he was on the job like all the other good soldiers.

As I went up and down the camp to see the wounded and give them a drink of water and speak words of comfort to them, a man called me over to where he was laying in the hospital tent and told me he had some kind of weight on his back. I examined him and found that a bullet had lodged between his flesh and his skin. I took my little lance, cut a little hole there, took out the bullet, and gave it to him as a keepsake. When I fixed him up, he felt much more comfortable. I believe this man was Sergeant Lloyd of Troop I. There were many others whom I helped also, but the shooting finally ended, and I was very glad to get to our troop again.

That was a trying time. As we did not have much room, we had to load up the dead and put the wounded on top of them. Just as I was looking over the field, I came across a dead squaw and a little papoose, who was sucking on a piece of hardtack. I picked up the little papoose and carried it in my arms. A little way farther on, I found another dead squaw and another papoose. I picked it up too, and brought them over near the hospital tent, where there were a number of Indian women. As I came over to where they were, I met a big, husky sergeant, who said, “Why didn't you smash them up against a tree and kill them? Some day they'll be fighting us.” I told him I would rather smash him than those little innocent children. The Indian women were so glad that I saved the papooses that they almost kissed me. But I told them I didn't have time for that.

I also found a white woman who was shot in the wrist. I asked her how she came to be there, and she said that she had been stolen from her people. On going a little way farther, we passed an old outhouse and heard a noise inside, somewhat like a cat, and we looked in and saw a little papoose. She was a beautiful child and clothed in a fine buckskin suit. Lieutenant [Herbert G.] Squiers went in and got it, and it began to laugh, so he said its name would be Laughing Swan and that he was going to take it home to his wife, which he did.

After everything was loaded up, we saddled our horses and prepared to march to Pine Ridge. On getting outside of Wounded Knee, we saw that the prairie ahead of us had been set on fire. We had to detour for quite a way before we got on the road to Pine Ridge. Then we met a troop of horsemen. We did not know whether they were friend or foe, so they called out to us to find out who we were, and we did the same. We found out that they were coming out to help us, so we finally got to Pine Ridge, where the wounded were taken care of.

On the following day, December 30, six troops of the 7th Cavalry were ordered out to White Clay Creek, or Mountain. Some claim this was just a mere skirmish, but I say that it was almost another Custer field, as shots were fired at us from all directions as we left our horses in a sheltered place and crawled up the side of the mountain. Major [Samuel M.] Whiteside called for a volunteer to go in to Pine Ridge and get out the 9th Cavalry (colored), commanded by Maj. Guy V. Henry. The volunteer came up to Major Whiteside, saluted, and said, “Well, Major, I got to sometime once so I will go.” He had a fine horse, and then Major Whiteside took him by the hand, shook it heartily, and said, “God be with you!” and away he went in flying charge. You ought to have seen the bullets fly. He got away safely and reached General Miles at Pine Ridge. His horse dropped dead, and he lay down by the dead horse and cried as though his heart would break. General Miles said to him, “I will get [you] a new horse.” But he said, “Oh, General, there is no more like him. We were great pals.”

The reason for sending for reinforcements was that the Indians were coming from all sides. You could take your hat and put it on your gun and bang, the bullets came flying. Major Whiteside called for the sharpshooters to get their guns loaded. Then someone put his hat on his gun, so that they could see where the shots would come from. As soon as they found out, they fired two volleys, and there were no more shots from the Indians. In the meantime, Colonel Henry's black demons came up the side of the mountain, yelling and shooting. They came in the shape of a V. Out of this victory we had seven wounded and one killed. Lieutenant Mann was wounded and died when he reached Fort Riley.

We got down from the side of the mountain, got our field guns across on the other side, and fired a volley out of them. It went into the Indian powwow that was being held. We shelled it and broke it all up. There were a large number of Indians seemingly on the warpath, and there were strict orders sent to the several chiefs to turn all guns over to the government. There were a few weeks spent in getting the guns and sending the men back to where they belonged, as they had buried a lot of the guns in pits. Then the Indians went to a place which looked like an amphitheater. When they went in, they had some cattle, and when they had eaten them all up, they wanted to get out and get some more. Some of the chiefs wanted to have a powwow with the generals, who told them to come to headquarters and talk with them. The chiefs told them they would not give up their guns or men. General Miles told them to tell the Indians that they had to give up their guns. In the meantime, the artillerymen during the night had put up the field guns and put a tent over them. They were standing on he side of a hill, and the Indians did not know what was in the tent. It was almost directly across from where the Indians were camped, and during the powwow, General Miles and his staff told the chiefs to come with them. They went right up to the tent and were told that every gun they had in the camp and those guns that they had buried must be given up. They said, “No give up guns! No go back to reservation!” At a given signal, the tent was opened up, and the two guns were pointed right to the place where the Indians were camped. They grunted, then they saw the guns. They were told, “Now, you give up the guns and send the Indians back to the reservation, or there will be no Indians left.”
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There were two chiefs whose names, I remember, were Rain-in-the-Face and Young Man Afraid of His Horse, who, by the way, was made chief of all the scouts. So the chiefs were told that there would be wagons placed near them, and every man was to give his gun to be put in the wagons. Then Young Man Afraid of His Horse (which was a misnomer, for he was not afraid of anything) told them to get busy, and the first Indian that wanted to go and fight would be shot, and “I will be the shooter,” he said. They gave up their guns and started back to their tepees. It took quite a few days before this was done. There were some scouts sent out around to see if they could dig up any more guns.

I shall never forget that last day when they buried the dead soldiers. They could not fire a volley over the graves for fear of arousing the Indians. All they could do was blow taps. It was a terribly dreary day—the sky seemed to bend down to earth. Of course, I was just a young chap then and had not seen anything like this before. There were lots of the older soldiers who had never seen it either.


We broke up camp from Pine Ridge and camped away towards Nebraska. It seemed the whole United States Army was there. The tents seemed to stretch away about five miles, and you could see the Indians peeking over the tops of the mountains. I had quite a few talks with the old Indian American Horse.4 He said that the man that started the Ghost Dance was a fanatic. Someone was saying that he must have heard the missionaries talking about it. But why blame the missionaries? They had not told this man about the Indians and buffalo coming back at that time. The missionaries did a great deal of good all over the western country.






Early Service in the Army

EDWARD E. HARDIN1

Order of the Indian Wars Collection, U.S. Army Military History Institute, Carlisle Barracks, Pennsylvania

I was, after graduating at West Point, promoted second lieutenant, June 17, 1874, and assigned to the 7th Infantry, Company E, vice [Levi F.] Burnett, promoted.

I was in Washington during my graduation leave and, out of curiosity, went to the War Department to find out where my company was. I was told it was at Fort Benton and was told the name of the captain. I found out afterwards that the company had not been at Fort Benton for a year and that the captain had been for some months dead. Which shows that the conundrum “What does the War Department do with all the returns required from troops?” is by no means a new one.

At the expiration of my graduating leave, I went from my home in Louisville, Kentucky, to Chicago. I left Chicago on Friday morning and got to Omaha Saturday night, when I had to wait for the overland train on the Union Pacific until Sunday noon. We left Omaha Sunday noon and got to Ogden for supper on Tuesday.

The Union Pacific was the only line across the continent then, and they did not believe in wearing out the roadbed and rolling stock making speed.

At Corinne the same evening, I left the train. Corinne was a little town on the shore of Salt Lake and was, at that time, a busy little place, being the outfitting point for Montana. From this place, all freight was shipped by wagon to Montana. There was a narrow-gauge railroad running north from Ogden, but it went so short a distance that they had not thought it worthwhile to change the terminus of the stage line.

Wednesday morning we started very early from Corinne in a four-horse Concord coach. The inside of the coach was filled with mail bags and boxes, except the backseat, which was occupied by two other passengers and myself—that is, we had that seat at night, but in the daytime we rode on top.

We traveled day and night, walking up the worst hills, as the horses were kept on short grain allowance and the coach was loaded with express and mail. The time from Wednesday morning until Saturday night was something of a nightmare dream. It being cold, the space small, one could hardly move after sleeping a while. One felt in the early morning as though he were ready for a course at the hot springs for rheumatism, but after an hour on the top of the stage, it was all right again.
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“Sir-r-r! The harses are groomed!” HARPER'S WEEKLY 1892

The stage stopped about every eight hours so that one could never tell what he was eating—either by the time of the meal or by what he was eating. We ate sometimes at midnight, sometimes at 8:00 a.m., at 4:00 P.M., etc.—and as we always had about the same food, all meals looked alike. The first meal we had after leaving Corinne still remains in my memory. There was a neat little log house in a canyon among trees on a beautiful mountain stream. The proprietor, I understand, had spent many years running the officers’ mess at Newport Barracks, Kentucky. He was an artist and had the material to make a good meal. It was my first experience of wild food. We had venison, game, birds, and mountain trout. The cook was able and had done his best, and eight hours on top of a stagecoach had furnished me with an appetite that made me appreciate the meal. As this was the only decent meal I had between Corinne and Helena, no wonder I remember it.

The worst meal on the road was at a place where there was nothing but a big stable. The man in charge was alone. He was stableman, groom, and cook. The stove was in one of the stalls, and the table was between the two rows of stalls. When anyone called for more, the man would quit harnessing or grooming or whatever he was doing and serve the table. The food consisted of what purported to be bacon, beans, biscuit, and coffee. But no matter, good, bad, or indifferent, all meals had the uniform price of one dollar.

We reached Helena Saturday evening and had to stay there till Monday morning, when I left on the stage for Fort Shaw, eighty miles north. Fort Shaw, on Sun River, built of adobe, was commenced in 1870 and had accommodations for four companies, but at this time, headquarters and six companies were stationed there. The quarters were warm in winter and cool in summer, but the officers’ quarters were very crowded. The water was supplied by wagon; no bathrooms or other conveniences now deemed essential were provided.

At the time I joined, Companies C, D, G, and K were at the post. Companies F and I, stationed there, were absent in a camp on the road from Carroll to Helena, guarding transportation, hauling supplies and private freight.

When I arrived, there were a number of ladies in the post. Captain [Daniel W.] Benham, Lieutenant [Charles E.] Woodruff, and Lieutenant [Charles A.] Worden had just been married, and there were some young ladies in the post. They had a number of horses, and riding, jackrabbit hunts, dances, and dinners made Fort Shaw very pleasant to a young man. I stayed there about a week and then went with the transportation taking supplies to Camp Baker on Deep Creek or Smith's River.

We had good shooting on the way to Camp Baker, getting several deer and any quantity of grouse. The streams were generally full of trout, so we lived very well on the road, and I enjoyed my first trip in a wild country. We passed one house on the Missouri River, between Fort Shaw and Camp Baker, about eighty miles. Camp Baker was a two-company post, built of logs, with not enough quarters for officers, who were very crowded. It was commanded by Lt. Col. [Charles E.] Gilbert, 7th Infantry, and garrisoned by Companies E and H. Lt. W. I. Reed commanded Company E, to which I belonged, and Capt. Henry B. Freeman, 1st Lt. W. H. Nelson, and 2nd Lt. F. M. H. Kendrick were in Company H.
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“Let out yer suspenders, man!” HARPER'S WEEKLY 1892


I stayed at Camp Baker until April 1875, and while there, I had a great deal of hunting and mapped a large part of the adjacent country. Elk, deer, moose, mountain sheep, grouse, and ducks were plentiful, and trout could be caught in nearly every stream. There were one or two ranches where we could get potatoes. At that time, the Subsistence Department furnished no fresh vegetables and comparatively few canned articles. We had to depend on ranches, which were very scarce, or upon our own gardens for fresh vegetables.

In April 1875, I was transferred to Company F and went to Fort Shaw. At that time, Company C had gone to Fort Ellis and Company A was at Fort Shaw. In December 1874, Capt. Richard Comba was married at Fort Shaw to Miss Fannie Logan, daughter of Capt. William Logan. During the same month, 2nd Lt. [Albert V.] Amet of Company I died. His family remained at Fort Shaw until the spring, when they went home, and I have never heard of any of them since.

While at Fort Shaw, I spent a large part of the time in working on the telegraph line to Helena. At this time the regiment and post was commanded by Col. John Gibbon, brevet major general, U.S.A. General Gibbon had been a brigade, division, and corps commander, had been wounded several times, and was one of the best soldiers ever in the army. He was appointed colonel of the 7th. He remained colonel until he was promoted brigadier general in 1885 and undoubtedly did more to make the regiment than any colonel it ever had. He was a man who could associate with the officers and hold their friendship without in any way lowering his dignity or weakening his authority, and could and did command the obedience and discipline of his command without being harsh or unnecessarily severe.

In August 1875, I was in camp at Fergus Ranch at the head of Prickly Pear Canyon, about sixty miles from Fort Shaw, with a detachment of about twenty men rebuilding the telegraph line. About 11:00 p.m., I received an order by messenger to return without delay with my detachment to Fort Shaw. I arrived at Wolf Creek, where Lieutenant [Charles A.] Coolidge, also working on the line, was camped, at daylight. Together we went into Fort Shaw that evening about retreat. The officers were mounted, and the men rode on the two six-mule wagons. This march or drive of about sixty miles in sixteen hours was without injury to mule or horse. The air of that country was very dry, rare, and bracing, and the amount of marching that men and horses could do was remarkable and greater than in any other country I have ever served in.
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“And the curved steel melts in a vivid flash.” HARPER'S WEEKLY 1892

The cause of our sudden recall was trouble with Indians in the Judith country on the Carroll-Helena road. Companies G and K spent the summer down there guarding the road, and Captain Clifford went to Carroll to bring a detachment of recruits. While they were in camp on their return, they were attacked, and some of the recruits who were swimming and fishing near the camp were killed. K Company went after the Indians and had a fight with them.2 Colonel Gibbon went out and stayed until late in the fall, but the Indians had scattered and nothing was accomplished.

F Company was ordered to Fort Benton and left Fort Shaw on August 29. We marched to Sun River, making twelve miles that day. The next day, we marched twenty-five miles to the Twenty-eight Mile Spring, and the third day, August 31, we marched twenty-eight miles to Fort Benton. The road from Sun River to Fort Benton, fifty-three miles, was over a rolling prairie through what was called the Lalers. There was never any water in the Lalers except when there was a big snowfall, and then in the spring. This road followed the general direction of the Missouri River and passed within a few miles of the Great Falls of the Missouri. It never occurred to any of us that within a few years there would be a large city there.


On this march, I had a curious adventure with a rattlesnake. I was marching on the road and heard a rattle at my side and near me. Upon looking down, I saw a large rattlesnake lying in a wagon rut between me and the guide. He made no effort to get out of the rut, and I killed him by sticking my sword into him. I think this is the only death I know to the credit of the sword that officers then used. I know I never got a chance again to kill a rattlesnake with a sword.

There was at this time only one house between Sun River and Fort Benton, a stage and road ranch at the Twenty-eight Mile Spring, kept by a man named Tingley at that time and afterwards for several years by Ed Kelley. Fort Benton was at this time a town of probably ten or twelve hundred people and was garrisoned by Company B, Captain [Thaddeus S.] Kirtland, 1st Lt. James H. Bradley, and 2nd Lt. C. A. Booth. Fort Benton was an old trading post of the North Western Fur Company and was originally an adobe fort situated in the river bottom. At this time, the fort was still standing but was not used by the troops, although it had been used up to a short time previous to this.

The old fort was a square with bastions at two corners, the outer walls of the buildings forming the outer wall of the fort, all doors and windows of the houses being on the inside. It had been the scene of a great many adventures and hardships, and at the time I knew it, had been built over forty years and with care and would have lasted a hundred years at least.

I was told a story by an old man who had been an employee which illustrates how people used to live in the old times. The supplies for the post at that time, about 1845, were corbeled up the river—that is, brought in boats drawn by men who walked on the bank with a rope. The supplies brought up were limited to articles for trade and a few groceries for the principal men of the post. The other men lived on pemmican, dried meat, and such food as they could get. During the winter, one of the new men went to the head man and complained of the food. He was taken out of the fort, given a club, and shown the trail of a jackrabbit, and told to follow that and supply himself with fresh meat for a change. I was not told whether he got the fresh meat or not.

When we went to Fort Benton, there was only one two-story house in town. This had formerly been a hotel but was then hired by the government for officers’ quarters. It was a flimsy frame building, and in the winter, one had to spend most of his time when in the house in filling up the stove with the soft wood that burned out very rapidly. The town stretched along the riverbank for a mile from the old post to the upper end. It was built of adobe and frame. There were only two white women in town, and two belonging to the garrison. It was the head of navigation on the Missouri River, and there were several trading firms in town who had posts out to the north and northwest for trading furs with the Indians. The largest of these were T. C. Power and Brother, and J. G. Baker and Company.

In the early summer, the steamboats came up the river from Bismarck, Sioux City, Omaha, St. Louis, and sometimes from Pittsburg, bringing freight for the army, the stores in Benton, and all over Montana. These stores were shipped by wagon to their destinations, and from the arrival of the first boat until the last freight was shipped by wagon, the place was very busy. I, being the only lieutenant with the company, became at once adjutant, quartermaster, commissary, and ordnance officer. At that time, there were many men in the regiment who could not read or write. I had a commissary sergeant well posted in his duties and a private in the company who was a good adjutant's clerk. I also found another private who was a very good quartermaster clerk, and I got a corporal for quartermaster sergeant.

The barracks were in an old store building, and I had a hired building for quartermaster storehouse and another for commissary storehouse. The corral for the stock was made by piling cordwood in a square. The stable was constructed of cordwood and barrel staves and was good enough in warm, dry weather, but when it rained, the mud was belly deep to a mule, and it is a wonder how any of the animals survived a winter. I had about sixteen mules and thirty or forty horses, and if there had been in Fort Benton a society for the prevention of cruelty to animals, they would have had a chance to work themselves into a frenzy over my stables.

The Indian reservation began at the Marias River, about twelve miles from Fort Benton. The agency of the Gros Ventres and Assiniboine Indians was Fort Belknap on Milk River, about sixty miles from Fort Benton. The principal duty of the soldiers at Fort Benton, besides handling the freight for the different posts, was chasing men who were selling whiskey to the Indians. This duty fell to me, and I usually had with me the deputy marshal, X. Biedler. Biedler was a very noted character in Montana, having been the executive of the vigilantes who cleared out the road agents and robbers who terrorized the country between 1866 and 1870. I cannot remember how many of these pests he had put out of the world in his work with the vigilantes and as a Wells Fargo guard, but he had the reputation of having killed a great many men. Unlike most men of his class, he never, so far as I know, had a private fight or killed anyone as a personal matter. He was the best man to go on the prairie with that I ever met, always good-natured. It made no difference to him whether we had anything to eat or not, rain, snow, heat, mosquitoes—and we had them all at one time or another; he never lost his temper and always had a joke ready. He had had his life in his hands so long that he had acquired a habit of self-defense. If he got interested in talking, he would, without knowing it, have his back against a wall or in a corner if one was handy. Habitually he shook hands with his left hand, but when he thought of it and knew the man he was talking to, he would apologize and offer his right hand. He said he had got so used to giving his left hand to people because he had been for many years afraid if he gave his right hand, it would be kept from drawing his pistol and he would be shot.






Reminiscences of Army Life in Oklahoma, 1867–1871

RICHARD T. JACOB, JR.1
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I was commissioned as second lieutenant in the 6th United States Infantry, October 1, 1867. (At the time, I lacked a few weeks of being nineteen years old.) After a delay of ten days, I left my home, at Louisville, Kentucky, to join my command. The 6th Infantry was stationed in the Indian Territory, its headquarters being at Fort Gibson.2 Kansas City was the nearest railway station. I went by way of St. Louis to Arlington, Missouri, where I took a stage for Springfield and Neosho, to Baxter Springs, Kansas. I arrived at Baxter Springs on Sunday evening and was informed that the next stage for Fort Gibson would leave on the following Sunday morning. However, I was so fortunate as to find a man who had brought a load of discharged civilian employees up from Fort Gibson, and I secured the privilege of riding back in his wagon. It was a slow trip, occupying about four days, and camp was made wherever nightfall found us.

Upon my arrival at Fort Gibson, I reported to the commanding officer of my regiment, Col. Delancey Floyd-Jones.3 I remained at Fort Gibson on temporary duty for about three weeks. During that time, I was attached to one of the companies in the garrison and was so busily engaged in learning the duties of my new position that I had but little time to get acquainted with the surrounding country and its people. In recent years, it has been my privilege to renew my acquaintance with Mr. Florian H. Nash, who was a prominent merchant of Fort Gibson when I was there in 1867.

After this brief tour of special duty at Fort Gibson, I was assigned to Company E of the 6th Infantry, which was then stationed at Fort Arbuckle.4 I made the trip with Jack Evans, the trader, in his ambulance. The journey from Fort Gibson to Fort Arbuckle required about five days. We stayed all night on the site of the present town of Wewoka, where we found a company of the 10th Cavalry encamped.


[image: images]

The frontier trooper's thanatopsis. HARPER'S WEEKLY 1889

FORT ARBUCKLE

The garrison of Fort Arbuckle consisted of two companies of the 6th Infantry and two troops of the 10th Cavalry, Capt. James W. Walsh,5 of the last mentioned regiment, being in command of the post. As both of the other officers of my company were absent, I assumed command of the company—a real test of the ability of a youthful lieutenant. There were sixty men in the company, thirty-five of whom were Irishmen who had been recruited in the Bowery, in New York City. As an instance of what was required in the way of decision and action at my hands under such conditions, I may state that a few weeks after my arrival at Fort Arbuckle, while serving as the officer of the day, I found a sergeant, a corporal, and a private at the laundress’ quarters, drinking, at 1:00 a.m., although “taps” had been sounded at 9:00 p.m. I promptly sent the two noncoms to their quarters in arrest and started to the guardhouse with the private, who was drunk enough to be ugly. He suddenly assumed an attitude of hostility and announced in rich brogue profanity that he would not be “afther goin’ wit’ the likes o’ yez.” I did not know enough to draw a sword, but having learned in Kentucky that if a man tried to hit me, I should hit him first, I did not hesitate—my fist went to the bone under his eye and he fell like a log. I then took him to the guardhouse. The next morning, the three men were tried by garrison court, on the charge of being out of quarters after “taps,” and were fined three dollars each. Had I preferred charges against the private for threatening to attack an officer, he would have been tried by a general court-martial and would have been sentenced to imprisonment for ten or fifteen years. That was the last trouble I ever had in the way of insubordination while I was an officer of the 6th Infantry.

Without previous experience as an officer, I found myself puzzled at times, especially in drilling the company. Once, for a time, my company and F Company (both depleted in numbers) drilled together as one company, with Lt. Charles D. Lyon6 commanding. One day, in the absence of Lieutenant Lyon, I was in command. While going through skirmish drill, the line came to a dry ravine, full of brushy growth. For the life of me, I could not think of any command to extricate the company, so I called out, “Go ahead—what are you stopping for?” The company finally emerged on the prairie on the other side of the ravine, and I marched it back to the post by a more circuitous though less difficult route.

HUNTING

During the winter of 1867–8, Doctor Congdon, acting assistant surgeon; Horace Jones, the interpreter and guide; and myself spent much of our spare time in hunting with a pack of hounds. The game consisted principally of wild cats, ’coons, and possums, as deer and turkey were scarce in the immediate vicinity of the fort. Quail and prairie chickens were abundant, but in hunting these larger animals, we used shotguns with shot somewhat smaller than buckshot. One day, we were in a valley when we heard the dogs baying as if they had something in the hills. Doctor Congdon and Horace Jones went up to see what it was, while I stayed with the horses. As the commotion seemed to be coming nearer, I walked in that direction, leaving the horses in the valley. As I drew near, the quarry, which proved to be a large panther, ran out on the edge of a large, precipicelike ledge and jumped off. When the hounds reached the same place, they laid down and whimpered, but a large cur dog which had followed the pack jumped off and followed the panther, which took to a tree, where I found it. Boylike, I went under the tree, in which it had sought refuge, and fired both barrels of my shotgun into the beast's belly. It ran down that limb and out on another. Jones came up, put some large slugs in his gun, and shot the brute through both shoulders; the shock knocked it out of the tree into a pool of water. Then, as it crawled out on the bank, Doctor Congdon went up quite close and shot it through the eye, killing it. It measured eight feet and nine inches in length. Some of our Caddo scouts asked for, and received, the privilege of taking the meat of the dead feline. There were about fifteen Caddo scouts at Fort Arbuckle.
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There was a settlement of Chickasaw freedmen in the valley of Wild Horse Creek in those days. It was located some four or five miles above Fort Arbuckle, between Six-Mile and Eight-Mile Creeks.

A NOTED SCOUT

Once during that winter, I was sent with Horace Jones on some sort of a mission to Sherman, Texas. We passed the ruins of Fort Washita during the course of our journey. Horace Jones was one of the most remarkable characters with whom I came in contact while I was in the military service in the Indian Territory. He was a native of Missouri and, I understood, was a lineal descendant of Daniel Boone. He was a man of good breeding and had been fairly well educated. There were several stories as to why he had come to lose himself in the wilderness out beyond the frontier. One was that he had been disappointed in love; but the commonly accepted theory was that it was the blood of the old Boone stock that loved the wilderness and drew him away from the abodes of civilization. In military life, where the social lines were always well defined, he, a civilian, was always regarded by the officers as a social equal and was uniformly treated as such. As an interpreter, he was not only accurate but reliable. Upon one occasion, he sat in a council and listened as Phil McCusker interpreted a statement which had been made by an Indian. When McCusker stopped as if the statement had been finished, Horace Jones said, “Tell it all, Mac.” And McCusker hastened to do so.

SELECTION OF A SITE FOR A NEW POST

In the spring of 1868, Benjamin H. Grierson, colonel of the 10th Cavalry, with four troops of his regiment—two from Fort Gibson and two from Fort Arbuckle—left Fort Arbuckle on an expedition westward to the Wichita Mountains, with instructions to select the site for a new military post. I was assigned to the command of a detachment of the 6th Infantry which had been detailed to act as guard for the wagon train that accompanied the expedition. Horace Jones was the interpreter and guide. The roads were very rough the first few miles, as there were numerous creeks, the bottom lands adjoining which were very boggy, and it was necessary to resort to “corduroying” in several places in getting over one four-mile stretch.

Colonel Grierson, who had entered the Regular army from the volunteer military service, was a man of tireless energy and kindly disposition. He had been one of the most successful raiders produced in either army during the Civil War, evincing most remarkable ability in avoiding combat with the enemy, slipping quietly by and going on with the raid. Had John Morgan been possessed of Grierson's ability in this line, his celebrated raid through Ohio would have been a success instead of ending in disaster. As he never had received any military training, he cared little for military discipline. He was an accomplished musician, and as such, he could, and upon several occasions did, act as regimental bandmaster.

When we reached Cache Creek, Colonel Grierson rode up on the site of the proposed new post and sat on his horse and looked at it. Then, taking his saddle off, he threw it on the ground and said, “We will build the post here.” We remained there several days and then proceeded westward, on the south side of the mountain range, until we reached a gap, somewhere east of the present towns of Mountain Park and Snyder. There Colonel Grierson took a detachment and went on to Camp Radziminski7 and rejoined the command in the evening. We circled around the western part of the range and returned on the north side, striking the valley of the Washita near the site of the present town of Anadarko. Thence we marched down the valley of the Washita to Fort Arbuckle, the troops returning to their proper stations. The trip had required about three weeks.

The night we were camped east of Snyder, we were joined by a band of Comanche braves who were starting on the warpath against the Apaches. We invited the chief to take dinner with us. Our usual bill of fare was varied on this occasion by a dish of wild plums, which looked good to men who commonly had to content themselves with canned goods. This dish of plums was passed to our Comanche guest, who took a spoonful of the fruit, put it in his mouth, and then returned the spoon to the dish of plums. Of course, no one else cared for plums after that.

That night, the Comanches had a war dance, during the course of which they boasted of the scalps they had taken, telling when and where they had taken them. Horace Jones told us that he was satisfied that several of the scalps of which they boasted thus were those of white people, but that the Indians were careful not to say so.


A BUFFALO HUNT

While we were at the site of the proposed new post, Colonel Grierson ordered Lt. S. L. Woodward8 to proceed to look for buffalo in a southeastward direction from camp and to secure some fresh meat for the command. Horace Jones and I accompanied him. That afternoon, we found a large herd and succeeded in getting quite close to it before the animals took alarm and stampeded. The method of killing was to ride on the left side of the animal selected for slaughter, with the bridle reins in the left hand and a Spencer carbine resting in the hollow of the left arm. Then, when the hunter reached a proper position, he fired point-blank at a spot just behind the left shoulder of the galloping beast.

In the course of a few hours, we succeeded in killing fifty buffalo. The chase had been so exciting that one lost all notice of the flight of time and paid little or no attention to the topography of the ground which was traversed during its course. In riding back over the ground after the hunt had ended, I was amazed to find that we had crossed two creeks and passed over a large prairie dog town, apparently without any knowledge of the fact at the time. We encamped near where most of the buffalo had been killed and sent back to the command for two wagons. Our only food that night was buffalo meat, without salt. We saved only the humps, loins, hindquarters, and tongues, leaving the rest of each carcass for the wolves.

A STORY OF THE FLAG

It is customary at military posts to lower the garrison flag when a big storm is impending. This was done upon one occasion at Fort Arbuckle. Just as the flag was lowered, a band of Indians came riding into the post. A few moments later, there was a blinding flash of lightning, accompanied by a deafening peal of thunder, and the tall flagstaff, splintered by the bolt, fell with a crash in the midst of the parade ground. The Indians, who had witnessed the removal of the flag so shortly before, and who were always quick to ascribe a cause or an effect, at once remarked that “the good medicine” (i.e., the flag) having been taken down, it was only to be expected that the elements would show their wrath.

TO FORT COBB

In the fall of 1868, Company E of the 6th Infantry, Capt. Joseph B. Rife,9 commanding, and Troop M of the 10th Cavalry, commanded by Lt. Philip L. Lee,10 were ordered to reoccupy old Fort Cobb, which had been abandoned by the Federal forces at the outbreak of the Civil War, and which had subsequently been destroyed either by the Indians or by Confederate forces. Fort Cobb was located at the mouth of a stream which was then known as Pond Creek but which is now called Cobb Creek. The walls of one stone building were still intact, and this we had covered with a thatched roof, after which it was used for the storage of commissary supplies.

We were in camp at Fort Cobb when Colonel Custer attacked and destroyed the village of the Cheyenne chief Black Kettle. Our first news of that affair was brought to the post by a band of professedly friendly Indians who came to the post for protection. Through Horace Jones, the interpreter, they reported that eighteen soldiers had been killed. These Indians belonged to one of the tribes from the north—probably Cheyenne or Arapaho—as Horace Jones, our interpreter, was unable to converse with them except through the medium of the sign language. (The Comanche language was the one which was best known among the Indians of the Southern Plains and was known and used in intertribal communications by members of other tribes, much as French was used as the language of diplomacy among the nations of Europe.) When these Indians came to Fort Cobb, their leaders, or chiefs, went into conference with Captain Rife. Although they were professedly friendly, one of the enlisted men soon informed me that every one of them had arms concealed under their blankets and robes. Without reporting to the commanding officer (who was engaged in the conference), I had the report verified by two other enlisted men, after which I selected about a dozen of the best men in the company, caused them to take their arms and conceal themselves in the timber just behind the place where the conference or council was being held, in order that they might be prepared for action at the first sign of treachery.

A week or two afterward, Colonel Grierson arrived from Fort Arbuckle with a squadron of the 10th Cavalry, and several weeks later, General Sheridan and Custer arrived with the 7th Cavalry and the 19th Kansas Cavalry. Col. William B. Hazen, who was at the time serving as special Indian agent, had arrived at the post shortly before the battle of the Washita.

When the Washita expedition reached Fort Cobb, it had a big train, with hundreds of mules. Corn had to be purchased for these animals. Doctor Shirley, of the Seminole agency, put in a bid of $1.25 per hundred pounds of corn. A man by the name of Blackburn, whose home was at Sherman, Texas, submitted a bid of $2.25 per hundred pounds. The officers who had been in the territory long enough to be acquainted recommended that the Blackburn bid be accepted and that he be awarded the contract, because they believed that he could deliver the corn and that Shirley could not. But the contract was let to Shirley, and he failed to make the delivery as stipulated. The horses and mules had to be fed on the bark of limbs cut from cottonwood trees, and over a thousand animals perished in consequence before the winter's campaign was ended. After the failure of Shirley to comply with his contract, a new contract was let to Blackburn for the corn at his own price. He had raised a thousand acres of corn at Pauls Valley, which was then known as Rush Creek Valley. The Washita Valley was so muddy that the roads became almost impossible to haul the grain from Rush Creek to Fort Cobb, so it was finally decided to drive the animals from Fort Cobb to Rush Creek Valley to be kept during the rest of the winter.

Early in January 1869, the forces of the Washita expedition, under Colonel Custer's command, were moved from Fort Cobb over to the site of the proposed new post of Camp Wichita, on Medicine Bluff Creek. General Sheridan and Colonel Grierson had already visited the site together, and upon their return to Fort Cobb, General Sheridan having approved the selection of the site, which had been made by Colonel Grierson during the preceding summer, it was decided to move the whole command over at once. The squadron of the 10th Cavalry (Colonel Grierson's regiment) was also moved over to the new post, leaving only my company (“E” of the 6th Infantry) stationed at Fort Cobb. The new post was called Camp Wichita until it was formally designated as Fort Sill by the secretary of war, some months later.

We bought much game from the Indians while at Fort Cobb, giving in exchange flour, sugar, or tobacco. A pound of sugar or a pound of flour would pay for a turkey, as would half a pound of tobacco. Two or three pounds of sugar would buy the whole of a venison. When our stock of bacon and salt pork was exhausted, the men of the company were fed on buffalo, venison, antelope, turkey, prairie chicken, and fish. The men complained because they had no bacon, so I was ordered to take the company wagon and a small escort and go to Camp Wichita for a supply. While at Camp Wichita, I took it upon myself to ask Colonel Grierson if Company E could not be ordered to Camp Wichita. He quickly acted upon the suggestion, giving me a written order to Captain Rife to abandon Fort Cobb and march his company to Camp Wichita. It thus fell to my lot to be stationed at Fort Cobb during all of the time it was reoccupied before its final abandonment.

As already stated, the original post at Fort Cobb had been destroyed, though the stone walls of one building were still standing, and this we covered with a temporary roof of thatch. Log huts were built for the men, and the officers had tents. There was not much to abandon, therefore, even though Fort Cobb had had a place on the map for ten years. We had been furnished an extra wagon to enable us to move to Camp Wichita. When we arrived at the new post, we found three other companies (C, F, and B) of the 6th Infantry stationed there, besides four troops of the 10th Cavalry and all of the 7th Cavalry and the 19th Kansas Cavalry.

General Sheridan had already departed for the East, by way of Camp Supply, Fort Dodge, and Hays City, before our company was transferred to Camp Wichita. En route, with his escort, he stopped at Fort Cobb for a few hours. He dined with Captain Rife and myself. As I was never much of a hand to push myself with my official superiors, I excused myself and left the table with Lieutenant Pepoon,11 of the general's escort, at the conclusion of the meal. After my departure, the general asked Captain Rife, “Where did you get your boy?”—meaning, of course, his youthful lieutenant. Afterward, when I had occasion to pass near him after he had come outside the tent, he halted me and asked why I had not come to have a talk with him. I replied that I had not supposed that he would be interested in talking to a young subaltern, to which he responded, “I am always interested in my young officers. Why, I was only a lieutenant myself, less than ten years ago.” To which I replied, “That is all right, General, but there is not much likelihood that I will be a major general in ten years.” Some years later, it was my privilege to meet General Sheridan again, at his headquarters in Chicago, where he manifested the same cordial and sincere interest in my welfare.

General Sheridan had a greater personality than anyone I ever knew. I knew a number of old army officers who had outranked him in the “old army,” before the Civil War, any one of whom would swear that he was a man of no ability and that his successive promotions were the result of good luck rather than attainment or achievement. Yet if any of these envious former superiors happened to have occasion to visit the general at his headquarters in Chicago, they were sure to meet with a most cordial reception, and while extending his hospitalities, the general would be almost sure to remark that “you would be where I am if you had had better luck and more opportunity,” and then these same officers would return to their respective regiments or stations, swearing that Sheridan was the greatest general that ever lived. No one with a knowledge of men could help being impressed with the evident fact that he was a man of very great ability. His uniform consideration of his younger subordinates was such that every one of them loved him.

ON ESCORT DUTY

Furnished with an escort to any portion of the department which he might wish to visit, Mr. Colyer decided to go from Fort Sill to Fort Bascom, New Mexico,12 and requested Colonel Grierson for a suitable escort. I was detached from my own company and assigned temporarily to the command of Company C of the 6th Infantry, which was to act as Mr. Colyer's escort on this journey. The company was badly depleted in strength, having but nineteen effective men, in addition to which there was a guide and interpreter named Bradley, a cook, and two teamsters, as we had a wagon and an ambulance. We carried rations for thirty days, and the men had less than one hundred rounds of ammunition each.

Leaving Fort Sill, we followed the usual road to Cache Creek and thence northwest to the Washita crossing, which was fifteen or twenty miles above Fort Cobb. We camped on the south side of the river. (I had understood that Mr. Colyer had objected to having me assigned to duty as the commander of the escort because, as he said, I was too young for such a responsible undertaking.) Fully cognizant of the dangers of the wilderness, I warned Mr. Colyer not to leave the camp. However, he thought he knew more about such matters than I did, so the day after we had gone into camp by the Washita, he wandered out alone, crossed the river, and got among the horse herds of a band of Kiowas whose village was near at hand. Two Indians rode up to him with their pistols drawn, whereupon Mr. Colyer drew his pistol (a small pocket revolver), only to be promptly disarmed by his captors. Then, in some mysterious way—for he knew no more of the sign language than he did of the Kiowa tongue—he succeeded in making them understand that there was a camp of soldiers near.

The Indians took Mr. Colyer to their camp, where he promised them all sorts of supplies. They then brought him over to our camp and made a demand upon me for what he had promised. If I had undertaken to comply with their demand, it would have taken all our provisions. I gave them a little and told him to give them an order on Colonel Hazen, the acting Indian agent, for the rest. (He did so, but I afterward learned that Colonel Hazen refused to honor the order when it was presented.) Mr. Colyer then asked to be taken back to Camp Wichita. I told him that I knew that Colonel Grierson was not anxious for the company to make the trip to New Mexico, and that if he would put his request in writing, I would escort him back to Camp Wichita. He replied that he would do so in the morning. That night there was a heavy storm, which resulted in a stampede of the Kiowa horse herds, and in trying to round up the frightened animals, the Kiowas were racing about our camp in much the same manner that they would in making an attack. I turned out the command, and the men were under arms until we learned the cause of the uproar, when we went back to bed. All of this tended to increase the nervous anxiety of Mr. Colyer, so that he could not sleep. He sat up in bed with his hands over his face and prayed, and then threw himself back on his blankets and begged me to take him back to Camp Wichita. The next morning, when we broke camp, he came to me and asked, “Well, what are you going to do?” I answered, “We will go ahead,” whereupon he threw both hands up, clasping them over his head, and then brought them down as he exclaimed, “My God, we will be scared every night!” He had not offered to give me the written request to be escorted back to Camp Wichita, as he had promised to do the night before, and I did not propose to turn back unless he did request it in writing, for the reason that I suspected he would deny the responsibility for such a retrograde movement and throw the blame upon me. I therefore gave the word to advance on our course toward our destination at Fort Bascom.

At the outset, Mr. Colyer asked me to lay over on Sunday, which I agreed to do. On Sunday, he always preached to the command. He had frequently complained of the profanity of the men. In his discourse one Sunday, he took the men to task for swearing. He said, “Suppose the Lord would take you at your word and ‘damn the mules,’ and ‘damn the wagons,’ and ‘damn your souls,’ what would become of you?” And then he could not understand why all of the men as well as the officer in command laughed, or that he had really been guilty of profanity himself.

A few days later, when we were near the trail to Camp Supply, he came to me and said that he wanted me to take him to Fort Harker, Kansas. As before, I replied that if he would put his request in writing, I would comply with the same. He then said, “You have never seen my orders?” (i.e., from the department commander to post commanders to whom it might be presented), to which I replied that I had not. He then showed the orders to me. After reading them, I commented to the effect that I was merely a commander of a detachment in the field—not a post commander—and that therefore these orders were not addressed to me. He then told me that he did not have to give me any written request, and that if I would not comply with his verbal request, he would have the men of the company confine me to the ambulance and he would go where he pleased. Indignant almost beyond expression at this threatened assumption of authority, I replied in terms that were much more emphatic than polite that I would kill him if he attempted to do anything of that kind. Mr. Colyer wilted.

We left the valley of the Washita and crossed the divide to the valley of the Canadian, striking the latter about one day's march below the Antelope Hills. During the march across this divide, there occurred another incident of more than passing notice. One of the men of the company rushed out and shot at a buffalo. It seemed that he had been cleaning his rifle, and that in oiling the bore with a piece of fat pork, he had left a fragment of the meat in the muzzle; consequently, when he fired at the buffalo, the barrel of his rifle burst. I had previously given orders that no one in the command should fire at any game except one corporal, who was an expert marksman. (This was done in order to husband our limited supply of ammunition.) When we went into camp that evening, in order to punish the man who had violated this order and who had thus destroyed a weapon that might be greatly needed in an emergency, I caused him to be stood between the wheels on the side of a wagon and had each hand tied to a wagon wheel. This was too much for the tender-hearted secretary of the Board of Indian Commissioners, who came to me and demanded that the man be released. I refused to comply with the demand. He then asked, “Haven't I any rights here at all?” to which I responded, “Yes, the right of request.” He then said, “Then I request you to release the man,” to which I replied, “I cannot grant it, as the offense has been too serious to go unpunished.” He then informed me that he would not eat with me anymore, to which I responded that he might suit his own pleasure as to that.

Mr. Colyer then went to the first sergeant of the company and asked if he might join in the mess of the enlisted men. The sergeant told him that he might do so with my consent, which was then asked and granted. He then asked if I would divide provisions with him (as I had laid in a stock for both of us at the outset of our journey), to which I acceded upon condition that the same should go into the common stock of the enlisted men's mess. Of course, the men of the company manifested their approval of this by immediately devouring all of the canned goods and other extras and delicacies that had been provided for Mr. Colyer, so that he was soon reduced to a diet of hardtack, salt pork, and beans.

Our next camp was at the big springs, south and west from the Antelope Hills, and possibly ten or twelve miles distant therefrom, and probably on or near the Oklahoma-Texas boundary. Knowing that Colonel Custer had been campaigning against the Indians in the Texas Panhandle country, which we were then entering, I realized that we should proceed with caution. I therefore gave an order to the driver of the ambulance (which had been furnished for Mr. Colyer's use) to watch the loaded wagon and not get separated or too far ahead of it. After a march of an hour or two, the company being ahead of the ambulance, I looked back and found that the ambulance was at least a half a mile ahead of the wagon. I halted the company at once and asked the driver of the ambulance why he had disobeyed my orders. Mr. Colyer interrupted to inform me that he had ordered the driver to go on regardless of the progress of the wagon; that the ambulance was for his use and that he had control of it. Then I “read the riot act” to him, and when we moved on again, he walked with me at the head of the company.

I also told Mr. Colyer that I knew that he had been talking to the men about me and that he must do so no more. He said, “I never did.” I turned around and said, “Sergeant Carroll, come here.” Mr. Colyer then said, “I did have a talk with Sergeant Carroll,” to which I answered, “Yes, and you have been talking with the others, and if I find you doing the like again, I will put you in irons and take you on to New Mexico for inciting insubordination in my company.”

We crossed to the north side of the Canadian River about fifteen miles above the Adobe Walls. Our camp was on a small creek, where we were to remain over Sunday. I sent Bradley out, and he found a trail about four or five miles from camp. Monday morning, when we broke camp, we struck out for this trail, and having reached it, followed it toward Fort Bascom. As we marched along, we found pieces of cordwood that had evidently dropped from a wagon, so we concluded that we must be nearing Fort Bascom. We marched fifteen miles, when we came to a creek where there was a good site for a camp, with plenty of water and wood. After we had gone into camp, Mr. Colyer came to me and asked me to go ahead, as he was certain that Fort Bascom was just beyond the hill in front. I told him that I felt that way about it too, but that we had already marched fifteen miles and we could see five miles farther, and that there was no certainty that the fort was so near, and that even if it were, we would reach it early the next day. I then laid down and took a nap. I woke late in the afternoon, and not seeing Mr. Colyer about the camp, I asked for him. One of the men then informed me that he had walked on into Fort Bascom! The next morning, we broke camp and resumed the march. We soon came to a fork in the road, where, fastened to a grass stalk, we found a note on which was written, “V. Colyer, en route to Fort Bascom, N.M.,” with hour and date. Later on, we found three more notes of the same purport, and then we saw Mr. Colyer coming back. The men began to jeer him, but I made them desist. I gave him my lunch (as he had had neither supper nor breakfast), and then he told me that he had gone on top of a hill, where he built a rock shelter when it grew dark. He said that every time he laid down to try to sleep, a wolf (coyote) would howl, so he did not sleep any but remained awake all night with a pistol in his hand. When we arrived opposite the place where he had thus spent the night, we found another note with the words, “Look on the hill for V. Colyer.”

We camped at the next creek, which was nineteen miles from the last camp. At this camp, we experienced a tremendous windstorm; the wind was so high that I had to run the wagon over the guy ropes of my tent to keep it from blowing down. (Mr. Colyer also refused to occupy the same tent with me, sleeping in the ambulance instead.) We used a “running guard,” with short shifts for each man, and as a rule, none of the men had to perform guard duty more than one shift in two nights.

When we left Camp Wichita, our mules were not in very good condition, as forage had been scarce and they had not been receiving more than a quart of grain each day. During the course of this march, with the grass in its prime and with long hours for grazing, they soon began to improve in appearance and flesh. We had one mule which became something of a privileged character with the command. His name was Garibaldi, or Gary-baldy, as it was rendered by the soldiers, and in due time, this was contracted to plain Gary. Gary was never hobbled or tethered, but was always turned loose when we went into camp. He would often graze at a considerable distance from our camp—sometimes as much as a half mile—but he could always be depended upon to come back. The men of the company fed him scraps from their own meals, and he became quite fond of hardtack and would even eat bacon when properly cooked. One evening, when the mosquitoes were unusually bad, we built smudge fires, and Gary took refuge in the smoke, finally backing into my tent to free himself from his tormenters. When he was grazing at some distance from the camp, at the howl of a wolf or any other alarm, Gary would gallop into camp, with head and tail up and looking backward, first over one shoulder and then over the other. Because of this alertness, which could scarcely have been excelled by that of a trained watchdog, every man who was posted on guard was cautioned to “watch Gary.”

As the journey proved to be somewhat longer than we had expected, our rations were running short. Mr. Colyer asked me what I would do in case our supply of food should become exhausted. I replied that if we did not succeed in securing any game, we would have to kill one of the mules. He said, “We will kill Nellie.” Now Nellie was the best mule we had, so I said, “No, we will kill Polly.” (Polly had a poll-evil.)

The next day, we marched nineteen miles to another creek, where we made camp. By this time, Mr. Colyer was quite willing to wash his hands of responsibility and place it wholly upon me. I decided to send a party consisting of a corporal and three men, including the driver, ahead with the ambulance with a letter to the commanding officer at Fort Bascom. I asked Mr. Colyer if he would not like to go along with this advance party to the fort. He asked me if I was planning to go with it myself. I replied that I could not leave my command. He then said, “I'll do anything you want me to do.” I said, “Get ready,” and then I bade him good-bye. Two days later, we reached Fort Bascom—more than sixty miles distant from the spot from whence Mr. Colyer started to find it, “just beyond the next hill.” We had traveled 430 miles, the trip occupying thirty-one days.

We found Fort Bascom garrisoned by two companies of the 3rd Cavalry. We remained there ten days to rest and prepare for the return trip. We drew two thousand rounds of ammunition with other supplies needed for the return trip. We had not seen a human being, after leaving the Kiowas on the Washita, until our arrival at Fort Bascom. I wish to state positively that no cavalcade of Kiowas accompanied us on any part of our journey, as related in Mr. Colyer's report of his movements as secretary of the Board of Indian Commissioners.

On our return trip, we traveled faster than we had done on the outward journey, and we did not camp in one place over Sunday. We recrossed the Canadian River between the Adobe Walls and the Antelope Hills, and in doing so, came near losing the ambulance and the mules which were drawing it, by bogging down in the quicksand. As it was, we saved the mules and the running gears of the ambulance. We also made better time by letting the men “ride and tie.” We did not see any Indians until after we had passed the Antelope Hills, when we met two Arapahos, who told us that their people had surrendered to Colonel Custer.

When we reached Pond Creek (now known as Cobb Creek), the anxiety which was a necessary attendant to one in my position during the course of the expedition was instantly relaxed as soon as I found myself upon familiar ground. That night, I dreamed that the Indians had captured the camp and every man in the command, and I still recall most vividly the gloom that overcast my spirit as I reflected upon having passed through so many trials and difficulties and having reached a place of fancied security, only to see all of my men lost. Then I awakened suddenly, to find myself standing at the entrance of my tent, my left hand grasping the tent pole and my right hand firmly grasping my revolver, with a beautiful moonlit night outside and not an Indian in sight! Three days later, we arrived at Camp Wichita. I was a boy no longer, for the responsibility that had rested upon me as the commander of that expedition had made a man of me.

A few days after my return to Camp Wichita, I met Horseback, the chief, at the post trader's (Jack Evans') store. As soon as he saw me, he asked, “Hey, where you been?” I told him, “Mexico.” (The Indians of that region all called New Mexico thus.) He answered, “Hey, you big liar.” He did not believe that we had marched so far.

BACK TO FORT ARBUCKLE

Shortly after my return from the trip to Fort Bascom, I was ordered to rejoin my own company (E), which was stationed at Fort Arbuckle again. There were four companies of the 6th Infantry, including my own, in garrison at the time, Major James P. Roy being in command. Not long after my return to Fort Arbuckle, I was ordered to take one enlisted man and conduct a prisoner to the penitentiary at Jefferson City, Missouri. At the same time, I was granted a twenty-day leave of absence, which enabled me to pay a brief visit to my old home in Kentucky.

When I arrived at Fort Arbuckle on my return from this visit to Kentucky, I found that the post was to be abandoned and that most of the garrison had been transferred to Fort Sill. First Lieutenant Stephen P. Jocelyn13 and 2nd Lt. Thomas M. Willey, with a detachment of one hundred enlisted men, were still stationed there, however, as there was a large amount of public stores that could not be moved. The same day that I arrived at Fort Arbuckle, Lieutenant Jocelyn received orders to report to Colonel Hazen at the district headquarters, at Fort Scott, Kansas. He asked me if I would like to assume command of the post. I replied in the affirmative, and when he left a few days later, I assumed command, Lieutenant Willey being my junior in rank, though my senior in years. I was probably the youngest post commander in the service at that time.

There was one other officer stationed at the post, namely, Brevet Major and Assistant Surgeon John W. Brewer. As he was a married man and had his family with him, I offered to let him occupy the quarters of the post commander, which were the most commodious in the post. He declined the offer, but afterward made a demand for the same, to which I refused to accede, whereupon he appealed to my superior authorities at regimental headquarters, but I was sustained in my contention and I continued to occupy the post commandant's quarters until I was relieved of the command of the post.

While I was in command at Fort Arbuckle, Gov. Cyrus Harris of the Chickasaw Nation paid me a visit and brought me a copy of a treaty between the Chickasaw nation and the United States, calling my attention to the fact that the commanding officer of the post was the judge in all matters in dispute between the Indians and the whites, and that as such, his decision was final. I had occasion to exercise this prerogative several times later on.

Col. Nelson H. Davis, assistant inspector general and chief inspector of the Department of the Missouri, arrived at Fort Arbuckle on a tour of inspection. Among the stores at Fort Arbuckle were large amounts of stacked hay, corn, and commissary supplies. He was at Fort Arbuckle four or five days, after which he went on to Fort Sill. As the result of his report after his return to the department headquarters, four troops of the 10th Cavalry, under the command of Maj. James E. Yard, were sent to Fort Arbuckle in order to obviate the necessity of transporting so much forage to Fort Sill over roads that were all but impassable. When thus relieved of the command of the post, I was designated to serve as post adjutant, which position I filled for about three months. Then, in January 1870, I was ordered to rejoin my company (E) at Fort Sill, at my own request. I remained there until the following fall, when my company was ordered to Camp Supply.

Although I saw many Indians at Fort Cobb and at Camp Wichita, including many of their leading chiefs, I did not get to know many of them personally. Of those whom I did come to know fairly well, three were leading chiefs of the Kiowa tribe, namely, Lone Wolf, Satank, and Satanta. Lone Wolf14 was about fifty years old when I knew him in 1870. He was of medium size and was rather lithe and slender. His face showed the lines of intelligence, and his eye was keen and quick. He was not a man of many words, and he weighed them carefully before speaking. He was decidedly diplomatic in his intercourse with other men and was always dignified. Among army officers, traders, and Indian service officials, he was regarded as a man of very great natural ability, and one who would have made his mark in the world had he been educated. He was a man of great influence among his own people and was commonly regarded as the leading chief of the Kiowa tribe.

Satank was an older man than Lone Wolf, being about sixty when I knew him, though I saw less of him than of the others, for he did not come to the post often. Physically, he was a small man and decidedly insignificant, but he was generally regarded as a man of superior ability. In appearance, he might have been a mixed-blood or of Mexican descent. He was reputed to be cruel and bloodthirsty; if so, his features did not belie his reputation in that regard.

Satanta15 was younger than either Satank or Lone Wolf, being about forty years old. He was a man of magnificent physique, being over six feet tall, well built, and finely proportioned. He was distinguished for his vanity and his boastfulness. His face showed craftiness and cruelty but was not indicative of a very high degree of mental ability. He was treacherous and deceitful and utterly unworthy of confidence or trust of any kind.

I saw most of the Comanche chiefs and headmen but only came to know one of them personally, Tosh-a-way, the chief of the Penateka band. Tosh-a-way was an old man then—upward of sixty. He was very portly, was distinguished for his kindly disposition and his keen sense of humor, and was a general favorite among the white people, with whom he had long been on friendly terms.

Two companies of the 6th Infantry were transferred to Camp Supply at that time, my own (E), which was commanded by Captain Rife, and Company C, which was commanded by its second lieutenant, Alexander H. Wetherald. On the march from Fort Sill to Camp Supply, we had to ferry over the Washita, that stream being at a flood stage. We also had considerable difficulty in crossing some of the Pond Creek bottoms, as they were very boggy as the result of heavy rains.

There was but little aside from routine duty and drill while I was stationed at Camp Wichita (Fort Sill), and the same might be said of my service at Camp Supply,16 though there were many incidents that tended to break the monotony.

When I first went to Camp Supply, Lt. Col. Anderson D. Nelson,17 at that time unassigned to any regiment, was in command of the post. He was a brother of Brig. Gen. William Nelson, who was killed in the Gault House in Louisville, Kentucky, during the Civil War by Brig. Gen. Jefferson C. Davis. At the same time that Colonel Nelson was post commander, 2nd Lt. William Davis, Jr., of the 10th Cavalry, a younger brother of General Davis, was stationed there as one of the officers of the garrison, and it is worthy of remark that the two officers were always studiously polite to each other. Colonel Nelson was a fine officer. He was succeeded, a few months later, by Lt. Col. John W. Davidson, 10th Cavalry.18 The latter was not popular. His favoritism and his whimsical petulance did not make for harmony and good discipline in the garrison.


We received our mail once each week at Camp Supply. It came from Fort Hays by way of Fort Dodge. The mail was sent from Fort Hays to Fort Dodge but once each week. By sending over to Fort Larned between times, the garrison at Fort Dodge was enabled to get its mail twice each week. Colonel Davidson sent me to Fort Dodge to see if we could not get our mail twice each week also. He instructed me not to go farther than Fort Dodge, however. Upon my arrival at Fort Dodge, I found that the matter could not be arranged there. I explained the situation to the post commander, Colonel Floyd-Jones, who promptly ordered me to proceed to Fort Larned for the purpose of effecting the necessary arrangements, which I did, making the trip with an enlisted man in a buckboard, after night. I spent the day in visiting at Fort Larned and made another night drive back to Fort Dodge, after successfully concluding arrangements to get another mail each week for the garrison at Camp Supply. Colonel Floyd-Jones said that he would order me to Fort Hays if necessary. He also wrote a letter to Colonel Davidson, explaining his action in regard to the matter, but the latter was in anything but a pleasant humor over what he regarded as a disobedience of orders on my part.

I occasionally visited Forts Dodge, Hays, and Larned as the guest of the officers of those posts, just as some of them occasionally visited our post.

On the trail between Fort Dodge and Camp Supply, there were two relay stations where a few soldiers were posted with extra mule teams for the mail hack. These ranches were sometimes subjected to attacks by hostile Indians, and several soldiers had been killed at each of them. Captain Rife was ordered to take Companies E and C of the 6th Infantry and proceed to a point midway between the two posts and build a redoubt for the protection of the stage stock and the guards. (Neither Captain Rife nor the lieutenant in command of C Company actually went out on the expedition, so I was the only officer with the two companies.) We left Camp Supply in the afternoon and marched a few miles before going into camp on the Beaver.

When we broke camp the next morning, it was cloudy, and when we had moved out on the divide between the Beaver and the Cimarron, rain began to fall. After we had been thoroughly drenched, the wind suddenly shifted to the northwest, and within fifteen minutes, our clothes were frozen. In this condition, we marched eight or ten miles, finally reaching a small creek, tributary to the Cimarron, where I ordered the command to encamp. The men put up the tents, after which I had the men take off their clothes and wrap themselves in blankets. In the meantime, the cooks had been ordered to build fires and make coffee, which was distributed to the men, and in the end, they felt no bad effects. The next morning, my knees were so stiff that I could hardly walk. I had a few cavalrymen with the command, and one of these was ordered to ride in a wagon so that I could have his horse. I was all right within another twenty-four hours.

Near the Cimarron River, we found two companies of the 3rd Infantry under the command of Capt. Robert P. Hughes19 (also from Camp Supply), where they were engaged in building a defensive earthwork similar to that which our command had been ordered to construct, farther up the trail. Redoubt Creek, in the northwestern part of Harper County, Oklahoma, near the mouth of which this earthwork was constructed, received its name from this circumstance.

The redoubt which we built was about fifty feet square. The interior wall was built of burlap bags filled with earth. Loose earth was filled against this wall on the outside, sloping down to a trench which was about fifteen feet wide. The wall or embankment was about ten feet thick at the base. Bastions were built at diagonally opposite corners. There was a stable for the mules on the inside of the enclosure, built against the wall on the western side. On the eastern side, there was a living room and kitchen for the men. Both of these structures were of “jacal” or stockade, the earthen embankment forming one wall of each. The roofs were covered with earth and were a foot or two lower than the walls, so that they could be occupied for defensive purposes in case of an attack. A well was dug on a high creek bank, or second bottom, and the outside of the enclosure, near the gate, which was at the northeast corner. The redoubt which was built by Captain Hughes’ command was similar in design. It was located near the Kansas boundary line and was approximately one-third of the way from Camp Supply to Fort Dodge. The one which was built by my command was about halfway between the one just mentioned and Fort Dodge.

While my company was stationed at Camp Supply, four enlisted men, all of whom were carpenters by trade and one of whom was a member of my company, planned to desert. Colonel Davidson caused the charges which were made against three of them to be dropped, but because of some personal difference between Captain Rife and himself, he refused to drop those against the man belonging to our company. Lt. Charles E. Campbell, 3rd Infantry, served as judge advocate, and I was assigned to defend the accused deserter, Private Lorenzen. It was proven that the four men had rations with them sufficient to last them four or five days. When they were apprehended, they were at a grove near the confluence of Beaver and Wolf Creeks, and I succeeded in proving that there were twenty-five or thirty other men there at the same time, and that, presumptively at least, the four or five days’ rations which they were alleged to have was not more than sufficient for a picnic dinner for the crowd. The court found Private Lorenzen not guilty.

As the mouth of Redoubt Creek is several miles north of the Kansas-Oklahoma boundary line, both of these defensive ranches were in Kansas, one in the southern part of Clarke County and the other in the northern part of the same county.

COURTING AS A PROXY

One of the field officers at Camp Supply had a charming daughter whom, for the sake of convenience, we may call Miss Bessie. She was the only unmarried young lady among all of the officers’ families in the garrison. Of course, all of the unmarried subalterns in the garrison were deeply in love with her—that is, all with the exception of myself. Among these was Lieutenant Kelley of the 10th Cavalry,20 who, though still a young man, was a veteran of the Civil War. Lieutenant K[elley] and I roomed together in the bachelor officers quarters. Finally the lieutenant was detailed to take an insane soldier to the asylum at Washington City. Before he left, he grew confidential with me and told me of his great affection for Miss Bessie, and concluded by exacting a promise from me that I would take care of his interests in that quarter and see to it that none of the other suitors took undue advantage of his absence. I solemnly promised that I would do so to the best of my ability. And I was faithful to my promise, for no sooner was Lieutenant K[elley] well on his journey than I paid a formal call upon the young lady in question, to whom I frankly related the story of my pact with the absent lover, and I then proceeded in the most serious and matter-of-fact way to propose marriage in his behalf. To say that Miss Bessie was amused would be putting it mildly. She enjoyed the joke as well as I did. My calls became more frequent, but all of my pleadings in behalf of my absent friend were unavailing. We became such jolly friends that her father (who was a brevet brigadier general and who did not fully approve of me) became suspicious and did all that he could to discourage my seeming intentions, and that, of course, added zest to our enjoyment of the badinage.

Lt. Charles L. Cooper, 10th Cavalry, had been detailed as one of the officers of a detachment which was to escort a wagon train to Fort Sill. Miss Bessie's father saw to it that my name was substituted for that of Lieutenant Cooper on the detail for escort duty to Fort Sill. It was late in the day when the train was formed and ready to move out. We marched only to the other side of Wolf Creek, where we went into camp. I obtained permission to be absent for the evening from the captain commanding the escort, after which I donned civilian clothing, returned to the post, and called at the quarters of Miss Bessie's father. She and her mother seemed delighted to see me, but the old general was furious. He demanded an explanation as to why I was there at the post instead of being in camp with the escort of the wagon train, to which I blandly explained that I was absent with leave for the evening from the officer in command of the escort. The general thereupon came off of his high horse and even tried to be pleasant and amiable. Miss Bessie and I even took a stroll about the parade ground that evening, after which I bade them good-bye and returned to the camp of the wagon train and escort.

While en route a day or two later, I met Lieutenant K[elley], who was returning from his trip to Washington. In all seriousness, I made a detailed report of my stewardship of the trust which he had imposed upon me when he left several weeks before. I told him how eloquently I had pleaded his cause and explained my deep dejection due to the fact that the young lady had turned a deaf ear to my passionate appeal. Whether Lieutenant K[elley] really believed my report of the affair, I do not know, but at any rate, his comments after listening to the same would not bear repetition here.


When I returned from Fort Sill several weeks later, Miss Bessie was not there—her folks had sent her away to the East, where there were no mischief-loving subalterns. It was understood at the time that her parents were anxious that she should not marry in the army. I never saw her again, but I understood that she married a lieutenant in the Regular army after all.

AN INDIAN ALARM

While serving with the escort of the wagon train just mentioned, we experienced the thrill of a real Indian alarm. We were marching down the valley of Pond Creek (now Cobb Creek), in the western part of what is now Caddo County, when we suddenly discovered about one hundred mounted Indian warriors on the hills west of the creek. Apprehensive of an attack, the captain in command of the escort immediately made such a disposition of his men as seemed best for defensive purposes. Just at that juncture, however, the women and children of the band began to ride into sight over the top of the hill in the rear, and then we knew that there was no danger of an attack.

LIEUTENANT PEPOON

Among my intimate friends during that part of my army career was Lieutenant Silas Pepoon of the 10th Cavalry. We often went out riding together. He will be remembered as the commander of the civilian scouts who accompanied Colonel Custer's command at the time of the attack upon Black Kettle's Cheyenne village on the Washita.

Several years later, he was accused by some of his fellow officers of having attempted to cheat in a game of cards. Charges were preferred against him and a court-martial was ordered. He pleaded with them to withdraw the charges, but [the] men, who were not a whit more honest than he, remained deaf to his entreaties. Lieutenant Pepoon ended it all by committing suicide.

GUS TRACY, THE TRADER

One of the licensed traders at Camp Supply during the earlier years was Gus Tracy. In the fall of 1871, he sold out and moved away. He had had lumber hauled from Hays City, Kansas, with which he had erected a substantial frame house in which he made his home. When he quit business at Camp Supply, he sold his home to the government, and it was occupied as the commanding officer's quarters by Colonel Davidson. This is the building which, in recent years, has become known as the “Custer House,” though it was not erected until some time after Colonel Custer left Camp Supply, and he never saw it.

Gus Tracy was caught out in the same storm that my detachment was while en route to the point where the redoubt was to be built. He was on his way from Camp Supply to Fort Dodge, traveling in company with another man in a buggy. After the blizzard struck them, they abandoned the buggy and rode off on the ponies. Finally, in the night, they abandoned the ponies, and Tracy laid down to sleep with his overcoat wrapped around his feet. In the morning, he left the overcoat lying where he had tried to sleep and resumed his journey afoot. He was found on the south bank of the Arkansas River, with both feet frozen. The man with whom he had been traveling succeeded in finding the ford across the river, a mile below the post, and after wading through the icy water to the north bank, fired his revolver several times. A rescue party came out from Fort Dodge and took him into the post, where he soon recovered and was little the worse for the experience, for, in fact, the wade through the icy water probably saved his feet.

Tracy was rescued as soon as possible and was taken across to Fort Dodge. Both feet had to be amputated, and it is doubtful if he ever fully recovered from the effects of the sufferings which he had to endure during that storm.

TRANSFERRED TO FORT DODGE

In the late fall of 1871, my company was transferred from Camp Supply to Fort Dodge, Kansas. Fort Dodge had an unsavory reputation, even among army posts of that region, in those days. As no liquor was allowed to be sold at any of the posts in the Indian Territory, there was a tendency on the part of both officers and men to drink to excess just before leaving Fort Dodge for Camp Supply or Fort Sill, or immediately after arrival at Fort Dodge from one of those posts. This served to give Fort Dodge a reputation for carousal, dissipation, and revelry that was unequaled by that of any other post on the western frontier.

We had little aside from the usual routine duty while we were stationed at Fort Dodge. The monotony was occasionally broken by brief hunting expeditions after buffalo. These animals were very numerous at times in the vicinity of Fort Dodge. The hay which was furnished as forage by the Quartermaster's Department was cut from the wild grasses of adjacent valley lands and was hauled in and stacked on the reservation, near the post. Before we went there, the buffalo had repeatedly broken down the heavy plank fences with which the haystacks were surrounded, and so while we were there, the stack yard was protected by an enclosure made by piling cordwood two tiers thick and eight feet high.

When the big buffalo herds were on the move, the animals even crowded into the confines of the post. In fact, I have shot and killed buffalo from the front porch of one of the officers’ quarters in the fort. We were seldom without a supply of buffalo meat while at that post, and it was generally fresh meat at that.

Hays City was still our nearest railway station while I was in the garrison at Fort Dodge. It was understood, however, that the Atchison, Topeka, and Santa Fe Railroad Company would build to that point within a year, which it did. The town of Dodge City was projected but had not been laid out when our regiment was transferred to another department.


TRANSFERRED TO THE UPPER MISSOURI

In the spring of 1872, the entire 6th Regiment of Infantry was ordered to move to northwestern Dakota. I was assigned to duty as acting regimental quartermaster; consequently, it was a busy time for me. The companies stationed at Fort Dodge marched to Fort Hays and entrained at Hays City. The journey from thence to Sioux City, Iowa, was made by rail. At Sioux City, we embarked on the steamboat Sioux City for the voyage up the Missouri River to our destination.






Reminiscences of an Old 8th U.S. Cavalryman

FREDERICK C. KURZ

Winners of the West 8, no. 4 (March 1931): 11

During the past summer months, there appeared a very good article in Winners of the West, giving a general history of the 8th U.S. Cavalry. I do not know if my few remarks will be of any further historical value of our famous 8th, but a few incidents which happened during my five years’ service in this regiment may be appreciated by my former comrades, as well as by other readers of Winners of the West.

I enlisted in the fall of 1883 in Milwaukee, and after being transported with a consignment of others to Jefferson Barracks, near St. Louis, went through the usual recruiting service of setting up exercises, manual of arms, and bareback riding around a bull ring, conducted by that cockeyed drill sergeant you all perhaps remember, who used not very polite language whenever one of us accidentally fell off their horse or dropped a gun while drilling.

After about four weeks of this torment, a bunch of more than one hundred were sent to San Antonio, Texas, which was the headquarters of the 8th Cavalry. There were only a few troops of the 8th actually stationed there, most of the other troops being distributed amongst the different forts along the Rio Grande, some at Ringgold, others at Fort McIntosh, near Laredo, Fort Brown, Camp Del Rio, and Fort Clark. The last mentioned was the headquarters of the 19th Infantry and also contained four troops of the 8th Cavalry—E, F, G, and L Troops—and later on Troop K was added.

The writer, with sixteen other recruits, was assigned to E Troop. Fort Clark was about 135 miles west of San Antonio and fifteen miles from the nearest railroad, the Southern Pacific, and about the same distance from the Rio Grande.

During the first year of my service, I had considerable malarial fever, also yellow jaundice, all no doubt due to the poor army rations, for we only had beans and black coffee, no milk at any time, nor any kind of vegetables, on thirteen dollars per month, less twelve and a half cents deducted by the government for the National Soldiers’ Home towards a mess fund. With this we secured Irish potatoes, onions, and a few canned goods, which gave us a little variation from our everyday army grub. We had to do quite a lot of scouting and border duty during 1884 and 1885, and those dusty alkali trails and roads were hard on the eyes, as well as the throat and lungs, whenever we were ordered out to march and in camp. Our food on these trips was usually salt pork and hardtack. The salt pork was nothing like our present bacon, and the hardtack was full of little black bugs, a sort of weevil. We used to dip the hardtack in water first, so as to let the little fellows creep out before eating. The hardtack was of a grayish color, no doubt from age, and we often wondered if it was not remnants of the War of the Rebellion.1

The Indians, Mexicans, cattle and horse thieves, and general bad men in those times were very active in this part of the country, and we were kept on the march scouting along the border of the Rio Grande most of our time, also protecting the railroad to a certain extent, and [as] there were no bridges of any sort, we had to cross rivers the best way we could. Our trips used to take us west of the Pecos River toward El Paso, and we had some camps at Meira Springs and Eagle's Nest. During that time, Mrs. [Lily] Langtry, an actress, passed through Eagle's Nest, which was a jerkwater station of the Southern California Railroad, and she admired the wild and rugged scenery around there during the time the train stopped, so that Southern Pacific named the place Langtry in her honor.2 The place consisted of an eating house, a water tank and section house, also a grocery store and Roy Bean's saloon. Our main camp was about one thousand yards from this place on a bluff over the Rio Grande, and we had a sweeping view of the surrounding country. Whenever we alternated with some of the other troops after leaving Fort Clark, we had to cross the Devil's River, and later on the Pecos River. I will never forget the first time we had to do guard duty behind our six-mule teams in going down the canyon to the crossing of the Pecos. The road was hewn in solid rock, more of a trail, and down about six hundred feet deep—very steep—and I was often fearful with my heart almost in my throat when I saw the wheels of our wagon within a few inches of the rim of the trail, almost ready to topple over. The driver was in those times riding the left mule next to the wagon, the other four mules ahead being guided by him with a jerk line. This line consisted of a single broad belt leading to the front mules, two abreast. By certain pulls and jerks, these leaders knew and were guided where to go. Of course, these mules were broken and trained and were generally very surefooted.

Game in those times was plentiful and easy to get. I remember one time in the winter, we had about fifteen deer hung up in our cooking tent, and we ate deer meat for breakfast, dinner, and supper for weeks. We also had wild turkey, as well as wild hogs, buffalo fish, as we called them, from the Devil's River, and fine big catfish from the Rio Grande.

Roy Bean, who ran the saloon at Langtry, was a character of the wild and woolly West. He was about fifty years old, full beard, and stout of build. He was justice of the peace and the law west of the Pecos, and nobody dared to dispute him in that, for he was equally fast on the trigger. The cowboys used to come in about every so often and help to dispose of Roy Bean's wet and dry goods in good quantities, and there were many scraps and shooting up and around the saloon, also many bloody fights.

While the Southern Pacific Railroad was building a new bridge across the Pecos, one day a fellow fell off and was killed. Roy Bean ordered one of the Mexicans to bring the body in and, as he acted as coroner, rendered a verdict of accidental death. Somebody turned the body over and found a six-shooter and forty dollars on the dead man. At once Roy Bean reopened the inquest, found the dead man guilty of carrying a concealed weapon, confiscated the gun for the deputy, fined the dead man twenty-five dollars and fifteen dollars [in] court costs, and so the law west of the Pecos collected the whole forty dollars. That's how the dead man paid his fine.

At another time, while our troop was in camp at Langtry, a cowboy shot and killed one of the Chinamen who worked in one of the construction camps near Langtry for the Southern Pacific Railroad. Roy Bean arrested the cowboy and in short order had him up for trial back of his saloon, which he called his courtroom. We all crowded in and around the “courtroom” to see and hear the trial, and the final verdict, which was as follows, as near as I can remember: “I, Roy Bean, as judge of all laws west of the Pecos, have duly searched all my law books, heard all the evidence of the killing, and find that in this state when a man kills another, he must be hung by his neck till dead, but in all my books of law I cannot find a single item in which the law so applies or even mentions a Chinaman. I therefore discharge the prisoner.”

We all had a drink or smoke on the prisoner at Roy's place, after which Roy handed the cowboy his hardware and the other cowboys brought the ex-prisoner's horse. The ex-prisoner jumped on, Roy Bean fired a shot in the air and yelled, “Yonder is the setting sun. Now get!” and away flew the ex-prisoner and his bunch of cowboys amidst a cloud of dust. That's how the law applied to a Chinaman, who was buried right along the railroad track at Langtry.

These were a few of the incidents while we were in the neighborhood of Langtry, from which place we did considerable scouting up and down the Rio Grande and along the Southern Pacific Railroad. One of the other troops from Fort Clark alternately relieved us on these scouting trips.

The Southern Pacific in those times ran a morning and an evening train along this line, and these trains made a stop at Langtry for about twenty minutes to take on water and coal, also to give the travelers a chance for a bite to eat and to stretch their legs by a short walk on the platform. We used to hang around the station when off duty and so did the cowboys, just to watch the travelers. One day on the evening train from the east, a man stepped off the train and asked a lot of questions about the country. Finally he wanted to know what they really raised besides cattle out there. “Well,” said a cowboy, “we raise cactus, rattlesnakes, and hell.” I guess he told the easterner about the truth, for during my soldiering down there, we often were kept busy picking one another's cactus thorns out of the seat of our pants and legs, and we killed more rattlers, especially in those rocky canyons and ravines along the Rio Grande, than in any other part of the country.

Fort Clark itself was built on a very rocky formation and had good quarters, as well as good stables and [a] fairly good water supply from a spring below the fort and between there and the nearby town of Brackettville, which was a typical cowboy town, wild and woolly, having one-half dozen saloons and gambling halls, dance halls, and a few general stores, and mostly adobe houses or sheds. The roulette wheels were spinning day and night, and faro games, studhorse, and poker games ran continuously by Mexicans as well as white men and half-breeds. The cowboys and soldiers were the main support of the town, and we saw many shootings and stabbings, also several public hangings, while stationed there.

Close to Fort Clark was also a Seminole Indian camp of about three hundred or four hundred Seminole Indians, who had about as many dogs as women and children. Once every two or three weeks, these Indians held their Saturday night celebration, which lasted well on till two or three o'clock in the morning, by dancing, whooping and howling, and being very hilarious. Usually, on these occasions, they roasted or cooked some of their dogs, which was considered the proper festival food (Indians do not eat turkey, as they are very superstitious about that bird). These Indians were kept there by the government and went often with us as scouts on special occasions and expeditions when going on the road or march, and they were very trustworthy.
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In those times, the soldiers had neither mattress nor pillow, but a bed sack made of white canvas. This had to be washed and scrubbed every four weeks for monthly inspection, and we usually filled it once a month at the quartermaster's corral. Before filling our bed sack, we usually took a pitchfork and shook the snakes and cactus out of the hay, for the Mexicans who supplied us with hay were not any too particular what it contained, so long as the weight was in it, and they got paid so much per hundred by the U.S. government. Our horses were a mixture of Mexican bronco and American, but made pretty good mounts and stood hard riding after being broken in.

In the early summer of 1885, we received orders from Washington to pack up and draw rations for [an] Indian campaign, as the Apaches under Geronimo were on the warpath in Arizona, also some of the Cheyennes and Comanches in the Indian Territory. Part of our outfit was sent to Arizona; the rest of the troops from Fort Clark, including my troop, in heavy marching order, proceeded the same night to the nearest railroad station, where a train was all ready, waiting for us, and we put our horses in the cattle cars, also our rations, and piled into the day coaches and were shipped to the extreme western part of the Indian Territory, on the Kansas border. [Brig. Gen. Nelson A.] Miles was there in person and had charge of that campaign. There were lots of other soldiers from different regiments strung all along the border, and the Indians on the warpath had a poor chance of breaking through the line and making raids on the settlers of western Kansas, as we had them all surrounded. Their object was to unite with the Apaches and start a general war on the settlers.

We were there during the better part of the summer, and after General Miles held a big review of all outfits, we got orders to march through the Indian Territory and gather up all hostile renegades. It was hot and dusty during that drive, and we kept the Indians constantly on the move and finally landed with a lot of them in Fort Reno, and later on in Fort Sill, where this campaign ended, as all Cheyennes and Comanches had been driven back to their respective reservations after being disarmed.

We proceeded on our march and eventually crossed the Red River, when everybody took a much-needed bath and washed his underwear, and while waiting for them to dry, we laid in the sand, mostly naked, and nearly everybody got a dose of poison ivy, which caused a lot of discomfort. We crossed the Staked Plains in Texas and finally reached Fort Clark again, but stayed there only a short time, as some of the Apaches from Arizona, who were still on the warpath, had been seen in the extreme western part of Texas, and all the settlers and ranchers were asking the government for protection.

It was now late in the fall, and we were ordered out again, and after taking on supplies, marched to the extreme western part of Texas and border of New Mexico, guarding ranches along our scouting trips and doing general border duty to keep away the Indians from coming across the Rio Grande. We were out all winter and part of the spring, when some other troops from the 8th relieved us, and we marched back to Fort Clark, for about that time the hostiles in Arizona had been driven over into Mexico and General Miles was negotiating with Geronimo, who was about to surrender, and this about ended the Geronimo campaign. This was about September 1886.

After being stationed at Fort Clark for a short time, we received orders to pack up and march to Fort Duncan, near Eagle Pass, for border duty. Arriving at that old fort, which was a remnant of the Mexican War,3 we first proceeded to clean out some of the old quarters, which were occupied by thousands of large bats. The bat manure was about a foot deep on the floors, and for weeks, these animals flew not only at night, but sometimes during the day, and finally we began to smoke them out so we could move in. Meanwhile we made a camp on the old parade grounds. This also had been overgrown with cactus and mesquite shrubs and formed a regular jungle, and in some rocky places, rattlesnakes were comfortably housed. These we cleaned out with our sabers. The quarters and stables in this place were all built of adobe [and] made a fairly good place to live in, but the nauseating odor from the bats hung for a long while. As there was no available water supply at Camp Eagle Pass, which name the place received after we took possession of it, we had to ride our horses down to the Rio Grande twice daily over a high bluff to water them. Our drinking water we hauled in a water wagon from the nearby water tank of Eagle Pass, on the railroad track.

During the winter of 1887, or rather toward spring, one day lightning struck one of the quarters which we used as a storage place for hay or grain for our horses and set the hay on fire. The fire, which was very stubborn and right in the center of the building, made us pitch most of the hay out in the rain, and we tried to bale up some rainwater from the gully and ditches with the old-fashioned leather fire buckets, which were no doubt remnants of the Mexican War, but the fire and rain caused most of the hay to be a total loss.

From this place, part of the outfit had to do scouting along the Rio Grande toward Laredo to keep the Mexican smugglers and cattle and horse thieves as much down as was possible in that open country right on the border. We did have several scraps with the cutthroats, but mostly came out ahead, for those outlaws would rather fight than eat, but had all respect for the boys in blue, and usually made a fast getaway by jumping in and swimming the river for the Mexican side, where the mountainous country soon swallowed them up.

In the spring of 1888, being relieved by a troop of the 3rd Cavalry, we received orders from Washington to march to Fort Concho, there to concentrate with the rest of the other troops of the 8th Cavalry, and from there to march to North Dakota overland, to change stations with the 7th Cavalry. We packed our horse feed in a six-mule wagon and our own food, as well as tents and camping outfit, in another. Our overcoats, tents, and spare blankets, as well as lariats and other equipment, we always carried on our saddles in heavy marching order; even our sabers were strapped to the saddle. These cavalry ornaments often came in handy in cutting down grass, chopping wood, digging out tarantulas, and knocking the heads off rattlers and water moccasin snakes, of which there were plenty along part of that God-forsaken country in Texas. We left on May 15 and marched to Fort Clark, and from there due northwest till we reached Fort Concho.
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Because our troops came from the farthest place on the lower Rio Grande, most of the other troops had arrived there before we did; consequently, we only had a few days’ rest and time to draw feed and rations before we started on the long march to North Dakota under Lieutenant Colonel Mizner.4 I was corporal at that time and carried our troop's guidon most of the way to Fort Riley, Kansas, and as we headed north through the Staked Plains and Texas Panhandle country, we often had to build our campfires with buffalo chips, because wood was rather scarce in that part of the country, especially for twelve troops [of cavalry].

We came to the Brazos River, which stream happened to be [at] high water, and we camped there several days before we could safely cross. When we did cross, or rather swim partway, everybody was wet from head to foot, for one could only see our heads and those of our horses sticking out of the water. While camping on the shores of the Brazos, we found the whole place covered with white sand, and this held, or was infested with, hundreds of tarantulas’ nests. These nests we dug out with our sabers before spreading our blankets.

Colonel Mizner was rather fond of regimental drilling along that march, and he had us often strung [out] for miles in skirmish drill, trotting, galloping, and even charging over the wild plains, where roads were unknown and only buffalo trails could be followed, also where prairie dog holes by the thousand were a constant menace of getting a sudden spill if a horse's foot got caught in one of the holes. Arriving at the Red River, we found that stream in fairly good condition and did not have much trouble fording it, although the water reached over our saddles. We did not mind that, however, for by that time we were fairly used to getting wet.

We were now in the Indian Territory and reached the fork of the Canadian River without any mishap, which we crossed safely and made camp about 7:00 p.m. Everybody was waiting for our six-mule teams to arrive, when finally a guard rode into camp and reported quite a few of the wagons, including ours, were stuck in the quicksand of the Canadian River. I was corporal of the guard that evening and was detailed with about fifteen men to ride ten miles back and help get our wagons out by unloading. We were in the river till about 11:00 p.m. up to our necks, unloading horse feed, as well as our heavier pieces in the cook's wagon. After unloading the wagons and hitching a dozen mules onto them, we finally pulled them out, loaded them again, and got into camp after midnight. Along toward 1:00 a.m., we had our supper—a cup of black coffee, a slice of sow belly, and one-half dozen of those aged gray hardtack, the first bite since breakfast.

In those times, we marched all day and made no stops for lunch. Everybody had a canteen full of water and a few hardtack, just to keep the stomach from growling. On reaching Fort Sill, we got a few days’ rest, also fresh meat and real bread and some vegetables, which the troops stationed there kindly supplied us, and certainly were gratefully received by us. After drawing rations there, we started out again for Fort Reno, where we also had the same courtesy extended us as before at Fort Sill. We ran into quite a number of rainstorms toward the Kansas border, and the mud was terrible in some places. Often the wind and rain would blow down our Sibley tents (each troops had about three large Sibley tents, besides some wall and A-tents). A Sibley tent would hold about sixteen men. It is a round tent and looks like an Indian tepee.
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Our march through Kansas was rather hot and dusty. It was now late July, and good camping ground was hard to find for a whole regiment. In many places, we nearly drank the creeks and wells of settlers dry, and after crossing the Smoky River we reached the bottomland near Fort Riley, Kansas, safe and sound, where part of the 7th Cavalry was also encamped. This was early in August, and we camped and rested there several weeks. Our troops received some new horses, for quite a few of the older ones were completely worn out, and many had sore backs caused from the heat and perspiration, and a number of the plugs were inspected and condemned. Several dozen soldiers, including myself, whose time of enlistment was about to expire, were now assigned to some of the troops of the 7th Cavalry at Fort Riley, because we could not be taken along on the road with the regiment and perhaps be discharged on the open prairie. So after the regiment drew new rations, clothing for the men, and fresh equipment, we bade our comrades farewell.






Army Life Sixty-six Years Ago

WILLIAM FOSTER NORRIS1

Winners of the West 15, no. 8 (September 1938): 1–2

I was commissioned a second lieutenant of infantry in the Regular army in 1872. I joined my regiment in the fall of that year at Omaha Barracks, since known as Fort Omaha. It long ago lost its military character, being superseded by Fort Crook, which became, and still is, the headquarters of the department.

I was fortunate in my regiment and its commanding officer, as well as the company to which I was assigned. Col. John H. King2 was a fine specimen of the old-time army officer. I can see him now, as with stately tread he walks from the adjutant's office, after guard mount, to commanding officer's quarters, situated at the center of the row of officers’ quarters.

The regimental adjutant, Leonard Hay,3 an officer worthy of his chief, was a calm, quiet, reticent man, with whom few, if any, would be on intimate terms, but highly respected by all who knew him. As I remember them both, he closely resembled his famous brother,4 then known as a literary celebrity, but who since acquired wider fame as one of the authors of the Life of Abraham Lincoln and a distinguished diplomat.

The captain of the company, Captain Pollock,5 was an energetic, ambitious officer, thoroughly devoted to his profession. I wish I could meet him again to tell him of my appreciation of his courtesy and consideration, but he was killed by an untimely accident after my retirement from the service. The first lieutenant subsequently became colonel of a regiment, was wounded during the Boxer Rebellion, and subsequently was stationed in Manila, where he died shortly before he would have retired from active military service.

My first active military service was during the winter of 1872, at Omaha Barracks. It was a pleasant winter; the duties were light, there being no work at that time excepting the routine work of the garrison, such as serving in turn as officer of the guard or officer of the day. The younger officers spent much of their leisure time in Omaha, where we were so fortunate as to enjoy the society of the Nebraska metropolis.

I look back to the Omaha of half a century ago, which I suppose is quite different from the Omaha of today. I realize that most of the men then in active life of my acquaintance are dead, and that the men of today were small boys or infants or unborn; that a new generation walks the streets and transacts the business of the city. I hope they are worthy of their fathers. And if the young women and girls of the present generation are as attractive as were their mothers and grandmothers fifty years ago, I congratulate the young men of Omaha.

In the spring of 1873, an expedition was sent to protect a party of engineers engaged in making a survey of a projected route of the Northern Pacific Railroad from the Missouri to a point on the Yellowstone River. Such protection was necessary as the route lay over the plains infested by hostile Indians, principally the Sioux and Northern Cheyennes. Several companies from the barracks, including my own, were sent to join the expedition, which was to assemble at a point on the Missouri River. I think it was Fort Lincoln, one of the frontier posts in what is now the state of North Dakota.

Our command marched from the barracks to the Missouri River, where we embarked on the steamer Josephine, which was to convey us safely up the river to Fort Lincoln. It seemed a hard task for the little steamer to force its way upstream against the current of the mighty river. Every now and then we would run on a sandbank or against a snag, at which time the Nigger would be called upon to lift us off the sandbar or over it, as the case might be. The Nigger appeared to be a little engine, which did its work admirably and successfully, as we arrived at our destination despite sandbars and snags.

At Fort Lincoln, the entire force was consolidated, consisting of the railroad engineering part under General Rosser, an ex-Confederate officer,6 [and] the 7th Cavalry, or part thereof, under Colonel Custer. The entire command was under Col. David Stanley.7 The expeditionary force was quite large for those days, numbering some fifteen hundred men, infantry and cavalry. There was a long baggage train of six-mule teams loaded with supplies for the command, as it was necessary to take our food with us. This consisted largely of boxes of hardtack, as the meat supply, consisting of several hundred beef cattle, marched along in rear of the column. We had an oversupply of hardtack, part of which may have afforded nourishment to our foes, as a large number of boxes were taken from the wagons during the expedition and piled snugly away in a sequestered place, but not so concealed as to be safe from the eyes of the red men, who were very fond of this particular brand of bread.

Shortly after disembarking, we set out on our march to the distant Yellowstone. The gentle, undulating plains presented but little serious obstacles to our progress. It was a trackless route, I suppose never before traversed by a wagon train. Occasionally we came to the dry bed of a stream, which caused some trouble in descending the steep bank on one side and ascending on the other. Sometimes a wagon would upset or have to be unloaded, but as a rule, the column marched on and on day after day with but little interruption from such mishaps, and none at all from our Indian antagonists.


I recall one of the mule drivers who gained my lasting respect, which has continued for the half century to the present day. I saw him drive his six mules without an oath or ejaculation, unless it was an encouraging word to his team, who were pulling with all their might and all together the heavily loaded wagon up the side of one of the dry beds. I well remember his asking the soldiers who stood on each side not to shout at the mules, and silently, without whip or more than gentle urging, this well-trained team did its duty to the utmost. This humble mule driver taught a much-needed lesson by his example to all observing officers, as well as soldiers, and more than all to his fellow teamsters.

It was a weary, dreary, monotonous march over the dry and arid plains. As the season advanced, the days became intensely hot. The plains lent themselves to heat. There was no carpet of green grass beneath our feet, no trees, no running streams, no cooling breeze. The ground in places was white with alkali, the grass dry and scant. Instead of trees and familiar bushes, there were acres and acres of sagebrush, which was in complete harmony with its environment, for they who have seen sagebrush know it to be a sort of drab color just suited to the dry, alkaline, arid soil from which it springs and derives its nutriment.

The sagebrush family is just suited to the surroundings, in which it finds an abiding place. Rattlesnakes wriggle about in the sandy soil, jackrabbits skip about through the clumps of sage; owls fly about or with dreamy goggle eyes meditate upon the dreariness of life. Most characteristic of all, the numerous prairie dogs sit upon the roofs of their domelike habitations, chirruping to themselves and watching with keen interest the strange-looking interloper as you draw nearer to better observe the strange little animal. All at once, as you approach too near, like a flash he disappears into his subterranean abode.

I wonder how the heterogeneous sagebrush family gets along together. I suppose the jackrabbits take care of themselves and have no reason to fear the rightful denizens of the community, their danger arising from outside intruders, as for instance a prowling coyote or other formidable aggressors. The little owls, those birds of wisdom, would easily avoid all perils incident to the sagebrush environment. But how do the principal denizens of the village escape the most dangerous. The rattlesnake presumably can follow wherever the prairie dog goes, then why not follow him to his underground abode and there devour the master of the house in his own home? How can the little quadruped sleep with safety? How is he protected during the midnight hour from the voracious reptile? Not being a naturalist, I have been unable to answer my own queries and have never submitted the problem to scientific authority. But that the little animal escapes and thrives is attested by their number as we passed their numerous and apparently populous villages.

Our way was not always over a desert, for now and then we came to pleasant pastures and refreshing water. I will never forget the day when we found ourselves in the midst of clear, cold water, almost unseen by reason of the luxuriant growth of lush grass over or through which it flowed. It was not a stream confined by banks, but a sheet of water fed, apparently, by numerous springs, which descended the gentle slopes like waters from the Garden of Eden.

I wonder whether that water still flows and the green, the beautiful green grass, still flourishes under its strengthening influence. Happy is the stockman who possesses it, if it be a stockman, and thrice happy the farmer, if it be a farmer, into whose hand it has fallen. I am afraid, however, that long since the water has ceased to flow and the grass to grow, and the friendly [has] merged into the surrounding wilderness.

One of the discomforts of our long march arose from the lack of water. The canteen with which the men set out in the morning would be emptied long before making camp at the close of the day's march. It was hard on the men, but much harder on the poor animals, especially when we went into a dry camp at night. On these occasions, which very rarely happened, the camp was not literally dry, but the water was so impregnated with alkali as to be undrinkable by man or beast.

It was pathetic to hear the animals eagerly give voice in their different ways as they saw the pool of water ahead, where we were to camp, but it was still more pathetic to hear them express their disappointment when, upon plunging their heads into it, they were unable to drink. It was distressing to hear the mournful lowing of the cattle, the braying of the mules, the neighing of the horses; a chorus of discordant protest from the unfortunate animals who, after traveling all day without water, were denied a drink at night.

Officers and soldiers were prohibited from wandering from the march column, as no man's life was safe outside of military protection. One day, two civil employees went to the Yellowstone River, evidently tempted by the attractions of abundant water and shelter under the trees fringing the stream. Their bodies were found transfixed with arrows, showing how they met with their death.8

Such were the existing conditions when we were astonished to see approaching in the distance a wagon drawn by one horse. As it drew nearer, it proved to be a covered wagon, surmounted by a cross. In the vehicle was a single driver, arrayed in a black robe. He came up to the command, which was halted, descended and conversed a while with the higher officers, reascended to his seat, and drove on out into the plains in the midst of the hostile Indians with as little concern as he would have driven along the streets of St. Paul or Minneapolis. I mention these cities, as I remember he was a Jesuit priest from Minnesota.

As we watched this lonely man drive away over the plains in the midst of hostile savages, unarmed and unprotected, except by the symbol surmounting his carriage and his own reputation and clerical garb, I thought it was one of the most notable examples of heroism that I ever saw. This was three years before the Sitting Bull war, during which occurred the battle known as the Custer massacre.


Fifty years takes us far back in the history of the northwestern plains, but early as it was, we were too late to see the vast herds of buffalo that formerly fed upon the nutritious grass that bears their name. The buffalo grass was there, but few of the noble animals were left. Grim mementos were strewed over the plains, as the massive skulls of the slaughtered animals were long in decomposing. We saw only one herd, but what a shadow was the few scattered animals we beheld at a distance of the vast herds that a few years before shook the earth with their multitudinous tread, extending in every direction as far as the eye could reach.

The disintegrating skulls of the noble animals were left just where the wolves and coyotes had gnawed the last shred of flesh from them. What a feast the remorseless buffalo slayers spread for these ravenous beasts of prey. I wonder if even their insatiable appetite could devour the superabundance of meat. What must have been the reflections of the Sioux and Cheyennes as they beheld the herds of cattle turned over to the wolves and coyotes.

I will never forget my first view of the river toward which we were marching. We felt relieved to see it, for somewhere, at some point of its course, our march would end. But in itself, it was a picture of loveliness. I don't know that the river where it flows over the plains possesses any peculiar attraction, nor that the cottonwood ranks high as to timber value or beauty, but to the men plodding along their weary way, the green trees and the clear water was a most attractive as well as tantalizing spectacle, for though we might look, we could not drink from this elysian stream flowing through an elysian region.

I would like to see the Yellowstone now from the same point of view, which cannot be, because I do not know just where we were at the time the rapturous view burst upon our vision, and viewed from a seat in a Pullman car, it would present quite a different aspect than when seen from one marching through the heat and dust, over an alkaline plain, with several hundred men all like himself, weary and thirsty and longing for green trees and clear water.

The return march from the Yellowstone to the Missouri was neither wearisome, monotonous, nor dangerous. We had no fear of Indians. We were going home. The days were not so warm and nights quite cool. I still remember with what a sense of comfort we would spread our blankets or buffalo robe in a clump of bushes or thick weeds and snuggle down in this natural shelter and sleep soundly till the bugle call would rouse us at early dawn.

The Josephine was waiting for us. We pushed off and started downstream, not up, but down, which meant a good deal on the Missouri. The current carried us down, instead of opposing our advance.

The Nigger was seldom, if ever, called to our aid. The trip was soon ended, and we were soon reinstated in our comfortable quarters for the winter of 1873–74, to again enjoy the pleasure of the delightful society of Omaha, as Omaha was sixty-six years ago.






A Military Tragedy

S. S. PETERS

National Tribune, October 4, 1894

EDITOR NATIONAL TRIBUNE: There are yet living many members of the old 18th U.S. [Infantry] that remember Sgt. Maj. W. W. Bell, who won his noncommissioned staff chevrons at the battle of Jonesboro, but few of the survivors of the gallant old regiment know of the circumstances of his death in Laramie Plains two years after the war.

Bell, like a number of other noncommissioned officers of the Regular army, was given a commission after the reorganization of the regulars when the war was over and the army had been sent to the plains to relieve the volunteers that were then on duty in the Indian country along the Platte and Smoky Hill Rivers. Bell was commissioned a second lieutenant, and it was only a short while until he had a first lieutenant's bar added to his shoulder straps. He was a gallant, high-spirited young officer and was justly proud of, as he merited, his rapid promotion.

In the spring of 1868, the 18th Infantry was compelled to abandon the Powder River and Bighorn country because of its decimated numbers that had been so sadly sacrificed by the Phil Kearny massacre and a long siege of privations from the hardest kind of service among the Sioux and Northern Cheyennes in that section. The station of the regiment was changed to the Lower Platte country to guard the then [being built] Union Pacific railway up the Platte. The general rendezvous of the regiment was fixed for Fort D. A. Russell, near the town of Cheyenne.

Lieutenant Bell was attached to that portion of the regiment that made the march across the country, down the eastern slope of the Black Hills. Its objective point was Fort Saunders. The march was a long and tedious one, and was excessively hard on the command. One day [June 14, 1868], just before the command reached Laramie City, Bell was in command of the rear guard, which was with the regimental transportation. The long train of wagons was dragging along slowly, and the rear guard, having been relieved from the severe strain of marching in column as a precaution against attacks by the Indians, had scattered pretty generally among the wagons and were stealing an occasional ride. Bell was somewhat of a martinet, and on this special day ordered the men to keep out of the wagons and march at route step in rear of them.

Among the members of the rear guard was one Pvt. Billy Brown, a member of Company H. Brown was an old English soldier, having deserted from the English army in Canada and enlisted in the 18th. He was a fine soldier, but was a morose and reticent fellow, and above all very quick tempered. He happened to be one of the men who had made frequent use of the wagons, and had once or twice been specially ordered by Lieutenant Bell to keep out of them and keep his place with the marching command in the rear. Brown's feet hurt him not a little, and he pleaded as an excuse that his feet were sore, and he had to ride to get along at all.

After a while, Brown stole forward to the wagons, laid his gun in one of the feed boxes at the end of the wagon, and was permitting the wagon to pull him along. Lieutenant Bell happened back just at this juncture, and noticing Brown without his arms and again with the wagons, in violation of his express orders, flew into a passion, and with an oath ordered Brown to his place in the rear.

Brown glanced at the officer savagely and replied that he did not allow any man on earth to damn him, and at the same moment drew his gun from the feed trough and sprang a cartridge into the chamber.

“Do you mean to threaten me?” said Bell, and at the same moment urged his horse toward Brown and drew his saber, with the evident intention of striking the now thoroughly angered soldier.

“Keep back, sir,” said Brown, and aiming his gun directly at the officer, continued, “If you make an attempt to strike me, I'll kill you.”

Bell, frenzied at Brown's obstinacy and threat, undertook to ride and strike him down, and raised his saber with the full determination of cleaving his head with his sword.

Brown glared at the officer but a second and fired. The shot was a true one, and a pallor spread over the officer's face. His arm became rigid for a moment, then relaxed, and as the horse, startled by the report of the gun, started to run, Lieutenant Bell fell headlong from the saddle, a corpse.

Witnesses of the murder that were with the wagons rushed to the officer's relief, but when they reached him, he was past all earthly assistance. Brown stood in his tracks without a tremor of fear or remorse, and his only observation was, “I told him if he raised his sword to strike me, I'd kill him, and I did it. I had to kill him, or he would have killed me.”

Brown was promptly disarmed and put under guard, and couriers were hurried forward to the advance guard and back to the rear guard to announce the tragedy. The advance guard was about a quarter of a mile ahead of the train, which had now been stopped. In an incredibly short space of time, a detail of twenty men had hurried back from the advance, and the officer in command asked where Brown was. The murderer stepped out in front of his guards and remarked, “Here I am, sir. I killed him. I don't deny it, sir. I have no mercy to ask. If I had not killed him, he would have brained me with his sword, sir.”


The officer in command of the detachment that had come back from the advance whispered a few words to the sergeant in charge, and the detachment formed in column of fours. Brown was ordered to take his place near the center of the column, which opened to receive him, and the detachment with their prisoner marched out about one hundred yards from the train. Brown was ordered to take a position on a slight knoll about fifty feet in advance of the column.

He walked out to the point erect and defiant, and then turned and, facing the detachment that had now come to a front in line, folded his arms. There was not the slightest trace of fear or terror in his face. His lips were firmly set, and he took off his fatigue cap and, throwing it at his feet, said, “Boys, I am ready when you are.” He folded his arms again. Then there was a clear ringing report of twenty rifles. Brown fell forward on his face, dead. A grave was hastily dug, and the dead body of the murderer was buried in it.

The firing detachment returned to the wagons, the body of Lieutenant Bell was placed in an ambulance, and the command to march was given.

On arrival at Laramie City, the command received its first mail for several weeks. Among the official documents from the War Department was a captain's commission for Lieutenant Bell.

The body of the dead officer was taken to Fort D. A. Russell and buried there with military honors. It was one of the very first interred at that post. Few who have visited the post cemetery at Fort Russell know of the tragedy that marked his death. It was long kept a secret, and this is probably the first public mention that has been made of that eventful incident at Laramie Plains in the spring of 1868.1 The execution of Brown was then regarded as unwarranted and nearly led to civil interference on the part of the authorities at Laramie City, who learned of it when the command reached that place the next morning. The execution was regarded as a military necessity; then again, Brown was only a private soldier. He had no known friends that would interest themselves in the case, and besides, it would have done him no good anyhow.






A 7th Cavalry Diary

FRED H. TOBY1

Huntington Library, San Marino, California

SCRAPS FROM THE YELLOWSTONE EXPEDITION OF 1876

July 14, 1876. Left Saint Louis, Missouri, on the 9:00 A.M. train, a recruit to the 7th U.S. Cavalry. Culvert on the B. C. R. & M. Railway was washed away, and the engine, sleeper, baggage, and one coach [car] pitched at the dead of night into the creek. The engineer was badly hurt, but rescued from drowning by some of the men.

July 16. Arrived at Fort Snelling, Minnesota, at 10:00 A.M., drew three days’ rations, and started for Fort A. Lincoln, Dakota Territory.

July 19. Arrived at Fort A. Lincoln at 6:00 A.M.; were armed with carbines and equipment and embarked aboard the steamer Carroll with five companies of the 22nd Infantry.2 At 3:00 P.M. steamed up the Missouri, bound for Fort Buford and the frontier.

July 24. Arrived at Fort Buford at 4:00 P.M. and left the same date by steamer up the Yellowstone to join the 7th Cavalry, than at cantonment on the Yellowstone, at the mouth of the Rosebud. The Yellowstone winds and turns, almost doubling itself at places, its banks lifting to the high barren bluffs above, broken up at intervals by deep ravines and canyons. Deer and antelope are seen drinking at its margins; wild ducks and cranes are plentiful. At an occasional glimpse of the prairie can be seen small herds of buffalo grazing.

July 29. Had a quiet day's steam up the Yellowstone from Fort Buford with the five companies of the 22nd, under the command of Colonel Otis of that regiment.

On approaching the mouth of Powder River, the Yellowstone makes two sudden bends, almost doubling itself and forming a letter “A,” as near as I could judge. The pilot at the lower bend notified Colonel Otis that he could see smoke ahead over the woods on the left bank, and that he was sure it was from Indian lodges by its appearance, and that by landing half the command under cover of the woods and the bend in the river, we could surprise and capture the village. But puffed up with his straps and brass buttons, the colonel threw out a line of skirmishers on the opposite bank from the Indians [and] drew up the cavalry recruits on one side of the boat behind wood piled up along the guard of the boat as breastworks, his own men being posted on the upper deck behind hard-bread boxes.
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The battle of the Little Bighorn. MCCLURE'S 1898

In this well-defended condition, the steamer Carroll made up and around the bend. As we drew near the mouth of Powder River and around the last bend, we could see the Sioux striking out in all directions for the bluffs in the rear, driving their ponies before them in herds. We opened a lively fire from all quarters of the boat. After the first volley, not an Indian was to be seen, except on the bluffs in the distance, they having taken shelter behind hillocks and in the ravines. Both the troops on the boat and the two companies on the opposite bank acting as skirmishers opened a lively fire on every bush and cover that could be used to protect them. Underneath a shade made from boughs, we found five ponies and two mules, which we shot. Also scattered in all directions were carbines, rifles, and small arms of all descriptions and of the best manufacture. Prairie belts full of ammunition and boxes of the same were found scattered about the ground and around their campfire. Indian clothing, saddles, and equipment were laying about loosely, showing in what a hurry they were left and how almost by surprise they had been approached by our boat. The “ditty” or clothing bags and saddles bearing the marks and names of men belonging to the 7th Cavalry left not a doubt but that their late owners were a part of the band under Sitting Bull who massacred poor Custer and a part of the gallant 7th.

After burning a large pile of forage piled up near the riverbank, the colonel gave orders to stream on up the river.

We had proceeded but a little way from the camp when Indians could be seen riding and circling about the distant bluffs, and from there they returned our fire in a lively manner. I went to the guard of the boat to fill my canteen with water, and hearing a firing in our rear, I turned my attention to the camp we had but just left, and there to my surprise were a hundred or more warriors mounted and riding in all directions through the camp. They also opened fire on us from that quarter. The shots struck the pilothouse and hummed a lively tune around the pilot. One shot passed through the laundry room and through the dress of a dusky damsel who ruled there, making her dance around the room like a duck on a hot griddle, but doing her no harm. One man belonging to the 22nd was wounded in the thigh, also one cavalryman in the face.

In this condition, with about four hundred men on board, armed with the best of weapons, we steamed on up the river, leaving about two hundred Indians masters of the situation and back in their camp. I have one consolation in knowing I am not now under the command of such a man as the “doughboy” colonel of the 22nd. We had a reporter of the New York Herald on board,3 so I suppose he gave a full account of the skirmish, as he was an eyewitness of the whole affair; he was also one of the first on shore at the landing of the boat at the Indian camp. I saw him pick up a number of trophies in the shape of a hunting knife and a gun cover.

July 31. Met the steamer Far West, and half our command was transferred to her. With one Gatling gun on board, we started up the river Yellowstone. Had a lively target practice this P.M. at a large brown bear which was seen ahead on a sandbar. He made lively retreat for the shore and into the thicket as we drew near. The men forward gave him a volley, but he still kept on.

August 2. Arrived at the cantonment on the Yellowstone at the mouth of Rosebud Creek, the headquarters of General Terry. We joined the 7th Cavalry at this place, and I was assigned to Troop L, captained by Michael V. Sheridan, but under the command of Lieutenant Hare.4

I am unable to give a description properly of the 7th Horse as I found them on the Yellowstone. Their costumes were queer ones and could not be called a uniform. The dress of the Continental army of old could not compare with theirs, as each man was dressed to his own taste [with] buckskin hunting shirts; blue, gray, and white flannel shirts; fatigue caps; black and white campaign hats; buckskin breeches, also light blue of the army pattern reinforced with white canvas or buckskin; armed with carbine, pistol, and long hunting knife. The officers were dressed about the same as the men. But for all their bad dress, it would be hard to find a braver or better lot of officers and men than the survivors of the 7th Cavalry.

The regiment on the fifth or sixth of the month started down the Yellowstone under command of General Terry on a scout to find the trail of Sitting Bull and his warriors.5 I had to remain with a small detachment under the command of Major [Louis H.] Sanger of the 17th Infantry to guard the supply camp established here.6

August 3–10. Picket every other night and hard fatigue during the day.

August 10. Made “dance Jack” at retreat tonight and put in charge of the guard on picket post number one, a lonely spot on the bank of the Yellowstone.

August 13. Four hundred Crow warriors and scouts arrived outside of our stockade today, on their way to join General Terry's command. They are to operate with him against the Sioux. They rested and camped with us four days.

August 14. On picket today, had a visit from an Indian squaw, fair and dusky and for a wonder rather clean. She belonged to a tepee near our picket post. I entertained her with a German picture paper, which she seemed quite pleased with.

August 21. Commenced breaking camp this morning. Loaded the supplies and embarked on the steamer Far West for Powder River. Got aground at Buffalo Rapids and had to march around five miles. Passed by Custer's old battleground of seventy-three.7 Found the skeletons of four Indians laying about as though they had not been gently dealt with. Unloaded part of supplies to lighten boat and remained with company of the 5th Infantry to guard the same until the return of the steamer from Powder River.

August 25. The steamer returned to reload supplies, then started for Powder River.

August 26. Transported General Terry's pack and wagon train over the Yellowstone and Powder River.

August 27. Back again with our old friends the “doughboys.” Went into camp at this place with a company of the 17th Infantry.

August 28–29. Fatigue and picket today.

August 30. Fifteen men, including myself, under the command of a sergeant left Powder River as escort to the steamer Josephine, bound to Fort Buford, Dakota Territory, and return.

September 2. Arrived at Fort Buford this P.M. Had a very quiet trip down.

September 3. Loaded with supplies and started on return trip to Glendive [Creek], the present headquarters of General Terry.
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On picket duty. HARPER'S WEEKLY 1888

September 4. A quiet trip up the Yellowstone toward Glendive.

September 5. Arrived at Glendive. The 5th Infantry to winter here. Found the 7th Cavalry also stationed at this place. They start in the morning for Fort A. Lincoln, their winter quarters.

September 6. Started for Fort Lincoln this A.M. on steamer Josephine, General Terry and staff on board. The mounted men also started overland, all bound for our future winter home, old Lincoln. A general breaking up of the campaign in this part of the country.

September 7. Again disappointed, having to return on the steamer Josephine with supplies. General Terry left the steamer here.


September 8. Fort Buford, D.T. Loaded the steamer again with lumber and started at 6:00 P.M. Steamed twelve miles up the Missouri to its junction with the Yellowstone. Made camp about three miles from the junction on the Missouri. Were left here to guard camp and carpenters while they erected a storehouse for the storage of supplies to be forwarded by wagon train from here to cantonment at Tongue River during the winter.

September 9. Pitched our tents, and our small outfit of fifteen men left to guard camp. Amused myself during the afternoon [and] fixed up my tent. Made a carbine rack, a rustic chandelier from an old moss-covered root, festooned the ridge pole with colored leaves and wildflowers, completed the inside with wild sage from the bluffs. The whole presented quite a wild, rustic appearance when finished.

On picket tonight, cold and dreary, and the night made more dismal by the howling of a pack of wolves. At 3:00 A.M., three Crow scouts crossed over the river to my post. They were from Buford and on their way to the 7th Cavalry, who are expected here tomorrow. The scouts carry orders to them and report that the Sioux8 are crossing the river sixty miles above here near Wolf's Rapids and near Fort Peck. The regiment are to scout in that direction.

September 11. Cutting rafts and posts for the new storehouse. A hard day's work and in a drenching rain; this is the fourth day of a hard rainstorm.

September 12. Raining hard. A steamer arrived at our new post today with General Terry on board, bound up the Missouri to Fort Peck. The three scouts that were sent to the command returned today, and one of them told me the regiment had gone to the Musselshell, and there is again a chance of an engagement between them and their old opponents, the Sioux.

September 13. All quiet during the day, but had to turn out during the night. The pickets opened fire on a party of horse thieves who tried to run off our stock. They were seen creeping toward the herd. We took a good position behind our breastworks of grain sacks and gave them a volley, and they did not stay longer to dispute property. The night being dark, we at first thought it was a small party of Indians seen a few miles from here by the mail carrier.

September 14. Finished our storehouse today and took up our quarters in one end of it, and very comfortable they are for a private soldier.

September 15. Went out with our small hunting party of five and brought in quite a large quantity of game; also, two men returned from Fort Buford with five days’ ration of fresh beef, coffee, sugar, etc. High living after two months [of] hard bread and salt pork, and a light touch of the scurvy.

September 16. Nothing to do today. Off duty. Four of the detail have gone hunting. I shall stay in camp and write home. No news from the regiment yet.

September 17, Sunday. All quiet here today. Have just had a good bath at the river, also a shave—a great luxury in this barren, uncivilized country. Shall spend the afternoon reading the New York Herald, an old number I found about the tent.

September 18. At 5:00 P.M., a detachment of ten men from the infantry at Fort Buford reported here to relieve us, and our detachment to report at once to Major Reno9 aboard the steamer Far West on her last trip down the river.

September 19. Left Fort Buford at 7:00 A.M. Major Reno and staff on board. Bound for Fort A. Lincoln at last.

September 20. All's quiet on the Missouri. A fine trip down the river. The bluffs and canyons present a much finer appearance than on my first trip up. They are clothed here and there with low bushes, the leaves of which the cold weather and frost have changed to their winter colors of buff and scarlet, mingled with patches of dark and light green, which makes quite a handsome carpet for the stately, barren old bluffs, towering high above to the dark blue sky. Rugged and ghostlike they appear, forming to one's own imagination forts or castles of the olden times, with towers and battlements all complete for the steel-clad warriors as of old, but which now at times are graced by a much different race, the dusky chiefs and their braves in their picturesque costumes of gay colors and beads. Yet it looks all very picturesque, could it be seen through the eyes of a tourist. But one looks at it in a different light when each imaginary turret may at any moment send forth a few puffs of smoke and a volley of bullets to greet us, showing how welcome we are to the red man's haunts. But it troubles us but little, for we can return the compliment, as we have on board about forty of the men who were by Reno's side during the Custer fight. We expect to arrive at Fort Lincoln tomorrow.

September 21. Still on our downward course, weather fine but cold, a hard wind blowing dead ahead making it a hard pull down. Passed Fort Stevenson10 at 6:00 A.M. We have been high and dry three times this morning, owing to the head wind.

September 22. Arrived at Fort A. Lincoln at 10:00 A.M. Went into tents until the quarters are prepared and the regiment arrives, which is soon expected.

September 26. The regiment arrived this morning across the river at Bismarck. They crossed to this side by companies. They were received by the regimental band at the landing and by a salute of heavy guns, and a queer-looking regiment was the “Rough Horse.” They numbered about four hundred. They are wore full beards, their clothes being so patched with canvas that we could not see the original. Their horses were in a fearful condition, being nearly all skin and bones. The officers and men all looked alike.

September 27. Drew our horses today, the company's color being light bay. Drew my own, a small, short bay, and named him “Rob Roy.”

October 1. Commenced drill today. Five hundred recruits to the regiment arrived this A.M.


October 5. Orders received for the regiment to be ready to move at any time on a short scout to Cheyenne to disarm the Indians at the different agencies and take away their ponies.11
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ONE MONTH'S SCOUT TO CHEYENNE

October 16. Eight companies, one hundred men each, left Fort Lincoln and crossed the Missouri at 5:00 P.M. today and went into camp three miles from the town of Bismarck.

October 17. The day spent in camp cleaning our arms and preparing for the expedition. Mounted drill at 10:00 A.M.

October 19. Broke camp at 10:00 A.M. Eight troops and two pieces [of] artillery, also two companies infantry, [all] under the command [of] Colonel Sturgis. Major Reno is to move down the opposite bank with four troops of the regiment and four companies [of] infantry. The whole command under the orders of General Terry.

October 20. Boots and Saddles at 6:00 A.M. Weather very cold, but our company well clothed, being nearly all clad in fur and heavy clothing.

October 21. Still on the march. A few flakes of snow during the morning and a thin coating of ice on the river.

October 22. Arrived at Standing Rock Agency12 at 3:00 P.M. The regiment were drawn up in line of battle, L Troop having the right of the line. Arms, ammunition, and ponies demanded from the Indians by Colonel Sturgis, with which they reluctantly complied but showed no fight.

October 23. L Troop on the advance today, scouting the woods and bluffs for arms and ponies.

October 24. In camp all day. Horses in good condition. Our transportation bad, but little forage allowed.

October 25. Still in camp. The weather cold. Spent the morning sleeping.

October 26. Boots and Saddles at 6:00 A.M. Made camp at 5:00 P.M. Made twenty-five miles downriver.

October 27. Still on the move. Horse getting but two quarts of oats per day and losing flesh fast.

October 28, 29, and 30. On the march. Cold but clear. Made an early camp. Good grazing and water, but eight miles from Cheyenne.

October 31. To lay over here three or four days to rest the stock. Weather bitter cold. Mustered this P.M.

November 1. Still in camp. A few flakes of snow. We are having an easy time generally. Plenty of forage arrived by boat. Our tents but a poor protection against the cold nights.

November 3. Stand to horse at 5:45 A.M. Mount and off for Cheyenne at six. Our troop alone, General Terry in command of us. We rode to a large Indian village, where General Terry and the big chiefs held a big powwow for about an hour. We then took possession of their ponies, which numbered over eight hundred, and a hard time we had getting them to the command.

November 4. The expedition is finished for this year. Orders received today to return at once to Lincoln. Started at 3:00 P.M. and made camp at eight.

November 5. Boots and Saddles at 5:00 A.M. Broke camp and column started at 6:00 A.M. Weather extremely cold, and a blinding, bitter rain, which at noon turned to snow. But we urged on our horses, as I think the officers commence to see the danger of delaying long.

November 6. Cold and clear. Made an early camp, as it is storming. Have all set to work to make our tents as comfortable as possible.

November 7. Still on the march through cold and blinding winds.

November 8. Made camp at 4:00 P.M. Had to dismount and walk, leading our horses every hour to keep from freezing. My bunky and myself cooked a fine old supper of fried hard bread and pork and a cup of coffee.

November 9. Arrived at Standing Rock agency at 4:00 P.M., making twenty-nine miles over a hard trail.

November 10. Made twenty-five miles today; but one and a quarter days’ ride from our winter quarters. We have averaged twelve hours per day in the saddle for the past month and endured extreme cold weather with nothing but shelter tents to protect us from the cold storms and have in that time taken possession of over fifteen hundred ponies and disarmed all Indians at the different agencies in Dakota.

November 11. Boots and Saddles at 4:00 A.M. A hard day in the saddle through wind and snow, over slippery bluffs and across the windswept plain, but I keep telling my horse that each hour brings us nearer to good warm quarters, plenty to eat, no troubles, and a long winter's rest. Passed Fort Rice13 today at noon. Two troops crossed over to take up their winter quarters there.

November 12. Arrived at Bismarck at 11:00 A.M. Being the advance guard, we were the first to cross with headquarters. We are in just in the nick of time, as the river is full of floating ice and will soon be closed. A heavy snowstorm has just commenced in good earnest.

This closes my few scraps from the expedition of 1876.

Fred H. Toby, L Troop

[image: images]

May 1 [1877]. Transported over the Missouri to the Bismarck side and went into camp a few miles from the town.

May 2. Raining hard, and things looking generally blue and uncomfortable. On main guard all day.

May 3. Broke camp at 9:00 A.M. Passed through Bismarck and took up the trail for Buford, following the Missouri River. Weather fine and warm. Made fifteen and a half miles and went into camp on Burnt Creek at 3:00 P.M.


May 4. Made twelve and a half miles today and camped near Painted Woods.

May 5. Twenty-one and a half miles today and camped at Dry Cooley.

May 6. Camped on Snake Creek, marching eighteen and a half miles through a drenching rain and a hard hailstorm.

May 7. Short march today. Arrived at Fort Stevenson at 9:00 A.M., distance six and a quarter miles. Went into camp for a day's rest and to draw rations.

May 8. Raining hard. Remained in camp today. Horses on herd; good grazing. Had a good sleep, but rather damp.

May 9. Boots and Saddles at 8:00 A.M. Made Berthold agency14 at noon.

May 10–13. Still on the march. Weather rainy and cold, and the roads in bad condition for transportation.

May 14–16. On the march.

May 17. Arrived at Fort Buford at 10:00 A.M. and went into camp near the post. Poor grazing.

May 18. To cross over the river tomorrow into Montana and join Colonel Miles on Tongue River, 280 miles up the river.15

May 19. Crossed at 6:00 P.M. in a drenching rain.

May 20. Stormed hard all day; blankets, clothing, and all wringing wet and a cold wind blowing. Our shelter tents are undermined with mud and water.

May 21. The storm still raging. Everything soaked. On picket tonight. Most of the men have left camp to take shelter from the storm in the woods nearby.

May 22. Moved camp to the higher ground at the foot of a line of bluffs nearby. Four of our men deserted today, and a number taken to the hospital, sick and nearly dead from exposure.
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Watering horses on the march. ZOGBAUM, HORSE, FOOT, AND DRAGOON


May 23. In camp today, drying our blankets and clothing. The weather a little clearer, but cold.

May 24. Boots and Saddles at 4:00 A.M. Made twenty-one miles up the Yellowstone.

May 25. A hard day's march over heavy roads caused by the late storms; but one day's march from Glendive.

May 26. Boots and Saddles at 5:00 A.M. Arrived at Glendive at 1:00 P.M. Had a fine bath. Washed clothes, etc.

May 27. Made twenty-one miles today, the weather fine and warm. We now have two or three men detailed each day for hunting. Our hunting party returned tonight with three fine antelopes, which gave each a fine mess. The country through which we are now marching abounds in antelope and small game.

May 28. Advance guard today.

May 29. On the march.

May 30. Forty miles from Powder River. To lay here for three or four days awaiting orders. Raining hard and very cold.

June 1. Cold rain and snow all day, our tents bur a poor protection against the storm.

June 2. A general shout and rejoicing outside as the sun has made its appearance for the first time in three days.

June 3. Moved camp a few miles today for new grazing and wood, a fine camp on the bank of Cedar Creek.16

June 4. Cedar Creek camp. Still awaiting orders here, but are well satisfied with our lot, as this is the finest camp we have made since leaving Lincoln. It is a fine valley, surrounded on all but one side by rugged bluffs, the bottom finely carpeted with grass. The tents of each battalion form a square, the center being occupied by headquarters, and the whole presenting a fine picture of military life on the plains, especially at 10:00 A.M., as we are having battalion drill each day at that hour during our rest.

The 2nd Battalion is now mounted, and the dust through the bottom is riding in clouds as they wheel by platoons on the gallop and charge on imaginary ranks with raised sabers, which glisten in the sunlight like silver; trumpeters and orderlies dashing in all directions, and all the moves executed on the jump.

Hunting parties and scouts are sent out each day, the former furnishing us with plenty of game.

June 5–7. Still in permanent camp and having a fine rest.

July 4. Colonel Miles joined us here and took command of the “Rough Horse.” He has with him four companies of mounted infantry. They are mounted on Indian ponies.

We are to go down the river to Glendive and then strike off toward Fort Peck and the Milk River country on a general scout.17 We have three pieces of artillery and a pack train, to be used for light scouting parties. Made 18 miles today.

July 5. Still on the march, the country very rough and rugged, the trail passing through a part of the Badlands. At 8:00 A.M., the scouts reported an Indian trail ahead. Our troop [was] the advance guard, but called back to the general command. Our battalion formed into a skirmish line and advanced. The 2nd Battalion, artillery, and mounted infantry formed in column of fours in our rear as the reserve, Colonel Miles with his scouts far in the advance.

The trail amounted to nothing, and I hear the line was formed by the colonel merely to see how the “Rough Horse” maneuvered. I hear he was well pleased, as all the movements were executed on the lively. We went into camp at 3:00 P.M. after a hard day's march over a rough country.

July 6. On the march, nearly out of the Badlands. Made twenty-one miles.

July 7. At 8:00 A.M., arrived at the last year's camp of Crazy Horse, where Colonel Miles had his fight with the Sioux.18 The command halted and went into camp. Our troop kept the saddle and [was] ordered on for a day's scout. Colonel Miles proceeded with us. Indications of buffalo here, which is generally followed by Indians. The grazing fine, and our horses fat as butter. My own is too fat for my use, but a good week's march will bring him down to good marching order. I had to turn in my old horse, Rob Roy, at Powder River, as he was too light and young to stand the rough usage of a cavalry horse, but I am well pleased, as I have a fine dark bay in his place, and he is much better drilled and stands fire well. Have named him “Zep.”

July 8. Our battalion of five troops, under the command of Lieutenant Colonel Otis, to move out 5:00 A.M. with Colonel Miles on a six days’ scout, our ammunition and rations to be carried by pack mules; also one breech-loading rifle to accompany us.

We moved at 5:00 A.M. and continued our march all day through a fine range of valleys and undulating prairie lands. Colonel Sturgis, with the remaining four troops and wagon train, remained in camp. We had a fine breeze all day and had a good chance to show Colonel Miles the walking quality of the 7th Horse. We made thirty-six miles and camped at 4:00 P.M. Colonel Miles left us here and proceeded to Glendive, escorted by E Troop.

July 9. E Troop returned to us tonight. Boots and Saddles tomorrow at 9:00 A.M. To start back to our permanent camp and the rest of the command.

July 10. Still on our march back.

July 11. Our route on the back trail has been into the interior of the country, in a circular course from the Yellowstone, to find if possible any trace of Indians, but have found none yet.

July 12. Arrived at the camp of the command today after a hard day's march of thirty-seven miles.


July 13. The command to again return to our old camp on Sunday Creek, there to await orders.

July 14–15. On the march to Sunday Creek on a new trail and a very rough one, being mostly over the roughest bluffs, making it a very slow march, and our wagon train is heavily loaded. Hunting parties are bringing in game from all directions, and we are messing high.

July 16. Arrived at Sunday Creek at 5:00 P.M. Cook, our company clerk, started off this morning with a party of two on a day's hunt. Tonight they returned to camp without Cook and report that his horse had broken away from him while shooting dismounted at an antelope. They pursued the horse and tried to catch him, but failing, they returned to where they left Cook, but could find no trace of him and report him lost.

July 17. Sergeant Mullen and fifteen men have started out to look for Cook. They divided into two parties and searched the country for forty miles around camp, but returned again at 5:00 P.M., dusty and tired, without being able to find any trace of him or the horse. He had his carbine and ammunition with him, but he is unused to the prairie, and we are afraid he has been taken by some small party of Indians. He was an Englishman of about thirty-two, well educated and well liked by both officers and men.

July 18. Still in camp. Our wagon train returned today, bringing in plenty of forage and rations from Tongue River, but best of all they bring back Cook. He made his way to the Yellowstone and then downriver to the Tongue River post. He traveled mostly through the Badlands. He was unable to procure any game through weakness. The second day, he spied an Indian tepee and six Sioux and had to secret himself from them during the night and part of the next day. He then went to Tongue River and took the wagon train back here. He looked very bad, being nearly starved out. We are all thankful at his narrow escape and gave him a hearty welcome back.

The wagon train from Tongue River was escorted here by I Troop, who have just returned from the Little Bighorn River. They were sent as escort to Capt. M. V. Sheridan19 to remove the remains of Colonel Custer and his officers. They found them and were able to identify them. The battlefield was strewn over with cavalry equipment of all kind but had been entirely covered over with a deep growth of grass.

July 20. In camp.

July 21. Still in camp. I reported today to Colonel Otis as mounted field orderly for a few days.

July 22. G and K Troops left camp today on a ten-day scout, also one troop to Tongue River. All quiet here.

July 23. I was today detailed as clerk and field messenger to the adjutant.

July 24. Moved camp today three miles down Sunday Creek. A war party of Crows visited us today. They are on their way to visit the “Big Chief” (Colonel Miles) at Tongue River. They numbered about two hundred, and a finer lot I never saw. During the evening, they donned their war dress and mounted their war ponies and gave us a sample of their fighting qualities in the shape of a sham battle and closed the entertainment out with a big powwow.

July 25–30. In camp.

July 31. Boots and Saddles at 8:00 A.M. Moved fifteen miles southeast to the Yellowstone and made a fine camp on its bank.

August 1–10. Still in camp on the bank of the Yellowstone. Had just finished myself a fine shade made from boughs and started in for a fine afternoon's snooze when the adjutant came to the tent and ordered “The General” blown, and the regiment at once saddled up. We started for Tongue River, distant nineteen miles. Arrived there at 10:00 P.M. Pitched no tents but took the ground for our couch and our saddles for a pillow.

August 11. Five troops, ours included, under the command of Colonel Sturgis took up the march today for a scout in the direction of Fort Ellis.20 It is rumored that we are to cut off the Nez Perces, now on the warpath in Idaho, who are now making for the Canadian frontier, followed by General Howard and his command.21 Made camp on the Yellowstone at 3:00 P.M. Marched twenty-two miles. The remainder of our regiment remained at Tongue River with Miles.

August 12. Boots and Saddles at 5:00 A.M. and started on up the river towards the Rosebud, my old last summer's home for a few months. Our transportation is good, having a sufficient wagon train, also a pack train and one piece [of] artillery.

August 15. Arrived this P.M. at the Bighorn River, having marched since leaving Tongue River at an average of twenty-five miles a day. Part of the wagon train and G Troop remain here to load supplies and then to follow on to the command.

August 16. On the march.

August 17. Order received for us to make forced marches and push on with all speed to cut off the Nez Perces somewhere in the direction of Judith Pass. Made twenty-eight miles and arrived at Pompey's Pillar on the Yellowstone at 3:00 P.M.

August 18. Reveille at 3:00 A.M. As usual, Boots and Saddles at 5:00 A.M. Marched twenty-two miles. I had to take messages back five miles to the train in our rear and did not arrive in camp until late, tired and dusty.

August 19. On the road at 5:00 A.M. over a very fine country, striking directly away from the Yellowstone by Stanley's old trail to the Musselshell.22 On reaching the summit of a high range of bluffs, we could see a spur of the Rocky Mountains far to our left. Their summits were covered with snow, and in the sunlight they presented a fine picture. The country through which we are now marching is a fine rolling prairie, covered in all directions with large herds of buffalo. Details from each troop were sent out on a hunt and are bringing in buffalo meat in large quantities. We arrived at the Musselshell at 5:00 P.M., making thirty-nine and a quarter miles.

August 20. In camp all day giving the horses a rest. Grazing good.

August 21. General Call at 4:00 A.M. Moved at 5:00 A.M. Left the bottomland and [after] about an hour's travel reached the summit of a range of bluffs and tableland, above from which we could plainly see the snow range of the Rocky Mountains one hundred or one hundred fifty miles distant. After about a mile's travel, we were overtaken by scouts from Colonel Miles bearing dispatches for us to change our direction toward the Yellowstone again.23

August 22–23. Arrived at Stillwater at its junction with the Yellowstone and went into camp on its bank, at the foot of a huge range of bluffs, which almost surrounded us.

The Yellowstone here is but a small stream, and as clear as crystal and very cold, with a swift current and plenty of the finest mountain trout. Both officers and men have dropped the gun for line and rod and are busily engaged fishing, with the best of luck. This I think is the finest camp we have made this summer. We are at present out of forage, and our stock is looking poorly, yet we have averaged twenty-five miles per day since leaving the Musselshell. The report here now is that we go to Fort Ellis after a few days’ rest.

August 24. In camp.

August 25. Noon, Boots and Saddles. Moved one mile to the ford on the Yellowstone and crossed to the other side. Marched fourteen and two-thirds miles up the river and camped near to the Crow agency.

August 26. Broke camp at 7:00 A.M. and marched three miles upriver to a fine camp on the Yellowstone, a high range of bluffs on our left flank, the river on our right, the snow-covered mountains in our front, and the Indian agency in our rear. This is the most extensive agency in this territory, and the camp presents quite a lively picture, being full of Crow warriors in their fine beaded war dress and mounted on their war ponies, which are very fine stock Our cloth houses are now very cold at night and morning, as the winds from the mountains at present are very cold.

August 27. In camp.

August 28. Still in camp awaiting forage and supplies. Our camp is opposite a gap through the snow range of mountains, through which the Nez Perces are expected to pass, yet we have heard nothing from them of late. Yesterday Colonel Sturgis sent out a party of scouts, consisting of one white man and eight Crow Indians.

August 29–30. In camp.

August 31. Order received to proceed around the belt of mountains in our front. Made a short march of twelve miles and camped at 3:00 P.M.

September 1. On the march up Clark's Fork to the pass through the [Heart] mountains. Made camp at 3:00 P.M., making twenty-three miles over a rough trail and through canyons. Poor grazing and grain yet, though we received word by scouts that it was on the way to us from Fort Ellis, and a part of our train has been sent back for it. The streams here are as clear as crystal and are full of fine mountain trout, averaging in length from six to eight inches, and it is but an hour's sport to procure twenty or thirty of these fine fellows.

Bill of fare at our mess today was one that would please the appetite of a lord, consisting of the following: fried mountain trout, broiled antelope, broiled elk, broiled bear steak, fried hardtack, coffee, and baked beans. The game is being brought to camp by our hunters in large quantities. A large number of Crow warriors joined us today.

September 2. No forage yet. To lay over here today to await its arrival, as the horses need it badly, being now about two days on grass alone.

September 3. Made twelve miles today.

September 4. The forage train arrived today at 10:00 A.M. and then broke camp. Marched seventeen and three-quarters miles and arrived at the mouth of the pass at 4:00 P.M. No grazing.

September 5. Three troops—F, I, and L—saddled up at 5:00 A.M. to go through the mountain pass on a scout. At 6:00 A.M., the pickets reported mounted Indians moving through the bottomland on our left and about two miles distant. The three companies were at once ordered out on the gallop in pursuit, and returned at 7:00 P.M. and reported [that] the Indians [were] some of our own Crow scouts returning.

Moved camp three miles up Clark's Fork. Fine grazing and plenty of wood and water. The six companies ordered to be ready to leave the wagon train here and proceed with the pack train through the [Heart] mountains at 6:00 A.M., but the order was countermanded, and we laid in camp all day, sealed orders being received.

September 6. In camp.

September 7. Moved camp today. Went out with Colonel Sturgis and Lieutenant Hare after trout. Followed up one of the streams about five miles into the mountains to a delightful spot. There picketed our horses in grass knee-deep to graze. Amused myself by a view of the fine mountain scenery and joined the column again at dusk. Made camp in the pass.

September 8. Two details of twenty men each, one under the command of Lieutenant Hare and one under the command of Lieutenant Fuller,24 started out at 7:00 A.M. on a scout towards Stinking Water, a stream and pass twenty-five miles above here. Lieutenant Hare and detail returned at 2:00 P.M., finding the two scouts that were sent out yesterday about twenty miles from here, one dead and the other badly wounded. They were shot by Nez Perce Indians. Lieutenant Hare scouted on for five or six miles and from the bluffs could see the village of about three or four [hundred] warriors and a large pony herd grazing. He at once returned to the command, who at once saddled up and started on the trail with pack animals. By 10:00 P.M., we were within three miles of the Indian village, but separated by a high range of bluffs, over which it was impossible for cavalry to operate.

Camped in a large canyon and without food. Our saddles for a pillow, we slept, no fires being allowed, to take up the trail at 6:00 A.M. I returned to the company today for duty.

September 9. Boots and Saddles at 6:00 A.M. On the march thirty minutes later, the trail leading through a rough mountain country.

September 10. Made a hard day's march over and around the mountains, dismounting and leading our horses by file every half hour all day. We expect to strike the village tomorrow.

September 11. Boots and Saddles at daybreak. The scouts report the Indians have passed through the mountain gap while we have been trying to get in their rear. The command is to pass through the same exit. It being a rough trail through the mountains to the valley and bottomland below, the horses have to be led in single file, also the pack animals. The men and stock are about tired out, and our allowance of food being but half rations, consisting of one pint of flour, one slice of bacon half the size of your hand, and a cup of coffee per day. No grain for the stock, and they are failing fast, owing to the hard marching.

Struck the bottomlands at noon, also the Indian trail again, which the scouts say is but two days old. Camped at 6:00 P.M. on Clark's Fork, seventy miles from the Crow agency, and found here General Howard and his Idaho command, consisting of infantry and five companies of the 1st Cavalry. They have a large pack train, but their stock is nearly all played out.

September 12. The command to follow up the trail, accompanied by troops of the 1st Cavalry made up from the best horses of the five companies of the 1st. Boots and Saddles at daybreak. Marched all day through a drenching rain and made camp at 9:00 P.M. Marched fifty-two miles, a hard day's march, and about playing out the picked 1st horses.

[image: images]

FIGHT AT CANYON CREEK, MONTANA

September 13. Broke camp at daylight, our company being the advance guard today. Arrived at the Yellowstone River at 9:00 A.M., about twenty miles below the Crow agency. Forded the river at once and continued to follow the trail, which looks fresher each mile. Three miles below the ford, we discovered smoke rising from some ranches a mile below. The scouts have just returned from the burning ranches and report that the Indians passed through there but an hour before their arrival. They fired the three ranches and killed the whole outfit there.


Our company ordered to increase its gait to a fast walk, scouts returning report the Indians and their large pony herd but ten or fifteen miles ahead. We here halted five minutes to tighten up our girths, take off all surplus clothing, and prepare for action. Remounted and formed a skirmish line at the fast trot and then advanced on the lope, keeping this gait for about ten miles until within sight of the Indians and their herd, who were entering a large canyon, seven or eight miles in length, through which runs a small stream known to frontiersmen as Canyon Creek, its rough rocky sides forming a perfect line of breastworks and protection for the Indians, and a position in which it was almost impossible to operate cavalry mounted.

Our troop moved up a large bluff by the left flank as skirmishers at a gallop, covering the five companies while getting into position to advance. On our flank movement up the bluff, we were met by a heavy fire from the opposite bluffs, wounding one man and killing one horse. After taking position on the bluff, we advanced to the front, covering the forming companies under a hot fire. The company here dismounted to fight on foot and again advanced down the bluff to the mouth of the canyon below at double time and continued in this manner for five or six miles over a rough country and under a steady fire from the Indians, who took shelter behind rocks and hillocks as they fell back. The horses being driven on up the canyon, two companies charged around to the head of the canyon while we steadily advanced on up the bottom. We held this line until 5:00 P.M. with no protection whatever,25 charging the bluffs twice, but were obliged to fall back each time to our old position. Two men were here killed and three wounded.

At 5:00 P.M., our horses were brought up, and we again mounted up and charged up the canyon, taking a position on a low bluff which afforded protection for both horses and men. From here we opened a deadly fire on the Indians, whose position was on the bluffs to our left, driving the Indians from their stronghold.

At dusk, we mounted and returned to the command, then going into camp. Our colonel, I think, showed very poor generalship, and by it the herd was allowed to escape. In fact, the officers give him a rather hard blast for this day's management. The men wanted to and did fight hard, but he held them back.

I have just finished my supper, consisting of flour and water mixed and baked at the fire on a tin plate; no coffee, and rations nearly gone.

September 14. Broke camp at daylight and followed on up the trail. No rations or forage, and the horses in a fearful condition. The Crow scouts are pushing ahead on the rear of the Nez Perces, and the dead and wounded strewn along the trail show what a deadly blow they are striking, yet I am afraid they have escaped.


Arrived in camp at 5:00 P.M. Tonight we are dining off from pony meat. We are again approaching the Musselshell River, and the Little Rockies, and the nights are very cold. We have but our saddle blankets and greatcoats to protect us from the weather. Our tents are being left with the wagon train at the agency.

September 15. Arrived at the Musselshell at 3:00 P.M. and can proceed no further, our stock being about played out and no rations.

September 16. Still in camp, giving the horses a rest and sending out hunting parties for game. We are patiently awaiting their return before we can dine.

September 17. In camp yet awaiting the arrival of the wagon train with supplies and forage. Hungry, hungry, is the cry about camp.

September 18. No wagon train yet, and the command is living on pony meat and wild berries.

September 19. In camp and hungry.

September 20. In camp.

September 21. Moved camp back to the Musselshell. The wagon trains arrived tonight with forage and rations. General Howard and his command also arrived at 5:00 P.M. The quartermaster and supply train were greeted with cheers upon their arrival, the command being on the third day without food and almighty hungry.

September 22. Still in camp, resting and recruiting up the stock.

September 23–27. Moving slowly towards Carroll, a trading and supply post on the Missouri River, 225 miles above Buford. General Howard's command are to go with us as far as the river; there both commands are to separate.

September 28. Dispatch today received stating that the Nez Perces are making for the British line.

September 29–30. Laid over to rest the stock, but one day's march from the river.

October 1. On the march. Arrived at Carroll today. The Missouri at this place is but a small stream compared with the lower portion.

October 2. More rations received by boat from Tongue River today.

October 3. Two scouts arrived today from Colonel Miles's command with messages stating that his command, consisting of three companies of the 7th Cavalry and five companies of the 5th Infantry, have headed off and engaged the Nez Perce Indians at Snake Creek, near the Bear Paw Mountains, Montana Territory, and had lost thirty men killed; that both were entrenched; and that he was trying to shell them out with a few pieces of light ordnance. I think we are to join him, as we break camp at once and commence to cross the river by steamer.

October 4. Took up the march today towards the British line and Miles's column. Made twenty-five miles.


October 5. On the march. Arrived at a good camp at dusk.

October 6. Boots and Saddles at 5:00 A.M. A few flakes of snow, and the weather very cold.

October 7. Made but ten miles this morning when the column was halted and went into camp to await the arrival of Howard's infantry.

October 9. Still on the march. Dispatches arrived tonight reporting the surrender of the Indians to Colonel Miles.

October 11. Our troop and H to proceed to Colonel Miles and assist him to the Missouri River with the prisoners and wounded.

October 12. Raining hard. Our two troops pulled out at 6:00 A.M. and arrived at Colonel Miles's command at 10:00 P.M., making thirty-five miles over a hard trail, and the weather extremely cold.

October 13. Took up the march for the river at 10:00 A.M. and remained with Colonel Miles as escort until we reached the Missouri River at the “Big Bend.” The Indians were here crossed over and escorted by the 5th Infantry to the Yellowstone. Our regiment was here paid. Rested about one week and then took up the march for Fort Buford. Arrived at Fort Buford after a hard, cold march and laid over here to rest and recruit up the stock a little.

Four companies, including our troop, are to escort the captured Nez Perces to Bismarck.

We arrived at Bismarck the latter part of November, and this ends one of the hardest campaigns on the regimental record. I think the troop's record shows that we made three thousand miles, and as we were again ordered to the Black Hills as soon as we arrived at Fort Lincoln for one month's scout, we have passed eight months in the field.

I have lost the dates of the last part of my scrap[book] and must close, hoping to pass a good, quiet winter at old Lincoln.

I remain, yours, etc.

Fred H. Toby,

L Troop, 7th Cavalry






PART FIVE

Women on the Military Frontier






The Beauties of Indian Frontier Life

AN ARMY OFFICER'S WIFE

Army and Navy Journal 5, no. 1 (August 24, 1867)

ON THE PLAINS, August 8, 1867

To the editor of the Army and Navy Journal.

SIR: Anyone who has been across the plains, or has served a day at any of the military posts west of the Missouri River, particularly in the Department of the Platte, knows the great difficulty experienced in getting food that is wholesome and nutritious, and stores that are actually required for the use of officers and their families, unless provided by the government. To enable them to do this, however, laws have been passed by Congress allowing officers to purchase from the government such supplies as they certify are needed for their own use. This, as a matter of course, we are grateful for, but we are not grateful for anyone to tell us how much we shall eat. For instance, I was shown a schedule of what the allowance is to each officer for one whole month, as follows: “Two cans peaches, one can oysters, one-half can jelly, one-half can jam, four cans tomatoes, two cans corn, one can peas, three pounds soda crackers, two and a half pounds mackerel, one and a half pounds dried beef, two pounds Java coffee, two and a half pounds sperm candles, one-quarter pound officer's soap, one-quarter gallon syrup, one and a half pounds dried peaches, and two pounds lard.”

Just think, all you people who have the blessed opportunity of living where your hair is in no danger of being lifted and can go to any store that you think fit to purchase your goods, of being required to live upon the above-mentioned nutriments of life for one month? My household consists of husband, self, one child, and two servants, and this is the pitiful amount which we are allowed to consume. It must indeed be considered a divine privilege for one to risk the dangers of a life on the plains among the Indians; to forgo the privilege of delicious fruits and sweet vegetables, a comfortable home, and numerous friends; to be allowed to purchase the immense quantity of stores enumerated in the foregoing schedule; and all for the sake of living with one's husband—to comfort and cheer him in his lonely, tiresome, and monotonous life.
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“A pretty girl in the West.” CENTURY 1889

It may be asked if there is not a sutler at the post. I would answer, yes; but who does not know of the frightfully exorbitant prices of sutler's goods, and the great monopoly they exercise? Canned oysters that we pay the government twenty-nine cents for are retailed by the sutler for one dollar, and nearly all canned vegetables are the same price. Fruits are higher still. How far would an officer's pay go toward buying even his own expensive equipment if he were compelled to live by means of the sutler, to say nothing of the little expenses he might have by desiring a companion in the shape of a wife? What a glorious incentive it is to keep officers with their commands! How they must appreciate the charming sense of living in mud houses, rarely if ever meeting a friend; deprived of all those little ornaments and comforts which tend to make one feel homelike; and then to be informed as to what the government allows them to eat and use in one month! Glorious contrast this, with those who draw commutation of fuel and quarters and are on “fancy duty” in the states, where they can get all their hearts desire. The difference may be summed up in a few words. A captain serving where he should be—with his company—gets a mud house to live in; the meanest kind of water to drink, without ice; enough wood to keep two good fires going in wintertime; for a long month, $168 pay; and the above supplies. A captain in New York City in winter gets $168 pay; about $87 or $90 commutation of fuel and quarters; can live where he pleases; and can eat what he desires, making it a clear bonus to him for staying away from his company. Of this there is not much complaint, but there is need of complaint when commissaries tell you, you must only have so much, and the remainder of the time you must live on bacon and beans, or fresh beef and flour.






“Where the Heart Is”: A Sketch of Woman's Life on the Frontier

ELIZABETH B. CUSTER1

Lippincott's Magazine 65, no. 20 (February 1900): 305–12

Much of our experience on the frontier was beyond railroads, and overland transportation was very limited. The wagons were mostly given over to the hauling of arms, ammunition, equipment, uniforms, and the quartermaster and commissary supplies for the soldiers. If the officers could have afforded to buy a wagon and mules and hire a teamster, the deprivations of their families would have been lessened, but they were not only too poor, but we women were only allowed on the march on sufferance by the higher authorities at division headquarters, and it behooved us not to call anyone's attention to our existence by an extra wagon. We studied long in advance how to make the best use of the little space allowed for our belongings. Everything was enormously dear at the outfitting towns on the border, and the sutler who accompanied the column not only asked outrageous prices, but took a stock with an eye largely to the wants of the enlisted men.

When we started on the march, we made a new trail into the great American Desert, for then it was a desert. We never saw a road, fence, bridge, habitation of any kind, nor any signs of civilization till our return late in the autumn.

It was surprising how soon one adapted himself to a life of such deprivations, but there is a real and lasting fascination about constant out-of-door life.

A picture of the tents of an encampment or of the covered wagons of the plains fills me with a longing for the old life, and when I came into the states after a campaign and rambled on about the vicissitudes of the summer passed, I could not understand why the tears rose in the eyes of the home people. I only felt impatient to start again, and anxious for fear my husband could not take me. You grow so proud when you have completed your first march to find that you have learned to do without comforts and have been so contented and happy with only the necessities of life.

Of course, when we arrived in garrison after a summer in the saddle and found the infantry living like “folks,” it was a little hard to make our quarters homelike with our camp outfit as the main dependence. The headquarters house was always an embarrassment of riches to me, for it was larger than the rest, and we laughingly said we would have to use a speaking trumpet from one camp chair to another, or huddle our friends together as soon as they came in. Chintz and homemade couches did worlds to filling up the gaping spaces. The post surgeon, who merits a whole chapter to himself, lent us new mattresses from the hospital, and these, on rough, wooden frames, covered with calico or buffalo robes and pillows stuffed with hay, looked to us like harem luxuriance.

Sometimes a soldier had served a former enlistment as a sailor, and among our presents from the generous enlisted men was an occasional rug. Though limited as to the color of the rugs, there was a background of blue, the unfailing eagle in screaming yellow hovering over the magic number “7” in white, and if we had artillery at the post, specks of red that had originally been stripes on pantaloons were introduced.

I thought that I detected a shudder as eastern friends or tourists stepped into our quarters and looked about. Who has so confidently asserted that if you give them a little time in a room, they will tell you, by the books and the pictures, just the character and temperament of the occupant? Army quarters on the plains must be counted out in this statement. The books were pickups, the pictures haphazard. But we were glad to cover our whitewashed or rough-plastered walls, and if posters had only reached their present excellence and originality, we would gladly have passed for an advertising wall for any soap or magazine in the country.

Once we women were in all the varying shades of the color that represents envy, because the quartermaster, who had control of the materials and men for repairs, had tinted all the walls of his quarters. We had to look to him for everything that the government furnished, and woe betide him if he was found favoring his own domicile. The pink, blue, and green walls were a trial to us, but when he was suddenly ordered away, our triumphant hour came, for his successor, who had no eye for effect, immediately had the whole house whitewashed.

Our carpets, when we had attained to such riches, for they were expensive, were roughly treated. When orders came to move, there was a wild rush to scramble our belongings into chests, boxes, or bales, as the government thought nothing of giving us a day's notice, even when no enemy menaced us. Perhaps when we settled again, neither Eliza, our colored cook, who guarded and preserved our possessions, nor I were present to remonstrate with the saddler when he laid the ragged remains of our two carpets. Each time, a new square was cut to fit the fireplaces, which varied in different posts. When we arrived from someplace where we had been sent for safety, there was a fresh cutting. But I bound the indignant Eliza over to silence, for so much care had been taken to settle for us by the head of our household. The dogs, the incessant dancing, the games, the spurs of the officers, and the ashes of their cigarettes made havoc by spring. If those had only been the days of rugs! But the conventional ideas of the states pursued us in some respects, and a carpet then that was not large enough to tack closely down around the baseboard looked more poverty-stricken than none at all.

The table appointments of many of the quarters of the ordnance, artillery, infantry, and staff, who were not so incessantly moving as was the cavalry, surprised the civilians who came among us. They were in such contrast to the barracklike simplicity of the surroundings. And it is still a marvel to me when I think what care and patience it took to drag the really beautiful china, linen, glass, and silver up and down the border. These treasures were mostly heirlooms.

I have friends now living in New York, retired from active service. The colonel misses his old life, his position of commandant, which was of such consequence at a post, the companionship of brother officers; but his wife is reaping the reward of all the sacrifices she made so uncomplainingly for the one man of her life. Through great struggles and the indulgences of her husband, she managed to have her piano carried to many distant cavalry posts and finally brought it to New York.

A blessed and liberal aunt, having been generous all her life, at last died generously and left her niece a patrimony. As soon as I saw my friend, who had come to the states, I congratulated her, at the same time smoothing significantly the beautiful sealskin in which she was enveloped. “Yes,” she said, with unconscious delight, “it is fine, the best that I could find, and my first indulgence after my patrimony came. After that, I gave my sister a treat, and then indulged myself in a new grand [piano]. But it was a struggle to give up the dear old instrument that had been so marred by long marches, scratched by the buttons and equipment of the officers, and stained by the toddy glasses, as everyone pressed against it when singing a chorus.” Some of her heirloom china had also been brought back and still made spots of rich color on shelves already heavy with Aunt Sophie's bequests or Macy's bargains. “If you come to see me and I am out,” she said, “be sure, on your way downtown, to stop in at Stern's or Altman's; you will find me wandering among the china shelves. I cannot seem to see enough, after all the years of starvation for such sights.”

We love to see her enjoying everything that she was so long without, but expressing no regret in all those years that I can remember, and I cannot but wish there were only enough “Aunt Sophie's” to go round when I think of women who now look upon bare walls inside and bleak, treeless plains without.

The officers’ quarters in a garrison were usually in a row on one of the four sides of the parade ground. Sometimes the quartermaster, who built the posts, remembered to so place them that the blessed sun might help to brighten and warm the barren rooms. But not always, and we grew too wise in military affairs to be satisfied with his excuse that the strategic position must be considered. That might be an apology for a fortress, but it was only a cloak for carelessness in spots of this earth where a child could plan for the approach of an enemy.
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Horseback riding near post. HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE 1888

I have a friend who is most admirably fitted for her army life, and even Manila in prospect does not daunt her buoyancy. She arrived once at the most distant post on our Canadian border, and no sooner stepped in her quarters than she took in the situation of the living room in a country which is icebound so much of the year.

“What, living in the kitchen?” said the garrison, as they flocked to see her. “Yes,” she said, “I have said something to myself in confidence about the quartermaster, and after the relief it gave me have turned the house he built right side to; the kitchen can do without the sun, but we and the children must have it.”

The quartermaster usually ignored the necessity of closets and shelves in the quarters, and often built the kitchen without consulting anyone as to the plan. A word or two from a woman would have saved him from the anathema of many housewives who succeeded each other, a dozen a year sometimes, in those days of constant changes.

There is rarely a way in garrisons to get into the rear of the quarters. One must face everyone as they step out on the walk around the parade ground, but a quartermaster who called himself persecuted went willingly outside the post and through the stable yards to reach the kitchen door of his home after one or two encounters with a fearless old army lady, as he passed her front steps. The younger women were timid and too afraid of endangering their stay with their husbands, where it was difficult to arrange to have them on account of the danger or distance; but not so the veteran, who had learned that nothing very dreadful happened if she did express her views about the unnecessary deficiencies or inconvenience of the quarters. I wondered, however, at her temerity as she called to the quartermaster, “When you build the next post, Major, have the goodness not to trust to your own ideas of kitchens, please; let a woman give you a hint or two.”

After that, the officers said, “There goes the major ‘sneaking it’ through the stables to escape his daily scolding.”

The kitchen of the best quarters I remember had no sink, drain, or pump. The cook hurled everything out of the door. In place of a cistern, there were two or three barrels at the rear, filled daily with river water, hard for washing and muddy for drinking. Unless we weighted the covers of these barrels, the stag hounds’ long noses lifted the boards, and a pair of hind legs and a waving tail sticking out warned us that our meager supply of water was disappearing.

The policing of the garrison and the wood cutting was done by the prisoners, and the orderly condition of the rear of the quarters depended greatly upon what sort of terms the sergeant of the guard had reached with our cook. The excellence and abundance of her biscuit secured us a pretty respectable cleanliness about the kitchen door. As long as the provender lasted and the coffeepot held out, there could be heard the click of carbine steel of the guard and the whir of the saw.

Eliza had to be remonstrated with occasionally for the length of the commissary bill, and the sudden increase sometimes suggested that biscuits had been baked fresh and coffee made for her morning “receptions” at the woodpile. She cunningly argued, “Ginnil, you drinks too much coffee anyway for yo’ own good. I reckon you don't know how it counts up either. And anyway, Miss Libbie, there ain't a back do’ compares with ours in spic-spanness, and besides, you knows what slops they calls coffee is issued to them po’ soldiers in the guardhouse, and you hain't got the heart to refuse ’em the drainin's of the pot. And I jest tell you what, Miss Libbie, that light-haired William, with that ball and chain hitched to his heels, ain't no villain. There's bigger rogues outside prisons than ever gets kotched.” And then followed a pleading for my influence to obtain the freedom of “Sandy Bill,” Eliza's wronged and much misunderstood friend, who wore the “jewelry” on his ankles as he swung his ax in behalf of our fires.

Of course, I took up the saintly Bill's cause, only to find that he, like the “Jims,” “Georges,” and “Charlies” for whom I had formerly appealed, was about the biggest rascal going, and on the frontier that was saying much.

An army court-martial, with an unbiased judge, jury, and attorneys, comes as near justice as is reached in trying enlisted men. There are no fees to work for, no buying in or bribing, and I was compelled to believe that Eliza and I were not infallible judges of character in the face of the sworn evidence against the rogues who imposed on us.

The primitiveness of our kitchen-door surroundings would have alarmed those who so carefully study the question of water and sewage. But in a large garrison, we were often fifteen hundred well people, out of doors almost continuously, and with a great deal of exercise, we seemed invulnerable to illness. The microbe had not been invented then.

The wind, which never died down, lifted the loose surface accumulation and carried it for a hundred uninterrupted miles. This wind played havoc with our clothesline, and this to our never-ending annoyance was constantly in sight, as there were no trees or fences to shield us.

When I see how artistically this unsightly feature of housekeeping is concealed in the states by clumps of shrubs and lattice enclosures, I remember with a shiver how our linen was flung to the four winds in sight of the garrison. I determined that, like the desperate characters of the police court who sought to conceal their identity, I would carefully remove all markings on my clothes, when some garment, losing its moorings, had sailed over the parade ground and been returned at the front door by someone too courteous to smile at my discomfiture.

To make our line even more conspicuous, the ever-tantalizing wind seemed possessed of the devil, and instead of a sober, well-behaved array of clothes, there appeared to be a white squad of overfed headless fiends dancing the tightrope, their legs and arms in acrobatic contortions.

I had difficulty in keeping the trousseau remains of the “invisible of a woman's toilet” from utter destruction on the windy line, for Eliza had the usual desire to “show off” of her race, and she surreptitiously slipped the hidden linen into the kitchen on the plea of its getting yellow. On its return from the tubs, she argued that we made no showin’ on our line since the arrival of the bride next door, whose floating finery seemed to Eliza to be flaunted in her envious eyes.

“Besides, Miss Libbie, you ought to wear some of yo’ pretty petticoats. I'se jest ’shamed to put mine on, ’cause I don't want the garrison to think I has better clothes than my missus.”

According to the faithful Eliza's estimate, our social status depended upon the Monday exhibit near her kitchen door. But in spite of the small torments of the wind and dust, we were grateful not to be obliged to launder for ourselves. The woes of women who had lost their servants and were hundreds of miles from an intelligence office needs a separate story.

An army woman's tears had pretty prompt attention, for they were rare, and she always had something to cry about, for when was she without anxiety about her absent husband or [not] lonely or homesick for those she had left in the states?

It was not often she whimpered about hardships, but I am still feeling a throb of sympathy over the wife of an officer left without a servant, who cried over the washtub as she rubbed the skin from her fingers, but only when her husband was out of sight and she knew that she would not add to his cares by her weakness.

There was always a “Suds Row” of some sort. Either the ladies of the tubs lived in a long line of one-roomed cottages outside the post or in tents pitched for them near the camp. But one often sued in vain for help from these independent creatures. After they had done the laundering they were compelled to do for the enlisted men, they made more money in baking pies and cakes, or they were too indolent to work at all. Often they were more industriously engaged in woody and wordy encounters with each other (for they argued with stove wood) to be able to undertake the washing of our households. They were frequently a belligerent and lawless lot, but who could expect else? When huddled in crowded vehicles on the march, their children tired, fretful, quarrelsome, and in such close contact in camp or garrison, peace was almost impossible. A laundress might start in life a good-tempered girl, but left alone at a post, frequently among strangers (for the infantry replaced the cavalry when there was an expedition), she had to do for herself and often turned into a virago, her fists at “side arms,” resting always on her hips, ready to defend herself or her friends in any dispute. But there were survivals of the fittest, who maintained the pace and made struggles to create and keep a home at every post where they were ordered, and for the same old reason that kept the officers’ wives mute about hardships.

The officers were allowed as a privilege the use of enlisted men as servants, and these were called “strikers.” They were never detailed from the ranks without their own consent. It was also necessary to ask the company commander for a man, and he in turn made known the wish to the especial soldier who was wanted. The captain of a company once sent to the barracks for a certain “Pat” and told him that a request had been made for him as striker, but that on the other hand, he would have a pretty hard summer if he went out with him, as it was on the eve of an Indian campaign. The temper of the wife of the officer who had asked for him was an open secret in the post. Pat's seamed, weather-beaten face and twinkling blue eyes said more than his real reply, “I'm after thinkin’ I'd like field service better, sir.”

We on the officers’ line were pretty well studied and talked over in the barracks, and they somehow knew our faults and virtues in spite of the gulf that separates the enlisted men from their commanders.

A striker had to go through a deal of sarcasm from his comrades before he was permitted to settle to his place in peace, but after he was installed, nothing rooted him out but the completion of his enlistment, and then he named his successor as solemnly as some holder of a position in the highest grades of life.

The strikers were perfectly invaluable to us. They quietly slid about the house doing more and more for our comfort, superseding Eliza in many thoughtful duties she had assumed, and gradually made themselves so indispensable that we were at first almost helpless when away from the regiment on leave. Eliza taught each man we had to cook, wait on table, take care of the uniforms and equipment, and keep up the fires. They anticipated our wants and apparently sprang from the seams of the floors when their names were fully called.

Though I almost jumped out of my chair with fright when I was first married, as the striker was given some order, and watched to see if tears would come to his eyes at the tone, I soon found that he would be the first to marvel if spoken to in any other way.

The general threw himself back in bursts of laughter when I asked if he did not think that he had hurt the man's feelings, and I then learned that from the first hour of enlistment, the recruit becomes accustomed to the apparent harshness of the sergeant or commissioned officer, and no one is quicker to distinguish between an order given in a fit of temper or the usual military tone, which necessarily, from the exigencies of the service, is short and peremptory. Still, it was a good while before I could listen quietly to some simple request like “O'Brien, take my sword belt to the saddler and have the buckle set back” given in about the same tone as “Right about, wheel, draw sabers, charge!”

My whole heart warms at the thought of what these soldiers have done for me. It seemed so little that we could ever do in return. It is true that a homesick boy, with that unquenchable longing for domestic life implanted in some natures, found with our officers a real home. The cook bullied but often indulged and petted him. The officer and his family trusted him. And he apparently threw his whole heart into the affairs of those he served. After his enlistment was ended, the striker would write from home as if we belonged to him. And one, setting aside his awe of superior rank, sandwiched the commanding officer between his dog and horse in a postscript, “Give my love to ‘Bluch,’ the general, and ‘Dandy.’

This story of only a few of the vicissitudes and struggles women went through to make homes for the men in whose interests and career they had gladly sunk their own identity seems sadly inadequate when I think what high types of womanhood they were. The remembrances of the courageous, sunshiny faces looking out of a tent opening, the entrance of a dugout, the rolled curtain of an army wagon, the door of army quarters, infinitely inferior to eastern stables, as they welcomed the man for whom these improvised homes were gladly constructed, makes me sure that the great desert, now irrigated, tilled, fenced, and built over, had a benison bestowed on it in the very beginning by heroic women.






The Brave Mrs. Custer: Personal Reminiscences of the Wife of the Courageous General

SARAH CLARKE1

The Fargo Forum, undated clipping in Elmo S. Watson Papers, Newberry Library, Chicago

In the spring of 1864, in the little town of Monroe, Michigan, there saw in her quiet home a young girl, whose slender, graceful figure and dark, expressive eyes were familiar to every villager.

Well known and dearly loved from her earliest childhood, the pet and pride of her dignified old father, who had for years filled his position on the bench in a manner which won for him the sincere respect and admiration, as well as the affection, of his townspeople, she was awaiting the brave young soldier who, with the winning of his star, had won also the long-sought-for consent of her father to their marriage.

Sweet visions of a happy future filled her heart as she sat dreaming of her lover, and her great brown eyes were soft with the light from her dreams.

Ah! Well was it for that lighthearted girl that before those trustful eyes there arose no visions of what the next twelve years had in store for her. For the coming bridegroom was none other than George A. Custer. Custer—whose romantic life and heroic death will never be forgotten while American hearts survive. With the story of Mrs. Custer's devotion to her husband, of her courage and self-sacrificing love, all are familiar. The object of her delightful little book, Boots and Saddles, was to portray phases of her husband's character hitherto unknown to the world. But unconsciously the loving writer reveals the beauty and heroism of her own character, and few can rise from the perusal of the book without sincere admiration for the woman who unhesitatingly accompanied him whenever and wherever it was within the bounds of possibility, and whose gracious presence and womanly love so comforted and brightened not only the life of her husband, but of all those who shared with him the dangers and privations of life in the Indian country.

She was the idol of the garrison at Fort Lincoln. Those who are familiar with life at those distant frontier posts know that the term “pet of the garrison” too often signifies the object of careless flatteries bestowed by the officers upon the wife of whomever chances to be in command and is synonymous with coquetry, idleness, and flirtation.


But not so in this case. The perfect love and trust between Custer and his wife was evident to all, and the admiration she excited was based upon all that is truest and best in human nature. By the common soldiers she was reverenced, and their honest, outspoken sentiments were of pride in her courage and loyal devotion to every wish she was known to express. In the young officers who came from West Point, utterly unused to the monotony and inactivity of life at a small post, Mrs. Custer took the kindest and most unaffected interest. Her quarters were always made as pleasant as possible, and she seldom returned from an eastern trip without some young lady whom she persuaded to test the novelty of army life. And never did she seem happier than when planning, with her husband, some evening entertainment for the young officers, which would while away the long hours and aid in keeping them from the peculiar temptations that beset men in those dreary, far-off posts. As one of the Irish laundresses at the post once graphically expressed it, “Sure, Gineral Custher wud have the hearts ay us all, if Mrs. Custer didn't coax thim out of us first.”

To those whose homes were for so many years on the extreme limit of civilization, the name of Custer was as familiar as that of their own households, and to few men has it been given to win and hold the respect and affection of the brave and hardy frontiersmen, through those unsettled and at that time almost unprotected territories, as did Custer.

I had long been familiar with his face and figure, but our first personal acquaintance was brought about through the vagaries of my restless little daughter. She was with me on the train going from Fargo to Bismarck, and Custer was a passenger in the same car, his seat being just across the aisle. My little girl, weary with the long ride, went flitting about from seat to seat, asking those endless and often unanswerable questions which only childhood can propound.

We were living in tents at that time,2 an encampment of civil engineers, among whom was my husband, and my little Nell had been greatly interested and excited over a recent death, the circumstances of which were peculiarly distressing. Some prisoners had escaped from the neighboring fort, and it chanced that one of the men sent in pursuit had been much attached to Nell and often spent a spare hour in amusing her. [McNeil by name] had been overtaken by one of the terrible storms of Dakota, and losing his way, had perished with cold. It was supposed he must have had something like an apoplectic seizure or fit of some sort, as when found, he had taken off his overcoat and thrown it aside, and torn off his necktie and collar, as though suffocating. His features were distorted, his arms and legs cramped into an unnatural position and frozen solid as marble. Much discussion had been held as to the feasibility of placing the deformed figure in the rude coffin, which was the only resource in that far-off camp. It was finally decided that the camp carpenter should make a coffin the shape of which would admit the body in its present condition, and no attempt be made to straighten the frozen limbs. Nell had heard much of the conversation, and it seemed her active little brain could not rid itself of the topic. Our train had stopped for food and water, and her queries were audible to all occupants of the car.

“Mamma,” she said, “Mr. McNeil can't go to heaven, can he, when he froze to death?”

I conscientiously tried to impress upon her youthful mind the fact that the manner of death could make no difference in the destination of the soul. She pondered a few moments, then burst out with, “But mamma, he will have to be taken down to hell to be thawed out, won't he?”

This was too much for Colonel Custer, and he joined in the hearty laugh with which the passengers greeted the question, and which so abashed the child that she burst into tears. Whereupon Colonel Custer took her in his arms, and with the gentleness and tact he always displayed with children, he soon consoled her.

After this, I met him frequently, and one scene wherein he figured stands out in my memory with particularly clear distinctness.

[Maj.] Gen. Thomas L. Rosser, so well known during the Rebellion as one of the most gallant and dashing of the Confederate officers, and who has since won wealth and reputation in his profession of civil engineer, was at one time in charge of the Dakota division on the survey of the Northern Pacific railway, with headquarters at Fargo. It was while he held command here that Custer, on his way to Fort Lincoln, was induced to accept the hospitality of our camp and remained with us twenty-four hours. To this day, the men who formed the Engineer Corps will tell you with enthusiasm of the night spent by the campfire with Custer and Rosser.

The two men had conceived a genuine respect and admiration for one another. Often during the war, they had tested each other's strength and courage on the field of battle, and in more than one instance, the chances of war had placed them in circumstances which called out all the chivalry of a gentleman as well as the bravery of the soldier. And now, in time of peace, when North and South once more joined hands in fraternal clasp, they met far out on the almost uninhabited prairies of northern Dakota.

It was a picturesque scene. The white tents gleaming fair in the clear moonlight, the sky above a steel blue, set with its countless myriad of glimmering stars, and moonlight gleaming with the peculiar radiance seen only in northern latitudes. All about, as far as the eye could reach, lay the snow, crisp and sparkling, while in the midst of the encircling tents, the young engineers had built a huge fire, around which blankets, buffalo robes, and bearskins were spread, and upon these they had grouped themselves in various comfortable positions. To Custer and Rosser had been assigned two bales of blankets piled high with wolf skins and dubbed the seats of honor.

The men were both striking in appearance, although totally dissimilar. Rosser was of giant stature, more than six feet tall, with frame of massive proportions, jet black hair, piercing black eyes, with a face upon whose every lineament was stamped “soldier.” Custer, not as tall, finely proportioned, lithe and agile, with deep-set blue eyes, wavy golden hair, tawny mustache, his face wearing a thoughtful expression and a refinement lacking in Rosser's.

Hour after hour passed in reminiscences of battles or explanation of some well remembered but perplexing maneuver during the long conflict, and when at times the two men relapsed into silence, some eager question from the absorbed listeners would awaken and provoke anew the discussion. Thus the night passed, and not until the first rays of morning light began to glimmer in the east did the party disperse for such portion of rest as time permitted.

The last time I saw Custer was in the spring of 1876, just before the 7th Cavalry started on the expedition which was to result so fatally. I had accompanied a party of eastern friends on a trip over the Northern Pacific, and as usual, no one wished to return without visiting Fort Lincoln. So we crossed the Missouri, and after a tour of the post, were entertained by Mrs. Custer, with that graceful, unostentatious hospitality for which she was noted. The picture rises before me now. As we drove away, we turned to wave a last adieu. Colonel Custer was standing upon the broad piazza, hat in hand, while near him were his brothers, Capt. Tom Custer and Boston Custer. These two young men were perpetually playing all sorts of practical jokes upon each other and upon Mrs. Custer. Something of the sort had just transpired, and she stood, rehearsing the story to her husband, her eyes sparkling with mischief, the soft tendrils of her brown hair loosened by the breeze and blown about her face, while cheeks and lips were aglow.

In her earnestness, she had caught his arm and was gazing up into his face, while words and laughter rippled from her lips. He looked down at her, evidently much amused, while in his blue eyes was the expression they always assumed whenever they rested on the wife he so worshipped. Captain Tom and Boston were dancing about the porch in high glee at the success of their last effort in teasing their sister[-in-law].

When I next saw her sweet face, it was white with anguish, and those lovely eyes were dim and heavy with days and nights of weeping.

I need not dwell on that last battlefield, that field toward which the gallant 7th proudly marched. When the steamer came down the river bearing the dreadful news, upon Dr. Paulding, the post surgeon,3 developed the task of breaking the tidings to the women of the fort. Dr. Paulding was a man of tender heart but iron nerve, steeled by years of the sad experiences of his profession, but he felt at first the task was beyond even his strength. However, none other seemed so fitted, and he performed the duty, but how he did it he could never tell. To himself, he seemed to have lived a lifetime in one hour.

And now, all along the frontier flew the story. At first we refused it credence. We said, “These things are always exaggerated at first—tomorrow will tell a different story.” There came thronging to Fargo (the nearest telegraph and railroad station) a crowd of anxious and excited men. Men had left the harvest fields half reaped, their cattle wandered on the prairies, their daily tasks unaccomplished and almost unthought of.


When the worst was confirmed, when it was known to be a certainty that on that distant plain lay every member of that gallant band, no words can picture the gloom that settled upon us.

In every home, from the few pretentious mansions then erected to the humblest cabin of the pioneer, there was grief and hot indignation. I cannot enter into the much-mooted question of [Maj. Marcus A.] Reno's lack of courage or [Capt. Frederick W.] Benteen's disobedience of orders. I can only say that from that day forth, in the eyes of every frontiersman, was Marcus Reno branded a coward, and had he then, in the first wild outburst of their grief and anger, fallen into the hands of those sturdy settlers, short would have been his shrift. Neither do I express any opinion on the vexed question of the Indian problem. But even now, if you attempt to justify the action of the Indian Bureau to those frontiersmen, you will discover ideas of right and wrong, unhampered by legal technicalities, and be met with the reply, “Custer and his brave band were here in defense of our homes and our families. They were shot down with bullets from Winchester rifles furnished to hostile Indians by agents under the authority of the United States government.”

The day that brought the bereaved women, wives and sisters, from Fort Lincoln through Fargo will hardly be forgotten by those who witnessed the scene. As the train drew near the station (hotel and station in one), it seemed as though the insensate steel and iron were conscious of their freight of grief and woe—so silently revolved the wheels, so noiselessly glided the cars along the rail. Within those cars were sheltered twenty-six bereaved and desolate women. Denied a farewell from the loving lips now cold in death, denied a last glance from the eyes which had ever held for them the light of love—forbidden even to gaze once upon their dead. For them, none of the tender memories which are cherished by wives, who, though doomed to stand by the deathbeds of those dearest and best loved, are permitted the solace of ministering until the last. In place only the torturing vision of the merciless slaughter—that fiendish mutilation.

They had said good-bye to the fort, with all its memories and associations, and were on their way to such semblance of home as might still be spared them. Many a time has the iron horse sped swiftly by, bearing to eastern friends all that remained of some loved son or brother, but surely never before or since has it swept over those broad green prairies laden with such freight of human sorrow.

The train stopped, and as the sad procession left the car and moved slowly across the wide platform, densely packed with citizens and settlers, men stood with bared and bowed heads, as in the presence of the dead. A vast throng was there—piazza and balconies were packed. Men and women called by no idle curiosity or morbid love of excitement, but swayed by a sympathy so intense it seemed utterly irrepressible, yet knew well no word of comfort was possible.

Despite the crowd, the deepest silence prevailed, save now and then among the lookers-on a woman's sob was heard, while over many and many a manly face tears streamed, unchecked and unheeded. Slowly the bereaved ones entered the hotel and passed up the staircase. Mrs. Custer came first, with drooping head, her slender figure bowed, her face perfectly colorless, and so little strength left she could scarcely reach the top of the staircase.

Hackneyed as the smile of a broken lily, it could not but suggest itself as we looked upon her; none other seemed so exactly fitting. With her walked Mrs. Calhoun (the “Sister Calhoun” she had written of so lovingly),4 and on Mrs. Calhoun's face, fixed in its marble pallor, was an expression which long haunted those who saw it. Her large eyes gazed straight ahead, yet seemed to see nothing that was near. Away, away, a strained far-off gaze, her whole face expressed horror of one who sees visions too frightful for speech. Burned upon her brain was the terrible picture of the battlefield, and to her had been denied the blessed relief of tears. All that night did the kindhearted physician watch over one and another of the stricken women, and for her he feared the loss of reason. Her husband—cut down in his bright, brave, young manhood; her three brothers, the Custers; her darling nephew, loving little Autie Reed—a mere child, whose unconquerable desire to see something of wild life with his uncles had at last induced his reluctant mother to entrust him to Custer's care. “Gone, are they all gone? All?” was her first wild cry, when the tidings were brought to the fort, and her face assumed that marble pallor, her eyes that expression of frozen horror, and not yet had the terrible tension been relaxed; not yet the overburdened brain and heart been relieved by tears.

The young wife of loyal Yates5 was there with her two toddling babies; compelled for their sake to put aside her grief and minister to their needs, she made the bravest effort to merge the anguish of the wife in the duty of the mother.

But space forbids that I should linger over memories of that woeful band. Years have passed, and upon these bleeding hearts kindly Time has laid his healing balm.






Army Life at Fort Lincoln

MATT LAGERBERG1 AND EMMA M. KLAWITTER2

Small Manuscripts Collection, Mss. 20018, State Historical Society of North Dakota, Bismarck

Some interesting “color” to add to the rather extensive literature on the Custer massacre of June 25, 1876, is contained in this interview with Mrs. Fred Klawitter, recorded in the spring of 1935. Mrs. Klawitter, despite her seventy[-six] years, had lost none of her sparkling Irish wit and capacity to say just what she meant. She lived alone in the village of Douglas. Information came to me, a history teacher, that she was a “veteran” of that ill-fated expedition. The following interview is the result of my visit and has been recorded as faithfully as possible, omitting only irrelevant details.3

[image: images]

Klawitter—I was born in Shreveport, Louisiana. I married a Yankee soldier in 1876, when most southern lassies were scared of ’em. I wasn't quite eighteen years old then. Can't figure out yet what got into me, unless it was the uniform. Fred Klawitter was a newcomer from Germany and had a job as permanent orderly for Captain Hale in the United States Army. He had just received orders to move to Fort Abraham Lincoln in central North Dakota when I married him. An expedition under Lt. Col. George A. Custer was to proceed westward to Montana against some disobedient Indians.

Lagerberg—Did you find army life a hardship?

Klawitter—Oh, Lord, yes. People talk about hardship nowadays! They should be ashamed of themselves; most of them don't know what hardships are! It was a big change from my usual independent life in Shreveport, I'm telling you. For a few months, I lived with my parents, but two weeks before leaving for Dakota, we took up our quarters in a tent at the camp.

I'll never forget the first Sunday morning in the camp. The officers always inspected the wives’ quarters on Sunday morning, you know. There was an Irish woman with a pack of kids that lived next to me. Now it didn't matter how many kids a soldier had, he just got one room to live in; so it was no doubt hard for this Irish woman to pass inspection. Well, when the officers blew into my neighbors’ room and turned down the bedding, Captain Wallace4 spied a slop jar. He pushed it out with a fling of his toe and opened it. He didn't find what he expected. There was a jug of whiskey in it, and part of the liquor was used up. Captain Wallace heaved jug and jar out through the door. That's when the woman showed her Irish. She yelled, “Be jabbers, it's a shame to have a decent woman's whiskey tossed out the door when it's such expensive stuff.” Then the officers came into my house. I took to the woods; the officer followed to the door and shouted, “Halt there, you have to stand your ground here!” I halted like a good soldier and came back; but if you think I acted funny, just let any young wife put herself in my place.

Lagerberg—Wasn't the trip from Louisiana to North Dakota quite a journey in 1876?

Klawitter—You bet it was. We were stopped in St. Louis for eight days, and it was there where I got another big scare. A soldier named Pim, who had been company cook for many years, went on a spree. His sweetheart worked for one of the officers, and of course, a private wasn't allowed in the officer's coach; but this time Pim tried to force his way past the Negro porter. Lieutenant Hodgson5 came out, and then the brawl began. Hodgson said, “I'm going to draw some of your English blood if you don't get back to your quarters!” That just made matters worse. Pim replied, “I'm going to make you shoot me,” and he commenced to tear his shirt off. Then the commanding officer came out, called the guards, and they set Pim down in a seat right in front of mine. But Pim wasn't conquered yet. He kept on swearing so long that the commanding officer put a wooden gag in his mouth, but I could still hear that he kept on trying to swear. In the morning, his tongue was so thick it completely filled his mouth. I heard Pim say that he was going to kill Hodgson if the Indians didn't beat him to it; and I wouldn't be surprised if he did, because Hodgson was killed just as his horse had crossed a river out in Montana, and Pim was out in deep water just behind him.6 Pim never denied that he shot Hodgson, either; but, you know they never did anything to Pim for that. That man Pim was just never conquered.

Lagerberg—How did you like Dakota Territory, Mrs. Klawitter?

Klawitter—Oh my goodness, it was a good thing I had grown all that I was supposed to before I came, because I would never have grown another inch after settling down there. I thought I had landed in the “jumping-off place” for sure. It was the first of April 1876 that we landed in Bismarck, North Dakota. I had never seen an Indian before in my life, and here we were, ferried across the Missouri River, right into the weirdest noises that human beings could ever make, in my estimation; but my husband told me it was nothing but an Indian war dance. All night long, the howling continued, and we just had a tent for protection. Believe me, that tent seemed pretty frail to me that first night. I could just feel the hands of an Indian reaching under the edge of the tent and dragging me out so quickly that my husband never even knew it. That's how scared I was of the Indians.


One day, while Fred was out of the house, eight or nine big Indian bucks came into my tent. They never knocked. They just walked in; they always did.

Lagerberg—What did the Indians want of you?”

Klawitter—Oh, they were just nosy, like all of them were. I had a kettle on the stove and was busy peeling potatoes, but I was so scared that several of my potatoes missed the kettle and rolled into the dirt. There was a loaf of bread on the table which the bucks were eyeing. They talked and laughed amongst themselves, but I imagined that they were eyeing the big butcher knife that lay alongside of my loaf of bread, and that they were just planning to kill me! Well, I saw the shadow of a soldier pass my tent door, and I raced through the crowd of Indians and threw myself upon him. I yelled to him that the Indians were trying to kill me. He came in kind of lazily and told me to give them that loaf of bread, and he would see that they left my house. I guess that was all they wanted, because they were willing to leave. I was so glad that I offered them all the bread in the house, but the soldier told me not to do that.

At this point, it aroused my curiosity that nothing was said about blizzards. That's usually the first topic brought up, especially by southerners. This is the nearest she came to mentioning the weather:

Klawitter—My husband was in Custer's 7th Cavalry when they were struck by a big blizzard at Yankton.7 He was Colonel Custer's orderly the day the storm broke up, and so he had to shovel the snow out of the colonel's tent. The men liked to be Custer's orderly, because the colonel always had a jug of high-grade brandy on hand. Well, Fred found the jug among the blankets, and then he found a roll of paper money wrapped in chamois skin. He returned the money to Colonel Custer, but not the jug. For his honesty, Custer gave him a $10 bill; but you know, he never asked Fred about that jug.

They never burned coal in those days, they burned hardwood. The government hired wood choppers to cut up stove wood during the winter months. There was one wood chopper named Christy who stayed in his shack after all the others had gone in the spring. Then came the big flood of 1876, which drove Christy out onto the roof of his house. He was pretty thoughtful, because he took a big bag of food with him. The next day, he was forced to go up into a tree. He sat there for two days and nights. I don't know how he saved his hands and even his fingers from freezing. We saw him up there, but nobody could help him because of the bad current. When he was finally rescued, his legs had to be amputated at the hips. But Christy insisted on making his own living. The government set him up in business selling stationery, cigars, and things; cigarettes weren't used much then, you know. In order to move about, he got an oblong plate, covered with rubber on the bottom side, which he strapped himself onto; then, by putting his hands on the floor and raising the baseboard, he traveled thus all over town. He could get about quite fast, too, and to think he never even had anyone to live with him.

Lagerberg—Did you like the food at the fort?


Klawitter—Bacon, beans, and hardtack, with beef three times a week; that was all. A fresh egg would have been a feast. But then, after I learned how to use that hardtack, we got along very nicely. Good Lord, we had all our boxes full of it. Two cakes of it would fill a quart jar full if they were well soaked up. The company cook told me how to make pudding from hardtack, and other dishes also, and then we lived much better.

There was a young Indian officer in Major Reno's company by the name of McIntosh. He was reported to have been picked up by a Lieutenant McIntosh in an Indian war in Kansas. They said that he had been picked up as a papoose who had been left discarded out on the prairie after an engagement. This young Indian officer had been educated at West Point and had done very well. I saw this newly married officer pace back and forth in front of his tent, crying bitterly.8 The cause of his grief was that he didn't want to go out and fight the Sioux Indians because he was an Indian himself, and he was afraid that he might fall into their hands and be tortured to death. Poor fellow, he knew his own people better than anyone in the camp. Custer informed him that he couldn't be a coward and still be in the United States Army, so he was taken along. Now I don't know for sure if this is actually what happened to McIntosh, but a soldier reported after the great massacre that he saw the Indians lift McIntosh out of his saddle, lay him on his stomach, and twist his head until his neck broke.9

Lagerberg—You say your husband was orderly for Captain Hale. Did you ever meet Captain Hale yourself?

Klawitter—I should say so. He sent word with his daily orderly O'Neill that I should report to him on a certain day. O'Neill came from my hometown, and he tried to scare me about my being called up on the carpet. Captain Hale was a queer fellow. He was a bachelor and spent a good deal of his time teaching the officers’ daughters how to ride horseback. He even had a funny voice. I was even scared to go into his house. I just went as far as the doorway, when he shouted, “Come in! How came you to marry my orderly?” I couldn't answer that; I guess I just stammered something. Then he said, “Well, any southern girl that will marry a Yankee soldier must have plenty of nerve. Come in here.” He led me through the hall, where he had some china dishes and silverware. “I want you to pack these well, so that they can be sent east if necessary.” Then he asked me to come into his bedroom, but that's where I drew the line. Even after he called O'Neill into the bedroom I refused to go, so he said, “Stand in the doorway, and I'll show you where to pack my bedding. You're pretty stubborn, aren't you? You must be a German.” I felt sorry for Captain Hale in a way, because it looked to me as if he didn't expect to come back from the expedition.

Lagerberg—I've heard tell there were some well-dressed women at the fort that year.

Klawitter—Yes, and $13 a month was all a soldier had to dress his wife with too. What in the world they wanted with so many dresses out there was beyond me. Believe me, we didn't spend much of our allowance for clothing.


Lagerberg—Were there any soldiers and officers from the South?

Klawitter—Yes, there were quite a few. I don't know just how many in all. I had a sister that was married and lived out at Fort Yates. The name of their headquarters was “Standing Rock Indian Agency,” later named Fort Yates. I went to visit her the first summer in Dakota, and then again the Indians nearly frightened me to death. First of all, we ferried across the river in a large flatboat, which the burly Indian bucks pulled and pushed across the river by hand, swimming the Missouri River to do it. I was sure they were going to be drowned.

Later on, a large force of hostile Indians was organized and tried to take the fort. They sent scouts to us to give us a chance to surrender. We had only three small cannon in the fort, and there were about three hundred men. The women and children were sent into the blockhouses. At Fort Lincoln, the women and children didn't go into the blockhouses for protection during Indian raids, but into a boat at the landing, which was always ready. Several times we were sent into the boat, and the boat was pulled out on the water while the men got set for the attack which they expected.

My sister and I went into the blockhouse. I was almost peeved at her because she was so cool. Our men refused to surrender. They stationed cannon in front of the fort. My sister said that you can never be killed in a blockhouse. I will admit, the timbers looked as big around as I could reach with my arms, but I said, “Can't you see that if the Indians kill everybody on the outside, they will come in here next?” “Oh,” she said, “we'll just have to trust in the Lord and pray that they won't do such a thing.” The Indians were evidently afraid of the cannon, so they surrendered and came into the fort after giving up their arms; for two days, these hostile Indians were camped in front of our house before being sent to Yankton. I was glad that they had never found out in time how much they had us outnumbered in manpower.

Lagerberg—Are there any other incidents which you remember from your life at Fort Lincoln?

Klawitter—Oh, my Lord! I shall never forget the old Mexican woman who turned out to be a man. She lived next door, to the south of me. She took care of me when I had my second baby. Her name was Mrs. Sergeant Noonan [and] was married three times, and then in the end, she turned out to be a man. She always wore a green veil over her mouth. I thought I saw a mustache once; but you know, she made me believe it was a birthmark. Nobody dared to cross her path without permission. I saw her drunk one time, bending over Sergeant Noonan with a big butcher knife, and I just know his head would have rolled if Sergeant Hill hadn't intervened. Noonan called her “Rose,” but how he could think of such a pet name for a woman without any womanly features about her is beyond me.

It was after the Custer massacre, orders were that soldiers with families were to have the biggest rooms. That's when “Old Nash” went on a drunk. (Mrs. Nash was her name by her second marriage.) I saw her go to all the women on our street and finally, to finish up, with me. She said, “Do you want my quarters?” I said, “No, no, I don't want your quarters.” She had the best quarters in camp, but I'll bet you that every woman gave her the same answer. So she said, pounding her fist on the table, “Colonel Custer let me pick the quarters I wanted, and no soldier, no officer, and not even Colonel Sturgis is going to put me out of here. I'd like to see them try. I have lived here since I came to Fort Lincoln, and I'm going to die here.” She did die there, too.10 After her death, it became known that she was a man, and Sergeant Noonan killed himself in the blacksmith's shop, as you probably know.

She was the swellest-dressed woman at the dances, but she was always clean-shaven then. She was the best nurse and the best dressmaker in the camp. She had a new dress for every ball. But, oh, what a stew there was when the truth came out. She had stayed a good deal with Nutmeier, who had soldiered at the fort until his time ran out, and then he had gone to farming just outside of our location. Well, Nutmeier left his wife, and many privates left their wives, too, because Mrs. Noonan had stayed with these women. She had stayed a good deal with many of our officers’ wives, but none of our officers were affected by it. She gave a note to the priest at Bismarck saying that there was a bag of money sewed up in her mattress which she bequeathed to the Catholic Church. In the presence of several witnesses, the priest opened the mattress and found a huge bag of money, just as she had said. Nobody will know where she got the money.

Lagerberg—Tell something about the departure of the 7th Cavalry for the Little Bighorn River.

Klawitter—Oh, I'll never forget the grand departure—wagons and wagons, full of provisions, and then a boat was loaded. It was about the middle of May. Mrs. Custer rode horseback three or four miles out with them, and other women went in ambulances. Then they had to stop, see their men depart over the horizon, and return; but many of these men never returned. We heard that they never found any dead Indians among the bodies of Custer's men. It was said that the squaws picked them up as fast as they fell.

Lagerberg—What did you do while the men were gone?

Klawitter—I had my hands full somehow. Some of the women had to wash clothes for their keep. No soldier could get married without permission, because there couldn't be more than four women in a company. On July 4, 1876, we had a big celebration at the fort. There was a swell ball in the evening. On July 5, the boat Far West came down the Missouri from the Little Bighorn loaded with dead and wounded men. We were panic-stricken. At first we thought these bodies were Custer's men, but we soon found out that it was the wounded of Major Reno's detachment. I remember one man that was carried off the ship in a basket; both arms and legs were shot off. The soldier begged that he might live to see his mother, and he did, too.

In the hustle and the bustle of the unloading of the dead and dying men, a young Indian squaw was pushed into the river. Her skirts filled up, forming a balloon on the water, so [that] she sat like a duck and went down with the current at a rapid rate. I could never figure out how she kept afloat sitting up the way she did, unless it was the wide leather belt she wore that kept the skirt tight around the waist; but as far as our eyes could see, she floated away sitting up. Four bucks in two round tub canoes went after her, and they said she had floated two miles or more before the bucks overtook her. When they came back, she was riding partly in one canoe and partly in the other. Those bucks managed to keep together so evenly against the strong current that she sat in one canoe and hung her arms and head in the other canoe. She had fainted from fright and exposure. The Indians made a big fuss and noise when she fell into the water, and a still bigger fuss in fishing her out of the canoes with ropes; but you know, they just laid her out on the shore in the sun for a while, and soon she recovered, got up, and scampered away.






PART SIX

Army Scouts and Indian Auxiliaries






My Friend, Buffalo Bill

CHARLES KING

Winners of the West 10, no. 1 (December 1932): 1, 4

Was there such a person as Buffalo Bill? You might doubt it, if you believed all that you read nowadays. Thousand of persons now living have seen the magnificent figure of William Frederick Cody1 directing the presentation of his Wild West show. But there are those who maintain that Cody was never anything but a showman, that he was only the hero of a series of dime novels and of exploits on the stage and in the arena.

It may be that Cody brought some of this on himself. He was always regarded as strictly honest when he served my regiment, the 5th Cavalry, as chief of scouts. I think there is no doubt that later, under pressure of his publicity men, perhaps when his show was in difficulties, Cody somewhat dramatized and expanded his celebrated exploits. I do not believe he ever told anything that injured anyone else or tended to detract from another's accomplishments, but there is no question but that he made the best story he could about himself.

Now, even his most celebrated exploit, the killing of Yellow Hand, the Cheyenne chief, at the fight on the War Bonnet in 1876, is doubted. That is going too far. To take a grain of salt doesn't mean that you must put it in your eye.

I saw that fight from start to finish. Probably fifteen other persons were in a position to see all or any part of it. Of these, it would seem at least a hundred survive, most of whom either killed Yellow Hand themselves or saw someone other than Buffalo Bill do it.

So long as Brig. Gen. Wesley Merritt, Col. Eugene A. Carr, Captains [Julius W.] Mason, Sanford C. Kellogg, [Edward H.] Leib, [Robert H.] Montgomery, [Edward M.] Hayes, and W. P. Hall were alive, these modern claimants for the honor of having killed Yellow Hand were silent. I never heard of the “Sergeant Jacob Blaut” whose story has been quoted. The members of the advance guard, under my command—Sergeant Schreiber, a fine old veteran of whom the entire regiment was proud, Corporal Wilkinson, and eight private troopers—were all from my own company, K, commanded by the senior captain of the regiment, Bvt. Lt. Col. Julius W. Mason.
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Capt. Charles King. KING, A GARRISON TANGLE

You will remember that in 1876, three expeditions were sent out against the Sioux under the respective commands of Brig. Gen. Alfred H. Terry, Brig. Gen. George Crook, and Col. John Gibbon. After roughly handling General Crook's column, the Indians fell on the 7th Cavalry, commanded by Lt. Col. George A. Custer and detached from Terry's column, and destroyed Custer and five of his twelve troops, the remaining seven under Major Reno and Captain Benteen suffering heavy casualties before they were rescued by Terry and Gibbon.

News of this disaster caused reinforcements to be sent to the troops in the field, and my regiment, the 5th Cavalry, was assembled from various stations in Kansas and ordered to join Crook. Shortly after we started our march, William F. Cody joined the regiment as chief of scouts, a position he had held previous to its five years’ service in Arizona, from which it recently had returned.

We were marching toward Fort Laramie with seven troops. At noon Saturday, July 15, [the] seven troops were resting at Rawhide Creek, eighteen miles from the fort, when a courier appeared with dispatches stating that some eight hundred Cheyennes were preparing to leave their reservation with the intention of joining Sitting Bull and the Sioux. Merritt decided at once to attempt to head them off. To do this, he had to march eighty to eighty-five miles around three sides of a long rectangle before the Indians could march thirty miles. Of course, the Indians did not know there was a race—the roundabout course was taken to deceive them. A direct march toward them would have driven them toward the Sioux.


Eighty and more miles in a day and a half is no easy march, but Merritt's troops made it on time, and by Sunday evening were across the trail the Indians were expected to take, at War Bonnet or Hat Creek, the Indian name being variously translated. The troops went into bivouac, hidden under the bluffs.

That night, I was detailed to command the outposts toward the southeast, from which direction the enemy was expected.

At daybreak next morning, I am on a hilltop with Corporal Wilkinson of my troop, searching the horizon for Indians. Wilkinson is first to see a small group of Cheyennes. Word is sent to Colonel Merritt. Soon we see other small bands of the enemy. Colonel Merritt, Colonel Carr, and several others come to the ridge. Among them is one troop captain, [Edwin V.] Sumner.

We see more and more Indians, but they are not approaching. Why? They do not seem to be trying to hide from us, so it does not seem probable that they suspect a trap. Our men have built very few fires, and those are well concealed.

Soon it is explained. To our right front, about four miles away, I should say, we see the white covers of our wagon train. We had supposed them left far, far behind in our rapid march, but Lt. William P. Hall has done much more than was expected of him; as it happens, almost too much.

We are worried about him. He knows the Indians are about, and he is ready with a trap for them. He has two companies of infantry as train guard, and we see no sign of them. We know why. They are hidden in the wagons.

The Cheyennes are due for a surprise when they attack that train. Before they recover from it, we shall be among them. Our scheme is not affected.

“Have the men had coffee?” Colonel Merritt asks.

“Yes, sir,” reports Adjutant William C. Forbush.

“Then let them saddle up and close in mass under the bluff,” Merritt orders. Colonel Carr leaves to see to the execution of this command. Sumner rejoins his troop.

Now comes a complication that spoils this plan and gives Buffalo Bill his chance. He and others of the scouts are with us on the hill.

Cody is the first to notice an unusual scurrying around among the Cheyennes. A dozen or so whip up their ponies and start down the ravine toward us. We look along the road by which the wagons are approaching and see why. Two couriers are advancing rapidly from the train towards us. They are Troopers Anderson and Keith of C Company, and they had ridden nearly twenty-five miles farther than we had, for C Troop had been sent from Rawhide clear up to the Niobrara crossing of the road to Fort Robinson. They have now been sent to find Merritt, and they know about where he is to be found. Of course, they have no suspicion that the Indians have arrived also.

Now this road is to our right front, and the ravine down which the Indians are approaching is to our left, ravine and trail meeting slightly to the right and in front of our position. In other words, because of the intervening high ground, the Indians must pass close in front of us in order to run down the two couriers, and all in the world they are after is those poor fellows’ scalps.


Cody is the first to see the opportunity.

“By Jove! Colonel, now's our chance.” I quoted him in Campaigning with Crook,2 and those were about his words. “Let our party mount here, and we'll cut those fellows off.”

“Up with you, then,” is Merritt's answer. “Stay where you are, King. Watch them till they are close under you, then give the word. Come down, every other man of you.”

I am the only man left on top of the hill. My hat is off. Only the top of my head and my binoculars are visible above the crest, and I am not seen. Merritt and two staff officers, Forbush and J. Haydon Parbee of the 23rd Infantry, are crouching just out of sight down the slope. Nearby are Sergeant Schreiber and Corporal Wilkinson.

Cody, who was quick to see the chance and who first suggested it, is given the honor of leading the dash. He is mounted and ready below. With him are two scouts and five or six private troopers. The scouts are Tate and White, the latter Buffalo Bill's shadow and great admirer, known, for these reasons, as “Buffalo Chips.” He was killed a few weeks later at Slim Buttes, where the chief American Horse was slain.

I watch the Indians through my binoculars. If I give the word too soon, they may take alarm and escape. If I wait too long, they may get the scalps of those two men. It is a magnificent sight as I see them drawing near, their beautiful long war bonnets trailing, the sun flashing from their armlets and polished lances, in their war paint, with their gaily decorated rawhide shields.

I look back. “All ready, General?”

“All ready, King. Give the word when you like.”

I wait until I hear the panting of their ponies, until they are much less than a hundred yards away. “Now lads, in with you.” Those were my exact words. They are so quoted in Campaigning with Crook, and in an article which appeared in the New York Herald of July 23, 1876, of which more later.

Cody gives a cheer and leads his little band against the Indians’ flank. The next few moments are busy ones. Merritt, Corporal Wilkinson, and the rest spring up beside me to see the attack. For a moment we see nothing, as both parties have been carried beyond our view. We hear a shot, and then another, and look eagerly to see what is going on.

Suddenly, Wilkinson pulls at Colonel Merritt's sleeve excitedly; he points to the front; we are looking to the left. There, just in front of us, we see a fine figure of an Indian on horseback. He has just darted into view, and hearing the shots and shouts behind him, he reins in quickly. He tries to see what is going on.

“Shall I fire?” Wilkinson asks.

“Yes, if you like,” Merritt snaps.

The corporal fires. The Indian swings down in his saddle, and almost immediately an answer to that whistles by Colonel Merritt's ear, whether fired from under the horse's neck or otherwise I am not certain, but probably in the manner you may have seen in Wild West shows or in the movies, the Indian swinging down behind his pony's body.

The newspaper account says this Indian was shot by Wilkinson, but I do not think so. I think he was so excited that he missed. The only importance of this is that later, Wilkinson got the idea into his head that he had killed Yellow Hand. Yellow Hand was shot only a few yards away, but it is doubtful if Wilkinson shot anybody, and I am sure that this was not the Indian called Yellow Hand. I think this was the only shot Wilkinson fired that day.

Years later, Buffalo Bill's show played in the town where Wilkinson was then living, and as was his invariable custom when he heard of an old comrade being nearby, Cody paid high tribute to him in his press notices and invited him to come out to the show. They got together and presumably divided the honors; at all events, Wilkinson said no more about shooting Yellow Hand, and Cody, of course, said nothing to discredit Wilkinson's story of having killed an Indian chief in the battle. The story still crops up, but that is all the basis for it.

But as these shots were fired, that of Wilkinson and that of the Cheyenne, I see the main body of the Indians rushing down the ravine and coming up by the dozens from all along the ridge. I shout a warning to Merritt.

“Send up the first company,” he orders, and springs to his saddle, followed by his adjutant.

The first company is my company, K Troop (they were known officially as companies, although troop is now the proper designation in cavalry). Its commander is Captain and Brevet Lieutenant Colonel Mason.

Of course, I look around for my horse, but the orderly, who has been holding several, has lost him, and I see him dashing across the plain. It is perhaps forty-five seconds before I run him down, and then I am in a bad position for mounting. The McClellan saddle is high, the blanket roll and other field equipment of that day pile it up higher, and I have a crippled right arm.3 We circle around two or three times before I am able to make it, but I am mounted in time to join the first platoon of my company.

Now, this is long in the telling, but it is perhaps not much more than sixty seconds from the time we hear the first shot until we are dashing past Cody, who is standing over the body of the Indian chief he has killed, waving the handsome war bonnet and shouting something, perhaps it is “The first scalp for Custer.” That is the way he always told the story, and it is probable—the event was fresh, and everyone was thinking of it. But it was a war bonnet, not a scalp he was waving. He could not have scalped the Indian in that short a time.

Nearby we see the Indian's pony, dead, in a heap.

The Indian was identified as Hay-o-wei, a young Cheyenne leader. The name was translated for us by a half-breed guide known as Little Bat as meaning “Yellow Hand,” and so we always called him in speaking of the affair. Much later, an Indian authority who claims to know the Cheyenne language told me the name really means “Yellow Hair” and probably refers to a scalp he had taken, possibly a white woman's.


Now, what had happened.

If any reliance can be placed on the stories of the affair in Cody's autobiographies, Hay-o-wei recognized Cody when he first appeared and called out, “Come on! Come on! White Long Hair!” (In Cheyenne, according to Cody, “White Long Hair” was Cody's Indian name.)

Later, this doubtful story was expanded to a medieval romance involving a challenge and a duel between the lines. There was nothing like that. It was all over very quickly, and it was a general fight, although Cody and Hay-o-wei met without interference. The others were all busy.

As near as I could make out at the time, from what I saw and from what two soldiers who were in the charge with Cody said, both fired at once, Cody's shot piercing Hay-o-wei's leg and his pony's heart. The Indian's shot missed Cody, but Cody's horse stepped into a gopher hole and threw him. The soldiers say Cody got up, recovered his rifle, and fired again, the shot killing the Indian, who, of course, was also on the ground.

That was the story as I first wrote it. When we reached Fort Laramie after the long, dusty march, and I was just setting out for a swim in the North Platte, Cody brought me a telegram from the New York Herald, then edited by James Gordon Bennett, asking for an account of his services in the campaign. Because he knew well I was his warm friend, and because he believed I had seen the entire affair between himself and Hay-o-wei, he asked me to write my account of the fight. Because the matter was urgent, and because I knew it meant much to him, I went at once with him and two civilians to the little frame building in which were the adjutant's office and one or two other rooms.

I wrote a brief story, and when I read it aloud to Cody, his companions, and the listening telegrapher, I noticed the expression of pleasure on Cody's face at the rather vivid description.

“How'll that do?” I asked him as I finished.

“Oh, it's bully,” he said. “It's fine, only—” but though he hesitated, he let it go, possibly thinking that as he asked me to write, he ought to stand by what I wrote, so that never until long years after, forty-five years perhaps, when we were together at Pine Ridge agency, did he tell me that he had finished Hay-o-wei with a big hunting knife.

“Why, we have it at home on the mantelpiece,” he said.

Well, perhaps he did. Perhaps in his excitement, Cody plunged in with his knife even as the poor fellow was dying, or perhaps it was a hand-to-hand fight with knives, as he sometimes told the story, but if so, it couldn't have lasted very long. Whatever happened, Cody was in considerable danger at that time, and one cannot blame him for making certain he wouldn't get a shot in the back. It was not civilized warfare.

The newspaper story, however, was not printed as I wrote it, and I presume one of the men present was a reporter, who added other material he had gathered. My own story, four years later, in Campaigning with Crook, was to the same effect, however.


But, at all events, Cody was waving the war bonnet as we of Company K dashed by in a charge on the would-be rescuers, just emerging from the ravine.

The Indians fire a chattering volley as our long blue line pops over the ridge, but as they see the gray horse troop—[Troop] B, Capt. Robert H. Montgomery—about sixty yards to the right rear, and Troop I, Brevet Lieutenant Colonel Kellogg, coming front into line at the gallop about the same distance to our left rear, they wheel and scatter.

We advance cautiously in open order to the ridge, but as it is gained, we see the Indians fleeing in all directions. We follow them thirty-five miles to the reservation, but they keep ahead, and by the time we get there, it is impossible to tell which have been out on the war party and which remained as friendly as all of them pretend to be.

But we have kept eight hundred reinforcements from Sitting Bull, and the Cheyennes are discouraged from going on the warpath. And no one can take the credit from Buffalo Bill of having led and planned the first attack, and of having killed the leader of the Indian party.






Service of Scouts and Couriers in the Indian Wars

JOHN W. REDINGTON1

[Boise] Idaho Statesman, March 29, 1931

Men who rendered very valuable military service as volunteer U.S. scouts and couriers during Indian Wars fulfilled all the dictionary definitions of “enlist” and “soldier.” They participated in battles and skirmishes, were subject to the articles of war and army regulations, wore the army frontier uniforms, used government arms and ammunition, and furnished their own horses and horse furniture at time of enlistment. And yet, the War Department and the Pension Bureau refuse to give them any standing as soldiers, and put them into the noncombatant class as mere civilian employees of the Quartermaster's Department, although they never took orders from quartermasters or had anything to do with the Quartermaster's Department. This unjust, erroneous, and ridiculous classification rates them as though they were swivel-chair clerks back at headquarters, many miles from the firing line, or were far in the rear with the pack train, sandpapering petrified perspiration off the insides of aparejos, or riding the bell mare.

[Brig.] Gen. Hugh L. Scott,2 whose long cavalry service on the frontier makes him a good judge of such matters, wrote, “The services of many scouts were more valuable to a commander than a battalion of troops.”

Col. H. L. Bailey,3 who served through several Indian wars, wrote to J. W. Redington:

In the old frontier days of the Indian Wars, when our little army campaigned over the roughest regions in the mountains of Oregon, Idaho, Washington, and Montana, when you were a scout, you always came into camp or bivouac at the critical moment, after the commanding officer and others had said, “He's scalped! He could not get through with his dispatches! No one could make it through a region swarming with hostiles!” And I have often said that yourself and the little handful of scouts saved our immense country as much time and expense in those Indian Wars as several regiments of good soldiers, and for the clear reason that we could not in those wild frontier days employ the airships that armies now use. Several times I have thought that the scout I had sent out was throwing away his young life for patriotism and glory, and the advancement of civilization on the frontier, where savage domination had to be conquered and way made for home builders.
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[Lt.] Gen. Nelson A. Miles, who conducted several successful campaigns against hostile Indians in winning the West, wrote to J. W. Redington from New York in 1923: “Your very kind letter was duly received and appreciated, but I am unable to inform you why the scouts, who were very brave men, doing heroic service either in advance of the main body of troops, or on the firing line, should be classed as noncombatants and civilian employees. When I return to Washington, I will inquire into the matter.”

Colonel G. W. Webb, one of the Winners of the West,4 who did his part in the Regular army making way for civilization, wrote: “Knowing what the old-time army scout on the plains really meant to the army itself, and how his work supplemented the work of some of our great commanders to such an extent that their glory was largely the result of the knowledge and work of the scouts rather than anything they really did themselves, and then witness the ungrateful and inhuman treatment accorded these scouts in their old-age days of need, I get too hot for utterance, and have no adequate words at my command to express my feelings.”

[Lt. Col.] George A. Custer's widow, in one of her thrilling frontier books, wrote: “I have known scout Reynolds, who fell in that last battle, to start out from Fort Lincoln in awful winter weather, when even our officers, accustomed to hardships as they were, were forbidden to go. When I watched the scouts start away alone, I invariably thanked heaven that I was born a woman, and consequently no deed of valor would ever be expected of me. I felt, though, were I compelled to be brave, I would far rather go into battle with the inspiration of the trumpet call and the clash of arms, than to ride away alone and take my life in my hands, in regions swarming with hostile savages, as did the scouts.”

Dr. Cyrus Townsend Brady,5 the famous author, wrote: “The work of scouts in the Indian Wars was invaluable, and but for it, much that was accomplished would have failed, in spite of the best efforts of the army. Scouts have been hardly dealt with officially, and I do not see why the standing of soldiers should be denied to men who engaged in military duty under the command of the United States. Whether they were regularly mustered in or not should make no difference, so long as they have faced the firing line.”

General O. O. Howard said:

During my campaigns against hostile Indians in the Pacific Northwest, my scouts were the eyes and ears of my little army, and were commanded by Col. Ruben Robbins and Capt. S. G. Fisher. The latter, night and day, with force and without, hung fearlessly in the skirts of the enemy. At first he had fifty Bannock Indians, but when he made a charge on the Nez Perce rear guard, all but seven deserted him, but he kept right on the trail of the enemy with only those seven, a white scout named Gird, our youthful scout, J. W. Redington, and two near-Indians, Baptiste and Charles Rainey.

In the Bannock Indian War of 1878, when they, the hostiles, combined celerity with hostility and had carefully concealed their trail, they were discovered by two excellent scouts, Frank Parker and J. W. Redington, who dashed into camp and gave me the location by mountain landmarks. Then followed the battle of Bear Fork of Birch Creek, in which my command defeated the Indians, who then retreated into the thick timber, evidently heading for the Umatilla reservation, where they hoped that the Umatilla tribe would join them in their war. I supposed that Capt. Evan Miles, with the 21st Infantry, was somewhere thirty or forty miles to the southeast, near Camas Prairie, coming towards my command, so Scout Redington made an all-night ride with an order to Captain Miles to make a forced march to the Umatilla agency and head off the hostiles before they could consolidate with the Umatillas. This he did, arriving at daybreak, just ahead of the Bannocks, and then followed the battle of Cayuse Station, in which the hostiles were defeated by the 21st Infantry, Captain Bendire's Troop K, of the 1st Cavalry, and some Pendleton volunteers. This was the pivotal battle of the Bannock War, and had our soldiers been defeated, the Umatilla warriors would have joined the hostiles.
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Maj. Edward S. Farrow, who commanded Farrow's Scouts during the Sheepeater Indian War in Idaho, in writing from New York in 1905 to J. W. Redington, said: “I often think of our hard campaigns in the rough Salmon River Mountains, when Farrow's Scouts were making history, and I always think of you as one of the most daring, energetic, and successful of all my scouts.”

Writing of the last battle of the Nez Perce Indian War, General Miles said:

Learning that the hostile Nez Perces under Chief Joseph had adroitly evaded the two commands sent against them, I started from the mouth of Tongue River, on the Yellowstone, with a command, and by exerting every energy and forced marches, went diagonally across the country 260 miles to intercept them near the Bear Paw Mountains, thirty miles south of the Canadian line. I had to rely on what I thought would be their probable route and on what information could be gathered by sending scouts long distances in advance.

While making our difficult march under cover of the Little Rocky Range of mountains, I was getting information of the movements of the hostiles from scouts who were long distances in advance of our command. As we drew near in the early morning of September 12, 1877, the scouts reported the hostiles in camp eight miles distant. All our encumbrances were left with the reserve; everything was prepared for action, and with eight troops of cavalry and four companies of mounted infantry, the command moved toward the Indian camp at a rapid walk, which soon was quickened to a trot, then a slow gallop, and then the rush of a wild charge at the close, and the battle was on.

At the battle of the North Fork of the John Day, Oregon, in 1878, the hostile Snake Indians arranged an ambuscade for the 1st Cavalry to ride right into and get slaughtered. But a dozen scouts under Col. Ruben Robbins, two miles in advance of the troopers, jumped the ambushers, drew their fire, and showed the soldiers where they were. Scout Froman was killed, and Jack Campbell and three other scouts were wounded. This scouting saved the troopers and showed them where they were at when the battle began.

Col. C. E. S. Wood,6 now of Los Gatos, California, was an active aide-de-camp on the staff of General Howard through the Indian Wars, and wrote:

During the Nez Perce Indian War of 1877, part of my duty was to take charge of scouts and couriers. They were engaged in the military service quite as much as the enlisted men, and they were not, in the military sense, civilians or noncombatants.

John W. Redington was by my authority and to my knowledge, so enrolled as scout and courier, and as such he rendered most valuable military service—fearless and intelligent. He carried dispatches through hostile territory at the risk of his life, and more than once encountered the enemy. He was in several engagements on the fighting line, and his services were those of a brave, efficient soldier. He also served as scout and courier during the Bannock-Paiute Indian War of 1878, and was one of Farrow's Scouts in campaign against the hostile Sheepeater Indians in the Salmon River Mountains of Idaho.






Some Famous Scouts: An Interview with General Sheridan

WILLIAM E. CURTIS1

National Tribune, January 14, 1886

“I thought it was only a newspaper yarn, and I didn't pay much attention to it,” said General Sheridan the other day, when I asked his opinion of the proposition made by Congressman Laird of Nebraska to raise a regiment of cowboys to put down the Apaches in Arizona.

“But would you favor any such thing?”

“No; I don't believe I would. I haven't much confidence in the fighting qualities of the cowboys. They can yell and drink and shoot, and when they get drunk are pretty desperate fellows around a town, but they don't know half as much about trailing an Indian as an ordinary soldier of the Regular army, and I reckon if there was a race between an Apache and a cowboy, the cowboy would be a little ahead.”

“While I was down at Bowie2 the other day,” continued the general, “a ranchman came in and wanted to see me. He said that a few days before, a party of Apaches had lit on his ranch, burned his barns, stampeded a lot of cattle, and killed a woman or two, I believe, and he was mad as a wild cat about it. He thought the government ought to furnish protection for the pioneers of the Republic and made a very fine speech about the duty of the army and all that.”

“‘How many Indians were there in the raiding party?’ said I [Sheridan].”

“‘Five,’ he replied.”

“‘How many cattle have you got?’”

“‘Ten thousand head.’”

“‘How many cowboys?’”

“‘Twenty-seven.’”

“Then I got up and just went for him. ‘Do you mean to tell me,’ I said, ‘that your twenty-seven cowboys let five Indians walk in and burn your ranch and kill your women and stampede your cattle, and then sent you down here to complain to the government about the army not protecting you?’”

“He said that the cowboys were taken unawares and supposed that the Indians were more than five; but that was no excuse. And the same thing has happened again and again—too often to leave me any faith in the cowboy as a fighter, and that is why I don't approve of the plan.”
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“But you tried it once,” I replied. “You had a battalion of cowboys in Kansas in the Indian War of 1868–69, and they did splendid service.”

“No, I didn't,” answered the general somewhat warmly. “There wasn't a cowboy in that crowd. Every man of them was an old soldier from the Union army; maybe there were three or four Confederates, for the Johnnie were beginning to go out west then, but every blessed soul was a veteran who had smelled powder in the war. And more than that, nearly all were settlers on the frontier who had had their cabins burned, and some had seen their wives and children scalped by the redskins and were hot for vengeance. A regiment of such fellows I have a good deal of faith in, but you won't find any old veterans among the cowboys. There are lots of them on ranches and farms, and some are in trade down in Apache country, but the cowboys are generally young fellows, wild and reckless, who maybe would enjoy the fun of the campaign, but the minute they struck Indians, they would scatter.”

“How large a battalion of veteran frontiersmen did you have in ’69?”

“There was only a company—about sixty all told,3 but every one would fight ten times his weight in wildcats, as their experience showed. You remember the fight they had on the Arickaree Fork of the Republican?4 That was one of the hardest fights that ever occurred, and if I could get a regiment of such men as Forsyth had, there would be some sense in sending them after the Apaches.”

Continued General Sheridan, “But it is more difficult to fight Indians in the mountains than on the plains, particularly when they know the country and the troopers don't. Did you ever hear of my ‘underground monitors?’” asked the general. “I had a lot of them on the plains in those days,5 and they did splendid service.”

“Underground monitors?”

“Yes; didn't you ever hear of them? Well, you see, we used to dig out a trench fifteen or twenty feet square and about five feet deep, put up heavy timbers around and on top of it, and cover them over with dirt and sod, leaving a few holes to fire out of. Then we would dig a tunnel thirty or forty feet long from the monitor to an outlet just big enough for a man to crawl through. There was no way to get into the monitor except by this tunnel, you know, and as it was bulletproof, a dozen men could hold the fort against a thousand savages. There wasn't one of them captured in all that long Indian war, and a hundred attempts were made. As soon as the Indians saw a mound of earth and sod, they would steer clear of it.”

“What did you use them for?”

“Well, you know, we had army posts and cantonments scattered all over the plains and were sending messengers back and forth all the while. These monitors were placed at intervals along the plains and gave the scouts shelter and a place to rest on the way. If they were pursued by Indians, all they had to do was to make a break for one of the monitors and crawl into the hole, where they were perfectly safe. The monitors were within riding distance of each other, and the scouts were always well mounted. Their horses could always outrun a lot of Indian ponies. Then again, you know, there were scouting parties out all the while, scouring the plains for Indian signs, and the monitors were comfortable hotels for them to stop at. I've put up at them myself many a time.”

Continued General Sheridan, “The first time I ever saw Bill Cody (Buffalo Bill), he came up from Fort Dodge to Fort Harker, where I was staying, with a very important dispatch. He was riding a pony express then; it was in 1868, I believe, and the plains were covered with Indians, so that it was a job few men would have cared to undertake. Bill was the only man that was willing to do it, and he brought that message to me about two hundred miles. It was necessary to send a reply right back, but I couldn't find anyone around Fort Harker who was willing to go. It was just like riding straight by the mouth of hell, you see, and the men were afraid they might get caught by the draft and drawn in.”

“When Bill Cody found out that I was not able to find a man of my own who had the nerve to undertake the job he had just gone through, he said he'd go back for me. He was just off a two-hundred-mile ride and was all played out, and I was afraid he wouldn't be able to get through again; but he said he would and he did, and he's been my friend ever since. I employed him at once, and he was with me for a long while as my confidential and most reliable scout. He comes to see me always when he is in Washington, and used to do the same when I was in Chicago. I have never failed to say a good word for Bill Cody, for he is an honorable man and a brave one—a gentleman, every inch of him.”

“Did you ever know Wild Bill?”6

“Yes, I knew Wild Bill, but I never heard or saw anything good of him. He was a fraud, an impostor, you see; a newspaper hero. Wild Bill got his reputation through an article written for Harper's Magazine by Col. George Ward Nichols,7 who ran across him somewhere, heard him boasting of what he had done and could do, and took it all in. The article was widely copied, and then the dime novel writers commenced to use him as a hero for their stories of adventure—all of which were pure fiction, but many people thought they were true. He got to be the fashion, don't you know; people got crazy over Wild Bill, and of course furnished him plenty of capital to spread himself around on. But he was a worthless, drunken rowdy, and nothing else. As a scout, he never amounted to anything, as the army people never had any confidence in him; and he was such a miserable coward—one of the most infernal cowards I ever knew. I never saw one of those loud-talking bullies who wasn't a coward, and Wild Bill was the worst braggart I ever saw. He used to go around with the six-shooters hanging all over him from his hair to his heels, and a big knife in his boot, and talk as if he ate a man every morning for breakfast, but as soon as anybody began to talk back, he'd crawl under the table. What was the name of that fellow who killed an actor down in Texas?”

“Curry?”

“Yes, Curry.8 Well, one day Curry came into town where I was, and he heard that Wild Bill was blowing around and talking about cleaning out the town, you know. Curry was a young fellow then, but he'd walk right into the mouth of a cannon, and he started out to hunt for Wild Bill. When I heard of it, I concluded there would be murder before night and one less subject for the hangman, but it didn't turn out so. Curry found Wild Bill in a saloon somewhere, blowing about himself as usual, and made him crawl on the ground.”

“One of the best scouts I ever knew was poor Will Comstock.9 He was a quiet, unassuming fellow, very exclusive and odd in his ways, but he had a scent like a bloodhound and was as accurate as a compass. There was some mystery about Comstock. He was one of those men, you know, that never gave himself away; he never used the personal pronoun, and seldom spoke except when somebody asked him a question, which he would answer in a low tone of voice and in a very few words. He had no partner, as such men usually do, but always went alone. There was a story that he was the son of a Delaware squaw by a white trapper, but I don't know whether it was true or not. The poor fellow was butchered by the Indians in a most cowardly way. I sent him into an Indian village to invite the chiefs to a council, and while he was on his way to my camp with them, he was shot in the back by someone behind. The Indians always claimed that a gun went off by accident, but I never believed it.”

“California Joe10 as a splendid scout,” continued General Sheridan, “but he was a quarrelsome fellow and was forever in some row. He was lynched up in the Black Hills. He had a fuss with a gambler over a game of cards and challenged him to a duel. When the two men stood up, Joe got the first shot and laid the other fellow out cold. He tried to get away, but the gambler's friends caught him and lynched him.”

“Who was the best scout you ever had?”

“Ben Clark.”11

“And who is Ben Clark?”

“I never knew who he was or where he came from, but he was the best scout I ever had. He sort of dropped down on me like a godsend when I wanted him most. It was when I was just about starting on the Washita campaign and couldn't find anybody that knew the country. Ben Clark all of a sudden made his appearance, just as if he had dropped down from the skies, and proved to be the very man I wanted.”

“What became of him?”

“He is down at Fort Reno writing a history of the Cheyenne language for me. Clark is a man of great intelligence and a good education, and I have always tried to give him something to do.”






Scouting for Colonel Miles

JOSEPH CULBERTSON1

Winners of the West 10, no. 12 (November 1933): 1, 3

I left my old home at Fort Benton with my father, Alexander Culbertson,2 in the year of 1872 and went to Fort Browning, which was located at the mouth of Poplar Creek, just south of where the town of Dodson stands, on the Milk River. Browning was the only agency between Fort Buford, North Dakota, and Fort Benton. It was the agency for all the Sioux and Lower Assiniboine Indians. Jack Simmons was the Indian agent for the Fort Peck reservation at that time, and James Stuart, the brother of Granville Stuart,3 was subagent.

In 1873, Browning was abandoned and moved to Fort Peck, a trading post located at the mouth of the Big Dry, on the north side of the Missouri River, twenty miles south of Glasgow. In that year, a delegation of twenty-five Sioux Indians, the agent, my father, [and] myself went to Washington to visit General Grant, then president of the United States. After visiting all of the principal cities of the United States, we returned by way of Salt Lake to Helena, and then down to Fort Peck. A month was consumed in making the trip.

After the Custer fight, June 1876, Sitting Bull left the mouth of Powder River in the month of December [and] headed for Canada with about 150 lodges. Colonel Miles and [Lieutenant] Baldwin were soon on the red chief's tail with their command of infantry and cavalry. Colonel Miles came down the Big Dry to old Fort Peck, but the old chief, getting on to Miles's move, beat it back to the head of the Redwater, leaving fifty or seventy-five of his men to watch Miles's movements while he was getting into winter camp.

Miles split his command, taking all of the scouts, including his chief scout, “Yellowstone” Kelly.4 They went up Crow Creek and then back to old Fort Keogh. Baldwin had no scouts and, sending for me, asked me how I would like a job as scout under the command of Colonel Miles. I was only nineteen years old and didn't know whether to take the job or not. My father told me I had better go.

I took the job, the soldiers giving me the nickname “Boy Scout,” which I still go by. We pulled out of old Fort Peck for the mouth of the Little Porcupine. The first fight we had was just below the mouth of the Milk River. Our next fight was at the mouth of the Little Porcupine on our way back to Fort Peck. We captured ten lodges under the leadership of Charging Thunder, Sitting Bull's right-hand scout, who is still living on the Standing Rock reservation.

After returning to Fort Peck, Lieutenant Baldwin sent for me and said, “Joe, we will start for Wolf Point and cross the river, going up the Redwater to its head, and then to Fort Keogh.” I replied that I didn't know much about the country on the south side of the Missouri, but that I would do my best. The lieutenant's reply was “Joe, you have done fine work, and although you are a young man, I put a great deal of confidence in you.”

We left Wolf Point about December 11 and camped at the head of Wolf Creek, which empties into the Redwater. After striking the Redwater, we took our time. About the fifth day out, I began to see signs of Indians but said nothing. After camping about where the town of Circle now stands, Lieutenant Baldwin sent for me and said, “Joe, the command will lay over here and rest the mules, and I want you to make a scout to see if you can see any fresh Indian trails leading toward the Yellowstone.”

I was a little bit shaky, as I was not much on the fight, but said nothing. I had one of the best horses in the country and an excellent pair of field glasses, and I felt just as foxy as any Indian that ever ran the Badlands of Montana.

The winter of 1876 was a severe, open winter with not much snow. On the morning of the seventeenth,5 I started out alone on my scouting trip, which gained for me the confidence of old Indian fighters in eastern Montana.

It was a fine morning, but snowing a little, when I pulled out from the command. About ten miles out from camp, on Timber Creek,6 which runs into the Redwater, I noticed two buffalo running. I got out of sight and pulled my field glasses out and kept a watch on them. I noticed a horseman on the trail of the buffalo and thought some of going back to the command. My feet began to get cold, and I thought of home. But I went farther up the creek to where Timber Creek heads into the Badlands just east of the Sheep Mountains. Here I spied old Sitting Bull's winter camp. He had gone into camp, thinking he was safe for the winter.

After locating the country and satisfying myself as to the number of Indians there were, I hit the back trail for the command, and I sure made time. As I rode into camp, Baldwin, with one of his officers, met me and shook my hand and said, “Joe, what luck?”

“Too many Indians for your command,” I replied.7

We lay that night, and about five the next morning pulled out. I was in the lead with Baldwin, when at about 2:00 p.m., we had almost got to within a mile of the Indian camp before the command was discovered with the Indians.

As soon as the alarm was given, one could see Indians coming from all directions. There were about four Indians to one white man. The Indian camp was well sheltered along the creek, with plenty of timber on each side of the camp. The fight was a hot one, and for a while, the bucks held the troopers back while the squaws and papooses were making their getaway. Baldwin gave the command to charge, and the whole camp was captured, with six hundred head of horses, two or three hundred robes, and their winter supply of dried meat.8

The next morning, we pulled out for Fort Keogh, but before reaching the fort, we had another fight on Custer Creek.9 We fought Sitting Bull's men four times that winter, but he made his way into Canada.

In the spring of 1877, Sitting Bull crossed the Missouri above the mouth of Hill Creek and camped on one of the points on the north bank of the Missouri. Here high water overtook him, and he lost much of his camp outfit. He then pulled down Larb Creek and crossed the Milk River at the Big Bend, north of Saco, and returned into Canada.

The winter of 1876–77 put an end to Sitting Bull's fighting.

After we had returned to Fort Keogh, on Christmas Eve, Colonel Miles sent for me and paid me a high compliment for the work I had done. The next morning, Colonel Miles sent for me again and asked if I would take a dispatch back to Fort Peck, a distance of 150 miles, to which I assented with pleasure. I pulled out that night and the following morning was beating down the Redwater. I made the trip in one night and two days.

I remained in the service for twenty long years and have thirty-two honorable discharges and a medal presented to me by the government for services rendered to the United States Army.10






Scouting under Miles

HUNTER LIGGETT1

Miles City [Montana] Daily Star, May 24, 1934

Early in March 1880, word was received at Fort Keogh, Montana, that a war party of Sioux Indians from Sitting Bull's camp in Canada had come south and that they were raiding isolated ranches in the Yellowstone Valley, stealing horses, etc.

This was surprising, for Indians, as a rule, remain in their villages in the winter. The ground was frozen deeply, and the whole countryside was covered with snow. This first report was soon confirmed, and it was believed that this band had been in the country for quite a while, and that they had stolen ponies from the friendly Crow Indians encamped on the Bighorn River and had their rendezvous in the rough, wooded region about the forks of the Rosebud River.

The commander of the District of the Yellowstone acted with his usual decision. He was Col. Nelson A. Miles, 5th Infantry, United States Army—which he later commanded as lieutenant general. Troops were at once ordered out “to drive the hostiles out of the country and to recover the stolen stock.”

One column, consisting of Company E, 5th Infantry (Mounted), and thirty or forty Cheyenne Indians under Captain Ewers,2 was directed over the Fort Keogh–Fort Custer Trail to the upper Rosebud.

A second column, consisting of Companies I and K, 5th Infantry, with several Cheyenne scouts, was sent north of the Yellowstone by the stage road toward the mouth of the Rosebud, to act from there according to circumstance. This column was commanded by Capt. F. D. Baldwin, 5th Infantry—later a major general, U.S. Army. Lieutenant Bowen3 was in command of Company K, and Captain Borden4 of Company I. The writer went with this column.

A third column, under Captain Hamilton,5 2nd Cavalry, consisting of two troops of the 2nd Cavalry and several scouts, was ordered in a general northwesterly direction toward the great bend of the Big Dry River, an effluent of the Missouri. All troops left the post after dark on March 6, 1880.

Baldwin's column marched rapidly and reached the ranch on the north bank of the Yellowstone River, opposite the mouth of the Rosebud, before daylight March 7. The command was hidden in the woods, and the scouts, after a rest, were sent westward to look for trails. There was a telegraph station at this ranch, and we were in direct communication with Fort Keogh.
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On the night march, we had stopped at several ranches and in each case were informed that stock was missing. Every ranchman met us at the door with his Winchester rifle, ready for business, and they were all very nervous. No news was received March 7, and that night we marched west on the stage road to the mouth of Big Porcupine Creek. The troops again bivouacked in the woods, and we prepared to send our scouts out to look the country over for trails, when about 7:00 a.m. we received a wire from Fort Keogh, brought by a courier from the Rosebud telegraph station, that Captain Ewers's column had established contact with the Sioux war party. The Sioux had made an attempt to run off the Cheyenne ponies but had failed, and that he was on their trail—morning of March 7 before daybreak.

From the cavalry, we had no news. Baldwin immediately got his command together, crossed the Yellowstone on the ice, and took a direction which he calculated would head off the Sioux or cut their trail. We bivouacked that night, March 8, without fires, in a ravine east of Pryor's Creek. At 4:00 a.m. March 8, we were again on the move. About 2:00 p.m., our scouts found a very heavy trail leading north, which we followed rapidly. In an hour, we came to a place where there had been a fight. We found there one dead Sioux and two dead Cheyennes. From this locality, two trails diverged, one leading north and the other eastward. The scouts, after looking over both trails, said that the one leading east was the Sioux trail, and we took it rapidly. After an hour or more of hard riding, we reached the Rosebud and found at the crossing Lieutenant Miller and some soldiers of Company E, 5th Infantry, with the Cheyennes.

Miller told us that early the evening before, the Sioux had tried to run off some horses from Company E and had failed. He, with a detachment of Company E men and the Cheyennes, had at once pursued, using a lantern part of the time. About dawn that morning, the Cheyennes discovered the Sioux resting and cooking. That he had planned to surround the war party but failed because of the impetuosity of some of the young Cheyennes. That the Sioux became alarmed, and seeing Cheyennes only, part of the Sioux war party charged the Cheyenne scouts while the remainder drove off the stock, and in the fight, one Sioux—evidently the chief of the band—was killed by one of the soldiers, but not before the Indian had killed two Cheyennes. He had with his detachment all the camp equipage, saddles, etc., of the Sioux. He told us the Sioux got away with a bunch of horses—some 150 or more—and that he wanted to follow them, but that his Cheyennes were not willing to do so. They probably argued that their medicine was bad.

Baldwin lost no time in repining, but at once started his command down the Rosebud, determined to make a parallel pursuit rather than to ride so far back in order to again pick up the trail. It was very dark in the narrow valley, and after a hard march, we reached the telegraph station opposite the mouth of the Rosebud River about 10:00 p.m. Men and horses were very tired. After a rest of an hour or so, I was directed with a scout to ride west on the stage road to find, if possible, where the hostiles had crossed it. A report of the happenings of the day were sent by wire to Fort Keogh.

It was a clear night, bright because of the snow, so cold that we wore our buffalo overcoats and fur caps. We started, but had gone but a short distance when we were halted by two men sitting on their horses at the edge of a road directly in our front.

“White men or Indians?” We probably looked anything but soldiers. We lost no time in replying, “White men.” Two frontiersmen rode up to us, still keeping us covered, until assured we were what we claimed to be. They were a cool pair, or they would have fired first and asked questions later. One was named Hawkins, and his partner was called “Bud.” His other name I have forgotten.

We found that Hawkins had been in the skirmish of the previous morning, and though wounded by a bullet through his leg, had followed the Sioux trail to the stage road and thence come to the telegraph office to report. Bud had joined him en route, and four other ranchmen who had lost horses appeared. Baldwin at once wired this information to Fort Keogh, aroused the command, and we moved west under Hawkins's guidance.
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The advance party, with which I rode, was composed of six ranchmen and four soldiers. We were all hungry and tired, but our horses, having had a rest and a good feed, were feeling their oats, and we pushed on rapidly. Hawkins said the trail was very fresh, and he thought we would overtake the war party in the morning, March 9.

About 6:00 A.M. March 9, we reached the point on the stage road where the Indian trail crossed, and here we halted to await the arrival of Captain Baldwin and the rest of the command. And now there happened a tragedy.

Lieutenant Bowen had with him a real hip-pocket [bottles] of old-fashioned bourbon whiskey, and in the goodness of his heart, he offered us a drink. We needed the stuff badly and dismounted to properly honor the occasion. Standing in the road, Bowen sought his prize and brought it forth with quite a flourish. That movement was fatal. The precious bottle left his gloved hand and hit the only rock not snow covered in all Montana. There was a horrible crash, and our treat was not.

A weary sigh of disappointment, and we remounted and again took up our pursuit. Not a word was spoken. Feeling was too deep for expression. This was the first time I had ever seen a hip-pocket bottle. There have been many since, some of which no rock could injure. We wished this one also had been indestructible.

We took the hostile trail, which led northward toward the Little Porcupine Creek, through a jumble of hills and ravines, and about 7:30 a.m. routed the war party out of the hollow in which they had rested their tired stock.

When we first sighted them, they were moving in a compact body up a slope and about six hundred yards in our front. Not an Indian was visible, as they were in the bunch of stock, leading their ponies and moving the herd slowly along. The moment they saw us coming for them, all was changed. Every buck—we counted nineteen—jumped on his pony, a few leading, all belaboring the stolen stock, which quickly got on the run, and over the rise they went before we could open fire. From this moment, when the chase really began, we pushed them for five hours, having them in full view most of the time.

After passing the rough ground, we emerged into the valley of the Little Porcupine. This valley averages about a mile in width, but is much cut up by deep ravines running down to the streams from the hilly badland country to the east. The day was clear, very bright, and cold, and the glare of the sunlight on the snow very trying to the eye. Soon exhausted ponies and horses appeared along the course of the pursuit. The Sioux would ride until his mount was exhausted, then leap to a fresher animal and go ahead. In this manner, we passed over thirty worn-out animals standing along the trail, utterly exhausted. In a chase like this, the fellow who can get a fresh mount occasionally will win.

I could not help admiring the skill displayed by these savages in keeping their animals bunched while on the run over difficult ground.

About 2:00 p.m., we ran into a piece of ground over which a large herd of buffalo had passed in the morning, and we deployed in order to make sure our enemy had kept the original direction. In deciding, we were guided by several more worn-out ponies on the trail, we having lost sight of the war party. The valley narrowed, and we had close on our right the precipitous bluffs of the Badlands.

I looked down the valley and observed that the command was strung out for several miles, but they were coming as fast as their tired mounts could carry them. Further observation was interrupted by rifle fire coming from a steep hill on our right and not over three hundred yards distant. The enemy had neatly ambushed us, but the fire was high and nobody was hit. We lost no time in putting greater distance between us and that hillcrest, but we did it by going full speed ahead, and so came around the north of their position and saw at once how they had worked the trick. On the several slopes of their position stood all the horses left to them, while the Indians lined the crest and should have killed us all at their first volley. Of course, they were tremendously excited, and they were not good shots anyway. But what really saved us was that they were shooting down from a height.


We, the advance party, were now so placed that further flight by the valley could not be attempted by the Sioux. They had no place to go except into the Badlands, where horses could not be driven, though they may be ridden.

We were so close to the stolen stock that we could have killed all of them in a few minutes, and thus ensured the capture of this band, but some of the stock belonged to the ranchmen with us, and we did not think the capture of these Indians worth that cost.

After giving the men instructions as to what to do if the Sioux made a break, I rode back to see Captain Baldwin, who, riding at the head of the command, was not far away. When I met him, I told him we could kill all the horses from our position, but he vetoed that idea for the reason that we should not injure the ranchmen, and he further said that as soon as the troops were up, he would [go] up that hill and finish the business.

At this time, Lieutenant Bowen and about twenty men had arrived, and the valley seemed full of troops for a mile or so. Of course, the Sioux from their hilltop could see further down on the back trail than we could, and about 4:00 p.m., with darkness near, each buck jumped on a horse and into the Badlands they went, helter-skelter, accompanied by a parting salute from the advance detachment.

We picked up about one hundred head of stolen stock at the bluff, which, with about fifty head recovered on the back trail, made the original estimate of stock stolen quite accurate. We also found a Winchester rifle on the hilltop, the first sign of demoralization this war party had shown.

We went into the small timber along the stream, placed guards over our stock, and soon had good fires going, but we had no food, nor feed for the horses, and so spent a rather miserable night.

We knew a pack train loaded with supplies would follow our trail and probably reach us in the morning. About midnight, it began to snow, and the wind coming up, we had a small blizzard to add to our discomfort. But nobody seemed to bother much about it, except that the Sioux trail would be obliterated.

Early next morning, Major Hamilton's command appeared. They came out into the valley nearly at the point where the war party had gone in, but of course noticed no tracks. They did not remain long after getting an account of what had happened. The major said he was due in the valley the previous afternoon, but that his guides had become confused in the bad country between the head of Sunday Creek and the Little Porcupine, and that he had lost four or five hours finding the way through. Certainly the appearance of that command of over one hundred men the day before would have settled the fate of the Sioux. Hamilton started back in the hope of picking up the hostile trail, but failing in this, proceeded to Fort Keogh.

About 10:00 A.M. March 10, our pack train, commanded by Lieutenant Woodruff,6 appeared, and we had ample supplies for man and beast. A few of the men were snowblind. Otherwise, we were all right and returned to Fort Keogh with the recovered stock, which was all returned when ownership had been proved.

About a year after this episode, I saw five or six of this Sioux band at Fort Keogh. They had returned to the states with their people when Sitting Bull surrendered. I talked with them through an excellent interpreter. They said that five of the original party were Nez Perces, and the rest Sioux. They had come south on foot, established a rendezvous in the upper Rosebud country, and had stolen horses from the ranches on the Yellowstone and also from the Crow Indians on the Bighorn. They had commenced work in February, had accumulated about 150 horses and ponies, and were ready to go back and probably could have escaped had it not been that the temptation offered by the sight of the fat Cheyenne ponies proved too strong. In the attempt to set the Cheyennes afoot, they had failed, and what was worse, had disclosed their presence to the troops. After that, it was a case of fast running. From the bluff at the Little Porcupine, they had gone to the Big Dry River and there rested for two or three days, living on game that was plentiful there, and had finally gotten back home with two or three ponies. They had never come south of the line since, until their people consented to go to reservations.

One of them remarked that our medicine was too good, and much better than theirs, or they would have gotten us all at the bluff. They needed our saddles more than anything else. At the time, I could not decide what to most admire: the skill of Colonel Miles in the directing of the movement; the courage and tenacity of the troops; or the boldness, skill, and fortitude displayed by this band of Indians, far from home. Baldwin's troops rode 130 miles in the last thirty consecutive hours. At this time, 1880, the garrison of Fort Keogh consisted of the 5th Infantry Regiment, mounted on captured Indian ponies, and four troops of the 2nd Cavalry—in all, about one thousand officers and men.






The Indian as a Soldier

WILLIAM H. POWELL1

The United Service 3 (n.s.), no. 3 (March 1890): 229–38

In an article entitled “Soldier or Granger?” which was published in the November number of The United Service Magazine, we gave an outline for a plan by which the government could not only elevate the Indian to take his place in American politics along with those of other races, but make him, while undergoing this transition state, of great benefit to the government itself. We endeavored to show in that article that Indians will not take to farming as a class, because all their early training is diametrically opposed to that mode of life; but that their early training does eminently fit them for the profession of arms cannot be controverted, they having had inculcated in their minds from early childhood that the noblest position attainable by them was that of great warriors. The article in question has occasioned comment among some of the most prominent and philanthropic men. Indeed, the comments have been so favorable that the author of the article has deemed it necessary to elaborate his ideas, so that the whole subject may be clearly considered. The plan seems so entirely feasible to him, after thoroughly considering all the objections that may be offered in the premises, that he can see no reason why a trial should not be made.

Two objections only seem to present themselves, the first of which is that there are many languages spoken among the tribes within our borders, and the other, the barbarous customs which would have to be obliterated. To the first of these objections, we would urge that there are already a number of young men in nearly all the tribes who have been educated at the Indian schools and who speak the English language fluently; they would form the connecting link between the officers and men in the ranks—not only by becoming instructors to the officers in the sign and spoken language, but by occupying the positions of noncommissioned officers, [they] could easily transmit the orders of their officers in their native language until the officers were sufficiently familiar with it to give their instructions direct, or the Indians had learned enough of the English to understand the orders given.
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In reply to the second objection, we simply point to the history of the human race, from the earliest known record down to the present day—the contact with civilization removes all elements of barbarism; the more decided the contact, the quicker the emancipation.

On a visit to the great Sioux reservation not long since, we were forcibly struck with the appearance of a large number of young men, well dressed in white men's clothing, who apparently had nothing to do. Upon inquiring of the Indian agents as to who they were, he informed us that they were young men of the tribe who had been educated at the Indian schools. We took the opportunity to talk to several of them, and questioned them as to what they were doing.

“Nothing” was the reply.

“Would you not like to have some employment for which you would receive regular pay?” we inquired.

“Yes,” they answered, “but what is there to do out here? We can't go into the cities and compete with white men for labor, because they have been brought up in white men's ways, while we have had no such advantages, and they look upon us as nothing but Indians.”

For the past twenty-five years, the government has found it to advantage to use a small number of Indians in the western departments as scouts, and right well have they filled their places. I have never heard of a single instance in which they have betrayed their trust. There is hardly a man in the entire country that knows as much about the characteristics of the various Indian tribes as that noble old warrior, Maj. Gen. George Crook, now commanding the Military Division of the Missouri. It has always been his policy to employ Indians wherever hard riding, fast walking, keen eyesight, or individual hardship became a necessity. Had it not been for the Apache scouts he employed in Arizona, it would have been many years before the people of that territory could have rested, as they do today, in comparative security.

Here is what he says in his Resume of Operations against Apache Indians, 1882 to 1886:2

The use of these scouts in this way has been made the subject of adverse criticism, and I desire here to express my convictions with regard to it. Nearly eight years of my life have been spent in Arizona, and much of that time in actual hostilities with Apache Indians. I am, therefore, entitled to speak from the knowledge gained through experience, and I cannot too strongly assert that there has never been any success against these Indians unless Indian scouts were used either as auxiliaries or independent of other support. Regular troops have always failed on our side of the boundary line, and any apparent success in Mexican operations has been attained by the grossest treachery, the effect of which has been to make the Indians, if possible, even more suspicious and savage than before and to infuriate them to fresh outrages.

I assert, moreover, without reserve or qualification of any nature, that these Chiricahua scouts under Chiefs Chatto, Noche, and others did most excellent service and were of more value in hunting down and compelling the surrender of the renegades than all other troops engaged in operations against them combined. The reports circulated to the effect that they were disloyal and unwilling to fight the renegades are absolutely false. It has been said that the hostiles obtained ammunition, supplies, assistance, and reinforcements from the scouts and from those who remained on the reservation; this statement, in whatever form repeated, is entirely incorrect.

It has been alleged that while the Chiricahua scouts could be depended upon to use their best efforts to capture or induce the surrender of the hostiles, they had no wish to kill their kindred. But the facts do not support the theory that the scouts would not kill the hostiles. On the contrary, during the entire course of the operations against them, from May 1885 to the surrender to General Miles of the party under Naiche and Geronimo in September 1886, the only hostiles killed or captured were in encounters with the scouts alone, except two men, one of whom was killed by a White Mountain Indian near Fort Apache and the other by an American near Fronteras in Mexico, in March 1886. During the entire campaign, from first to last, without any exception, every successful encounter with the hostiles was due exclusively to the exertions of Indian scouts, and it is the unanimous testimony of officers commanding scout companies that the Chiricahuas were the most subordinate, energetic, untiring, and by odds the most efficient of their command. The use of Indian scouts was indeed a feature of my policy in dealing with the renegade Apaches, and one which my own experience in former campaigns in Nevada, Idaho, California, Oregon, Washington, Arizona, and in the Sioux troubles in 1876 and ’77, as well as that of soldiers the world over, afford convincing proof that it is a feature of great value, and that results are obtained by the use of these auxiliaries that cannot be obtained in any other way. As a military principle, it is not the part of wisdom to neglect an auxiliary force which has proved always useful and at times indispensable. In the military service universally, men have been, so far as possible, assigned to the work they are best qualified to perform…. The use of Indian scouts is therefore dictated by the soundest principle of military policy.

Not only as an efficient fighting force were these scouts valuable. Their employment in communicating with the hostiles, who could never have been reached without their aid, and their services in bringing about the disintegration and surrender of the hostile bands, were of very great value. Without the use of scouts, the surrender of the Chiricahuas in 1883 would have been impossible. Without them, the surrender of the whole body of the hostiles in March 1886 could not have taken place. Although in this last case some of them escaped after the surrender, it should not be overlooked that as its result, and in accordance with its terms, some seventy-seven of the renegades were sent to Florida, leaving but thirty-three men, women, and children in the band under Naiche and Geronimo.

And finally, the surrender to my successor of this party was accomplished solely by the use not only of scouts, but of Chiricahua scouts. The report of the lieutenant general allows the inference to be made that this was due to a departure from the methods employed by me and resulted from the use exclusively of regular troops. The fact is that after an experience of months, absolutely without gaining one step, during which time troops, horses, and pack trains had been worked beyond the limits of endurance, and citizens, Mexicans, and friendly Indians of other tribes had been employed in vain, Lieutenant Gatewood, with the aid of two Chiricahua Apaches, obtained the surrender. In other words, the campaign was closed only by a return to the methods which constituted the distinctive feature of the policy adopted and followed by me.


If, then, as General Crook believes, Indians are absolutely necessary as scouts in Indian warfare and possess such traits of character as is evidenced by his experience, why should they not be used as regular soldiers, where they would be good at all times, and thus furnish them with something permanent in the way of employment. There are at present some 275 Indians in the service simply as scouts, and these are scattered in small parties throughout the country without organization. But there is no permanency in this scout business. They can be enlisted for only six months at a time, and when discharged, have to go back to their tribes and follow up the traditions of their race. This is something like trying to reform a man by taking him away from association to break off evil habits, and after six months sending him back to the same old associates.

Our idea is to have permanent places for them in regiments, where they can enlist and reenlist. In other words, to carry out the plan proposed, it would be necessary for Congress to authorize the president of the United States to organize two or four regiments of Indian troops, all to be organized as infantry and used mounted when needed—they being already good horsemen—as part and parcel of the Regular army, in addition to the present organization, to which could be assigned officers with increased rank who seemed peculiarly fitted for the development of the Indian character. The men should be enlisted for three years, with the privilege of reenlisting for one, two, or three years. The force should be organized by battalions—four companies to a battalion and three battalions to a regiment. A major should have command of a battalion, and not less than a battalion should be kept at a post, except in case of disturbance, where their services as scouts might be needed, and then they could only be detached by the orders of the department commander, or those superior in authority to him. Any of the posts now being annually abandoned would be useful for the housing of these troops until they had been thoroughly organized, and then, as part of the policy, transfer them to eastern stations, in the midst of civilization. They are keen observers and excellent imitators, and would soon pick up the habits and customs of those with whom they would be brought in contact.

As Senator Hawley3 has justly said, great circumspection would have to be observed in the assignment of proper officers to these regiments. Duly appreciating this fact, it would be our policy in organizing to transfer colonels at once from the field officers of other regiments in the service whom the president may deem best qualified to carry out the object in question, they vacating their former commissions upon accepting the colonelcies of the Indian troops. But no other officer should be permanently transferred to the newly organized regiments until he shall have served at least one year with the same; and, at the end of that time, to go before a board competent to judge his fitness for the position by his knowledge of the language of the particular tribe with which he may have served, his ability to hold intercourse by use of the general sign language, as well as his capability of commanding Indians by a report from his colonel to that effect.


For the purpose of officering and organizing, however, ambitious officers from other regiments should be attached to them for duty, maintaining their commissions in their regiments proper until duly transferred, when their former commissions would be vacated. As an inducement for promotion, such captains as may be found sufficiently capable at the end of the first year might be promoted to field officers and transferred. In the same manner, lieutenants might be promoted to captaincies—their knowledge and capabilities being the standard for promotion, regardless of their relative rank with officers of the same grade. After the regiments had been officered, all the names of those transferred should be placed upon the lineal list with those of the same arm of the service, in order that they may not lose the advantage of promotion. In the event of vacancies occurring in the Indian regiments by the casualties of the service, any officer who may be found best qualified by examination for the position should be promoted to fill it, and his name at once transferred to the lineal list of officers of like grade in the army. The grade of second lieutenant should not be filled by transfer, officers of this grade only to be attached for the purpose of being instructed to fill the higher grades.

The object of this arrangement is to induce all officers, in the first place, to familiarize themselves with everything that might pertain to a proper management of the Indian in order to secure promotion; and in the second place, after the regiments were once officered, to continue the promotion to those who proved themselves best qualified for the vacancy—their names being placed on the lineal list of the arm of service in order that they might not lose the advantage of promotion to other regiments. Of course, as the Indian improved, other legislation would be required.

Having in view the grand principle of elevating the Indian to our standard of civilization, a clear understanding of their language by the officers would the sooner familiarize them with our customs, and in the course of three years, every man who remained through that term will have learned the English language sufficiently to speak if not to write it. The post schools now in vogue would ensure this. The number of young men now being educated at our Indian schools would naturally seek these regiments and be more than sufficient to fill all the vacancies that might take place by the discharge of those who did not reenlist, or who had gone out for other causes. And why should they not have the same chance to make themselves commissioned officers as well as men from Germany or Ireland, or any other country? They are “to the manner born.” There was no man more respected for his ability as an officer than Col. Ely S. Parker, who served on General Grant's staff during the War of the Rebellion, and he was a full-blooded Indian—hereditary chief of the Six Nations.

The very education we give these Indian children in the schools unfits them for the life they have to lead when they return to the reservations, which is one of comparative idleness; and it is true, as they say, they cannot go into the outer world and compete with civilized men. Only a few weeks ago, a large party of Indians, some seventy-five in number, passed through Fort Lincoln, en route from Standing Rock to Berthold agency. Of course, they wanted to talk to the commanding officer. Having a prominent chief with them, no one dared to speak without his permission. He could not speak a word of English, but commenced with his native tongue and signs, until he was made to understand that the commanding officer would not talk to him unless in English. Finding that he could not obtain what he wanted by his own efforts, he turned and called a young man of the party and told him to “talk.” The young man explained what was wanted in excellent English, and when he was through, he was asked if he had not been educated at one of the Indian schools.

“Yes, sir,” he replied, “at Hampton.”

“Are you employed in any way as an interpreter or scout?” we inquired.

“No, sir,” he answered, “I haven't anything to do but just loaf around with these fellows.”

“Do you prefer that life to having something to do?” we asked.

“I would be glad to get anything to do to earn some money” was the reply.

“Can you drive a six-mule team?”

“I can drive a six-mule or any other kind of a team,” he answered, very proudly; “but nobody will give an Indian anything to do out here.”

Looking at it from a moral standpoint, the question which suggests itself is, Has the government no responsibility in this matter? We claim that it has, and that it acknowledges that responsibility by clothing, feeding, and educating them up to a certain degree. We, as individuals, do that for our own children; but our responsibility as fathers and mothers does not cease there. It is our duty to fit them to take their places in the great struggle of life. Then why should not the government adopt a policy which seems to possess so many ways of achieving the desired end? The country would be benefited by the number of good citizens it would secure; the service would be benefited by the addition of these men to the standing army; and the Indian would be inestimably benefited by the contact with the white race. The government did not hesitate to assume a moral responsibility for the colored race of the country when that race was emancipated, although the colored people had lived all their lives in contact with the white race. How much greater seems to be the necessity for adopting some plan for those who are not able to understand the white man's ways, by reason of having heretofore been considered barbarians, and necessarily out of the pale of civilization? Through the means we advocate, we propose to fit these people to take their places beside the other races in our midst.
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Some of those who serve three years in a regiment (and many things are learned in a three years’ service) will wish to marry and establish homes for themselves, just as many a soldier has done on the frontier on the money he has saved during enlistment; and I venture to assert that after a few years of trial of our plan, these people will be found gathering together in small communities and towns on their reservations, in which will be the storekeeper, the baker, the barber, the blacksmith, and the shoemaker—all adopting something which they have learned in the army. Seeing the good of the vegetables which they will have learned to cook and eat as soldiers, and taught to raise as company gardeners, some will be induced to become farmers.

Why should not Indians be taught to keep their own trading stores and, instead of lining the pockets of white men with the profits derived from this privilege of trading, have the profits distributed in their own communities? One drawback in this connection at present is that no Indian can raise capital enough to start a business. But let him serve the government three years, and on what money he saves during that time, give him the privilege of starting a little store of his own on the reservation, and we do not hesitate to assert that ten years thereafter, no white trader will desire a place on a reservation. Jim Blackhouse having started a store, his people will not only go to trade with him, but Tom Wolf will open up one in competition, or Sam Bearclaw will be induced to establish some other kind of a shop. The Indian girls who have been educated at the schools will be selected as wives by these men, and as they have been taught to sew and to do other useful things, they will fall into line and make business for their husbands. Gathering them thus into towns will soon necessitate town schools, which will furnish employment for some of them as teachers.

It will be argued by some people that there is no use in all this trouble; that the government makes ample provision for them. Does it? In over twenty years’ contact with different tribes, we have yet to meet an Indian who would not take something to eat if offered to him, and sit down and eat it before you if it was cooked food. People who do this cannot have full stomachs. But this feeding by the government through contractors, agents, inspectors, etc., is just what we do not wish the government to do forever. We desire to teach them to be self-supporting, and not dependent on anyone but themselves. Go to one of the agencies on what is known as “ration day.” Each family, or a representative of a family, goes there, all the way from two to thirty miles; they draw whatever rations they are entitled to, and then proceed to the Indian trader's store, barter all they have to trade with, and spend therein all the money they have received from annuities, or may have earned in some way, for more of the articles which they have received from the agent—flour, sugar, coffee, and bacon—and no small price do they pay for them. I have known them, when they wanted grub badly, to go to these traders and sell their beadwork on skins and cloths for less money than the trader charged them, probably a few weeks before, for the beads alone. These are indisputable facts. We cannot blame the traders for this; they are not there in the capacity of philanthropists, but as shrewd businessmen, for the purpose of making money. As there is generally only one at an agency, the Indians must deal with him or do without the things they desire. Introduce two or three small shops, owned and kept by members of their race, and the competition would be such as to drive every trader from their reservations.

Apropos of what a man can learn during a term of three years’ service in the army, we once knew of a man who had learned the butcher business before he enlisted. Being a butcher, the powers that be at the recruiting depot though that fact ought to qualify him for being a cook; so they put him in the cookhouse to make a professional out of him, and when the captain of a certain company made a request to have a cook assigned him, this man was sent. There were other men in the company, however, who proved to be more of a success, and the man became a barber. After a certain term at this trade, the company found itself very much in need of a tailor. As there was more money in handling the goose than the razor, our butcher-cook-barber turned tailor, and inside of two years from the time he enlisted, the fellow could make as good a soldier's uniform as anyone.

In an interview with Major McLaughlin, the tried and trusty Indian agent at Standing Rock,4 on the subject of Indians as soldiers, he said:

It would be a grand thing for the Indians. They are warriors from their childhood and would make the very best of soldiers. There are some six or seven hundred available young men on the Sioux reservation in the Dakotas, and if they could be enlisted as soldiers in regular regiments composed of their own people for three years, it would be the best policy I have ever heard advanced. This policy would secure what it would otherwise take years upon years to accomplish—that of elevating them to the position of American citizens. Indeed, in my opinion, the benefits that would accrue from such a course would be untold. As scouts, they have always been faithful to their trust, and as soldiers, they could outmarch and endure more than any other troops I have ever seen.


The following opinion of the courteous and popular agent of the Crow Indians, Mr. M. P. Wyman, lends additional evidence to the plan proposed. He says in a letter of December 31, 1889:

I consider it an excellent plan, if it can be matured, as it takes the young men away from the vicious amusements and disciplines them, which is something they are sorely in need of. There are about three hundred between the ages of eighteen and twenty-three years. The chiefs say the young men would like it.

There are no more faithful men in the known world than the police and scouts on the Crow reserve. I can send them from 100 to 150 miles on any errand and get a reply in shorter time than through any class of men I know of or have ever seen. During the time that I have had charge of them at this agency, I have found them very anxious to earn money, and a great many seem very anxious to adopt the white man's mode and habits of living, and doing for themselves. They are the finest kind of horsemen, and in my opinion would make the finest body of light cavalry in the country.

Here, then, in these pages, we have furnished evidence from men who have been brought in contact with Indians as much as any men on the American continent, outside of the race in question. What more can we urge? It is folly to suppose that the army of the United States can remain at twenty-five thousand men while every year brings an increase of millions to the population of the country. Then why not have a portion of the representative American race enrolled among its members?

The uncivilized Indian is a nonproductive element in our midst, and a nonproducing class of several hundred thousand human beings is “a thorn in the side” of any government. Would it not be a wise measure, then, to feed and clothe them in the army, where the additional expense would simply be their pay, for which the country would receive service and in short order obtain disciplined citizens—the best, the truest supporters of a Christian government? Feed and clothe them and leave them in their undisciplined state, and the government obtains nothing, but on the other hand, taxes its producing population to support idleness. Every Indian secured by enlistment would, on the whole, count as two—one gained in the productive class and one lost to the nonproductive.

We do not doubt but that when this matter is brought to the attention of our national legislators, and the greatness of the policy duly considered, timely action will be taken, looking to the future, when these people will necessarily become voters in American politics. Preparatory to this event, tribal relationships must be broken up, heredity rulership must be abolished, and they must be taught the principles of our system of elective franchise, by which power they can elevate to leadership the men most deserving for their intelligence and for the interest they assume in all that relates to the welfare of the Indian. Superannuated old fossils like Sitting Bull must be deposed, and intelligent, bright men like John Grass5 must and will become the leaders and representatives of their tribes in politics.






Indians as Soldiers

JAMES M. BURNS1

Army and Navy Journal 15, no. 36 (April 13, 1878): 568

The Cumberland, Md., News published an article by Lt. J. M. Burns, urging the employment of Indians as soldiers. Lieutenant Burns refers to his experiences at Fort Rice and in two expeditions to the Yellowstone country, that of 1871 under [Maj. Joseph N. G.] Whistler and that of 1873 under [Col. David S.] Stanley, to show that Indian scouts, drilled as soldiers, made as good soldiers as any in the command.

“During the early part of 1873,” he says, “the post of Fort A. Lincoln, Dakota Territory, was frequently annoyed by small bands of hostiles, and on one occasion, when they made their appearance, a detachment of Sioux scouts from Fort Rice was at the post, and when the troops were ordered out to drive the hostiles away, these scouts were foremost in the skirmish, although they were fighting their own nation, and probably their own kindred. For several years past at Fort Abercrombie,2 a small detachment of scouts has been stationed, and during my experience in the army, I have never seen finer-looking or more faithful soldiers. At each inspection, they paraded in full dress and were as proud of their glittering uniforms as any soldier in the army. They did the hardest work at the post, and without complaint.”

In a letter from Col. William P. Carlin,3 which is quoted, he [Carlin] says, “For detached service on a small scale, and especially for hunting Indians in the rough country near the Black Hills, Indian scouts are the cheapest and altogether the best soldiers that can be employed.”

Mr. Burns says, “The government now feeds the Indian, and it will cost no more to feed them as soldiers than it does to feed them on their reservations. Reckoning the cost of a ration at thirty cents, it costs to feed one thousand men over a year $109,800. Therefore, one thousand Indian soldiers will cost the government $109,800 less than the same number of white soldiers in the matter of rations alone. I cannot speak of the saving in clothing, as I am not aware of the amount now furnished them, but it must be considerable.”
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Army Forts and Camps






Fort Concho, Texas, in 1870

WILLIAM M. NOTSON1

Frontier Times 3, no. 8 (May 1926): 4–7

Fort Concho is the center of a line of posts extending from El Paso on the Rio Grande to the northeastern border of Texas on the Red River. Beginning from the west, the garrisoned positions are Forts Bliss, Quitman, Davis, Stockton, Concho, Griffin, and Richardson. It also geographically, but without as direct a road connection as with the one just named, forms one of the southern chain to the mouth of the Rio Grande.

Fort Concho is situated at the junction of the North Concho and Main Concho Rivers, immediately west of their point of confluence, the North Concho flowing nearly a southeasterly direction, and the Main Concho very nearly east, continuing that course until its junction with the Colorado River. Brief as has been its existence, the foundation of the first building having been laid in January 1868, and between that date and its abandonment in 1888, it almost lost its identity on account of its multiplicity of names. Originally called Camp Hatch by the first garrison of five companies of the 4th Cavalry, it was changed by request of the distinguished officer by that name of that regiment [Maj. John P. Hatch] to Camp Kelly, in honor of another officer of the same regiment [Capt. Michael J. Kelly]. The Quartermaster's Department called it Fort Griffin until an order came from District Headquarters [and] fixed its final appellation of Fort Concho.

On March 1, 1870, the buildings of the post were, in order of their construction, a commissary and quartermaster's storehouse, hospital, five officers’ quarters, a magazine, and two barracks, all built of light-colored sandstone.

The commissary and quartermaster's storehouses were built upon the same plan and are of the same dimensions—about 100 feet in length, 30 feet in width, and about the same to the peak of the roof, each building forming one large room with a little closet about ten feet square walled off for office purposes. The flooring is of large irregular slabs of stone, cemented with ordinary mortar. The woodwork rafters, beams, etc., as in all other buildings, is of pecan, a peculiarly intractable variety of our northern hickory, which by its twisting, curling, and shrinking hardly promises a permanence of the symmetry of the buildings in which it is used.

The hospital, built upon the plans issued by the surgeon general of the army, is by far the handsomest and best finished building in the post. It is plastered throughout, and all of the partition walls are made of stone. There are two wards with a capacity of twenty-four beds. During the summer of 1869, the 15th and 35th Regiments of Infantry consolidated near this post, and although their combined numbers would not have exceeded the probably full garrison contemplated for Fort Concho, it was found necessary by the post surgeon to pitch a number of hospital tents. A belvedere has been placed on the main building, affording a distant, if not diverse, view of the prairie in every direction. Fire buckets and axes are kept in the several halls of the building, with printed directions for their use in emergency. The surgery is tastefully and conveniently fitted up. Cases requiring isolation and not contagious are taken care of in the upper rooms, but from the narrow and winding stairway communicating with the upper floor, the rooms are scarcely available for that purpose, and the middle upper room not at all so for the uses laid down in the plan. The wards are heated by stoves, all other rooms by open fires. Ventilation and light, thanks to shrinking windows and doors, are abundantly supplied. Soft water was supplied later by cisterns.

The officers’ quarters, last in the program of construction, have not been completed at this date [1870]. There are five cottage buildings of stone: four erected for captains’ quarters and one for major or lieutenant colonel. The quarters are built with two rooms facing the parade, separated by a broad hall; in the rear of the west room, a kitchen. The rooms are commodious, about fifteen feet square, well lighted. The larger quarters are built upon the same plan, with one additional room in the L, and is about four feet higher. All of the buildings have attics and are heated by open fires. Each kitchen is provided with a pantry.

The men's quarters, last in the program of construction, are as yet incomplete. The one facing the left of the parade is composed of three stone buildings: The two upon the front, intended to be used as company rooms and dormitories, are each about 120 feet long and 25 in width; the third building stands at right angles in rear of the center of these and was proposed for a mess room, kitchen, and storeroom. These buildings are all joined under one roof and called a set of quarters for one company, although at present occupied by two. A wide portico surrounds the two main buildings, but has not yet been floored. An experiment was made to floor [a set of] quarters with concrete, but it proved a failure. The other set of quarters was started upon the same plan, and except that the woodwork—i.e., fitting in of doors and window sashes—is not so far advanced, and that it has no rear building, is similar to the one described. No permanent outbuildings of any kind are attached to the men's quarters. The company stables are merely frames covered with canvas. A new guardhouse has just been constructed of heavy pecan plank; it promises to be suitable for the purpose designed. It contains two rooms, one for the guard and one for the confinement of general prisoners, and also three secure cells for the security of the more refractory. A stone corral 200 feet wide by 250 deep is being enclosed, with the intention of accommodating both the stables of the quartermaster and those of the companies.

The original plan of the post was a parallelogram running due east and west, but this plan has been so modified that it now forms nearly three sides. On the north side of the parade ground, and facing the south, are the men's quarters; facing the west, the commissary, quartermaster's buildings, and the hospital; facing the north, the officers’ quarters.

The general appearance of the country in the vicinity of the post is a flat, treeless, dreary prairie. The edges of the two streams are scantily fringed with the pecan and wild plum; straggling growths of mesquite sprinkle the plains. The open nature of the country greatly affects the climate, to the comfort or discomfort of the residents. The flare from the scorched and yellow grass during the summer usually produces inflammation of the eye, while the unchecked sweep of the north wind in winter (the well-known Texas norther) is felt more keenly by the northern sojourner than the severer winters of his home. During but a small portion of the winter is it necessary to wear more clothing than ordinarily would be required in November in the latitude of Washington, but the severity of the norther is only equaled by the suddenness of its appearance. A fall of more than thirty degrees Fahrenheit in the thermometer within an hour has happened more than once during the last year.

The irregularity and uncertainty of the season precludes any agricultural calculations, for while the annual rainfall may equal that of the most fertile states, the gathering of all of the rain into one or two months of the year either drowns or scorches out the crops. After these rains, the narrow streams swell to impassability, and the luckless gardener who has trusted to his better chances upon some riverside flat has his labor and investment swept away in an hour. For these reasons, no post garden has yet been successful, although an effort is being made about seven miles southwest of the post by a farming company to cultivate some bottomlands by irrigation. This is to be done by damming one of the tributaries of the Main Concho and bringing the water through a ditch about three-fourths of a mile. The post will undertake to cultivate a garden there, it is understood, this summer. Watercress are now abundant upon both streams, having been planted by the present medical officer for obvious hygienic reasons.

The question of the supply of water, wholesome and sufficient for the use of the garrison, is one which in any year may be an urgent sanitary question. Although the rainfall of 1868 marked about thirty inches, and last year [1869] twenty inches, it is believed by the medical officer and the testimony of men whose occupations have made them familiar with these frontiers, and especially cattle drovers, to whom a supply of water is a vital pecuniary question, that the two years recorded have been exceptional, and even with the abundance recorded for the former year, the North Concho, instead of a running stream, has been standing in shallow pools, while the water in the Main Concho was so impregnated with putrefying animal material as to be offensive to both smell and taste. The waters of both streams are slightly impregnated with lime. In very dry seasons, when the half-famished buffalo arrive at their banks, they crowd into it in such numbers that many are drowned—so many as to affect the purity of the stream in the manner just referred to. These rivers in the vicinity of the post and above it vary from fifteen to forty feet in width, have a gravel or rock bottom, and are fordable at almost any point.

In anticipation of this deficient supply of water, the post surgeon earnestly urged that suitable cisterns might be attached to each of the buildings, and his application so far has met with favorable consideration as to have one, intended then to be one of a series, started.

Three or four severe storms, accompanied by thunder and lightning, have been experienced during the existence of the post, the flashes being vivid, near, and rapid. Considerable anxiety was felt for the safety of the hospital building, standing as it does on an elevated plain and being itself higher than any building or tree for many miles. One unusually severe hailstorm occurred in June 1868, arising without warning, and from the weight and accumulation of the masses of ice, breaking in the tents (the garrison was not in quarters then), the troop horses were stampeded, and most of the poultry about the post killed. In fifteen minutes from the beginning of the storm, the parade ground was covered with hailstones to the depth of more than two inches. Several were measured and found to exceed an inch and a half transversely by three-fourths of an inch in thickness. The belt of the storm cloud was very narrow, not quite a mile in width, and was traveling due southeast.

Supply is a vital question to the post. No means of transportation from the coast [exists] except by wagon. Indianola is 550 miles distant; San Antonio, the commissary and quartermaster depot, about 230 miles. When the rainy season sets in, communication almost entirely ceases. Two or three days’ rain upon the light soil of the prairie so loosens it that an ordinary ladened [sic] wagon will sink to the hubs, and the mule to his girth. The winter of 1868–69 was specially marked as wet, and no supplies were received. The succeeding winter has been unusually favorable. Rising rivers frequently delay even the mail for several days.

The post is entirely dependent, the soil having no natural products of any utility to a resident. For prevention of scurvy, the post surgeon was fortunate enough to find some “lamb's quarter” (chenopodium) for the use of the troops while awaiting the arrival of supplies last spring. The nearest village is Fredericksburg, a German settlement upon the Perdenalis River, 160 miles from the post. The nearest neighbors are the mail station (Ben Ficklin), three miles, and the Bismarck farm, seven miles. Those are both companies and not actual settlers. The nearest actual resident (Frank Tankersley) is eighteen miles, and his nearest neighbor eleven miles beyond him.


The vicinity of the post is abundantly supplied with game. Buffalo exists in countless herds during the winter and spring, and deer and antelope at all seasons. The large gray wolf and the coyote are abundant, and the fox, the badger, and peccary can easily be found when desired. The prairie for miles in every direction being one vast “dog town,” the prairie dog holes interfere somewhat with the pursuit of the chase. Waterfowl of every kind, from the large white swan to the green-winged teal, abound upon the rivers. Wild turkey and quail, both the brown of Virginia and the blue-tufted quail of New Mexico, can be found anywhere upon the streams. Immense catfish, weighing as much as seventy-five pounds, and bass, with smaller fish, reward the angler for very little exertion. It may be some drawback that a country supplied so lavishly with game is equally generously furnished with venomous reptiles and insects. A prairie dog town is the well-known habitat of the rattlesnake, as [are] also the rocky borders of the streams; his kindred, the water moccasin, in this country attains a giant development. Tarantulas and lesser spiders lurk under every cactus shrub, and the centipede brings forth its interesting brood in every pile of chips or lumber about one's quarters. The post surgeon, having been bitten on the hand by a centipede while taking hold of a towel in which the insect was coiled, [and] afterwards measured it and found it to be seven and a half inches long, enters so much testimony against the special virulence of their jaws or claws. The bite was painful for an hour or two, but no other trouble resulted, neither ulceration or swelling.

Indians, believed to be chiefly Comanches and Kiowas, commit frequent depredations in the vicinity. Horses have been repeatedly stolen within the post lines, and as late as the middle of last February, a citizen was killed and scalped within a mile of the adjutant's office.

The situation of the post is a most healthy one, and it is thought, under some precaution, such as guarding against the sudden change of temperature, especially in winter, a desirable one for the treatment of tubercular cases.






A Day at Fort Riley, Kansas

WILLIAM SINCLAIR1

Army and Navy Journal 7, no. 40 (May 21, 1870)

FORT RILEY, April 4, 1870

EDITORS RECORD:2 A place of special interest in Kansas, and one which will well repay the visitor for a day or two spent there, is the United States military post at Fort Riley. It is situated on the rolling bluffs at the junction of the Smoky Hill and Republican Rivers, and standing on the hills above the post, one may see the course of these two streams for several miles and overlook their commingling at this post into the Kansas River, which from here pursues its tortuous way to the Missouri, a distance of 148 miles.

The post was built under immediate direction of Major Ogden3 of the Quartermaster's Department in 1855. It was intended to be used as a supply depot for the then vast Indian Territory to the westward, and as a point for resting trains on their way across the then unsettled and almost unknown region. Major Ogden died here of cholera in 1855, and a handsome monument to his memory stands on a high bluff overlooking the post.

The buildings are of the most substantial character, being built of an exceedingly fine-grained magnesium limestone, which is found in great abundance within half a mile of the post. They consist of six double houses for officers’ quarters, six barracks, a large post hospital, chaplain's quarters, a very nice chapel enclosed by a neat fence, post traders’ storerooms, quartermaster's and commissary's storerooms, five stables, each of which has room for one hundred horses, a large mess house, workshops for all the various artisans required at the post, and some fifteen or twenty small houses for laundresses’ quarters. The quarters for officers and men are arranged, as usual at military posts, on the four sides of a square, forming the parade grounds, in this case the officers’ being on the north and south sides, and the men's on the east and west. These are all very comfortable and, as said above, very neatly built, the grounds being tastefully laid out and kept in excellent order. The quarters for the men are kept in the most perfect order and are scrupulously clean, the officers attending carefully to the duty of seeing and knowing personally that the men under their command comply strictly with the regulations in all matters of this kind. Indeed, the whole post is a model in respect to the tidiness and air of cleanliness to be seen in every part. The members of the several batteries take the greatest pride in having everything connected with them in the highest possible state of neatness, and rub and polish their guns until they shine like burnished gold, while the horses are kept in great style and make an appearance that would shame the steeds of many a private gentleman who keeps his carriage and prides himself on the beauty of his bays.

The troops stationed here at present are Battery K, 1st Artillery, commanded by Bvt. Maj. William M. Graham; Battery C, 3rd Artillery, [William] Sinclair; Battery B, 4th Artillery, Captain [Henry C.] Hasbrouck; and Battery A, 2nd Artillery, Captain [Joseph G.] Ramsay. It was the good fortune of your correspondent to witness a review of the whole four batteries on Sunday morning last, and the evolutions were made with an ease and precision that showed the most careful training on the part of the officers, and an evident pride on the part of the men, in the precision of their drill. The enlisted men at present at the post are a splendid body of soldiers, and their whole appearance reflects great credit on the officers of the several batteries.

The post is commanded by Bvt. Maj. William Graham, and his staff officers are Major [George M.] Sternberg, surgeon; Captain Loring, assistant surgeon; Charles Reynolds, D.D., chaplain; Lt. M. M. O'Brien, quartermaster; and Lt. Samuel R. Jones, adjutant.

The post is now used as a school of instruction in light artillery tactics, and the subordinate officers, after two years spent here, are transferred to other posts where they may become proficient in heavy artillery, there being, under the regulations of the War Department, but one battery of light artillery in each regiment, the remaining eleven companies being heavy. This gives the officers an excellent opportunity for becoming familiar with the practice and tactics of both branches of the artillery service.

When all these batteries are full, the garrison is composed of about six hundred men and twenty-four officers, including surgeon and chaplain. At the present time, the force is not quite up to the fuller number, the time of very many of the men having recently expired, and not many enlistments for this arm of the service have been made during the past winter. It is hoped, however, that during the coming summer, the batteries may all be filled up to the maximum strength.

The troops quartered here are singularly fortunate in the choice of a chaplain. No more worthy officer is connected with any portion of the army than Dr. Reynolds; a kind, courteous, and Christian gentleman, he has done very much to give the post its reputation, and to him both officers and men are much indebted for his services in their behalf. Owing principally to his exertions, a beautiful little chapel has been built here, where services are held every Sunday. In addition to this, and his kindly ministrations to the sick and such as in any way need his attention, the doctor has taken on himself the task of teaching a post school, which averages an attendance of about twenty-five scholars, and where every branch of education is taught to such as desire it, from the simplest rudiments to the classics. The doctor is an efficient officer, and one who does not make his office a mere sinecure.

As a means of amusement to the men, the officers in charge of this post have allowed the erection of a building for theatrical purposes. This is a very neat structure, capable of seating some five hundred persons, and with a stage which, in point of scenery and the necessary fixtures, would shame many a town of great pretensions. The stage is a very large one, and the scenery, of which there is a complete and full set, with all the necessary machinery, was got up by the men themselves, and the whole work shows the hands of real artists. In this theater, performances are given two evenings each week, the house being usually full at each representation. The management is in the hands of an association of the men, and a very fair order of dramatic talent has been evoked. They have now employed the services of two ladies from some of the eastern theaters, and the performances give very rich satisfaction to those who attend. The erection of this theater gives the men a harmless amusement, and thus prevents them from feeling the monotony of camp life, and very much lessens the desire to go away from the post in search of much worse ways of passing their time.

For all the purposes for which it is now used, the post is a great success, and it is hoped that the government will take measures to render it still more effective.






Life at Fort Hall, Idaho

[T. A. ANSLEY]1

Army and Navy Journal 15, no. 8 (September 29, 1877): 123

In the old days, when the Hudson's Bay Fur Company flourished, they had a trading store, fortified of course, on the Snake River about 150 miles north of Salt Lake, at the mouth of Ross's Fork, named Fort Hall. As the business of the company declined, this store was abandoned, but when, in 1868, a reservation in the vicinity of this point was set apart for the Bannock and Boise Snake bands of the Shoshones, with an agency at Ross's Fork, a military post was established in the northeastern part of reservation, seventeen miles from the agency, which was also called Fort Hall, and has recently come into considerable prominence in connection with the Nez Perce War. The situation chosen by Captain [James E.] Putnam of the 12th Infantry, to whom was allotted the task of building the post in May 1870, was among the foothills of the Snake River Basin in Lincoln Valley, a part of Oneida County. Not far distant, the most prominent height of the region, a mountain rising about eleven thousand feet, has received the name of Mt. Putnam and commemorates the builder.

Lincoln Valley is about five miles long and half a mile wide, extending from north to south, and guides Lincoln Creek from its source in the Warm Mineral Springs above the fort to the Blackfoot, a considerable stream emptying into the Snake. Sheltered from cold winds by the surrounding hills, the valley is grassy and fertile, affording fine hay and, with irrigation, yielding good crops of grains and vegetables. It was with unusual pleasure that we reached this fort, perhaps on this account. Here were new potatoes and young onions and beets; plenty of milk and cream, butter and eggs. Simple things, but luxuries to us, who hadn't had the scent of butter in our nostrils for a month, nor of milk for two months, and had even been out of sugar several days.

The situation of the fort is as pleasant as possible in this treeless region. Eastward, the Blackfoot Hills rise in successive ranges until they reach the heights of the divide between Green and Snake Rivers. Southward, westward, and northward are the rolling plains that stretch away to the Snake River. From the hills behind the post, however, many mountains are in sight, and some curious isolated buttes, said to show themselves plainly to be the outlets of the volcanic overflow that appear everywhere in this vicinity in the form of basaltic benches, through which the creeks have cut black canyons, where chattering colonies of swallows build their adobe nests.

The height above the sea is only about 4,700 feet, and midday is therefore very warm—exceedingly so to us who have been used so long to the frigid zone of the high mountains; but the nights are cool, a breeze always springing up at sunset, and one's sleep is delicious. It is a splendid climate, though subject to wide ranges of temperature. A surgeon at this fort is almost a superlative.

The camp is unfortified and consists of a quadrangle of buildings of log and framework, the northern end of the quadrangle being occupied by the officers’ quarters—four commodious frame houses which face the south. The enclosed space is a parade ground with a flagstaff in the center, and a double row of shade trees have been induced to grow thriftily along the irrigating channels that run here and there like natural rills. The gurgle of this swift, clear water is always in one's ears, and the blue threads of ditches are a very pleasing feature of the picture. On one side of the parade ground are the barracks, with their rows of little iron bedsteads, which have replaced the objectionable double bunks. Next to these are the houses occupied by the married soldiers, and beyond them the stables and corral for cattle. On the other side, more houses and the quartermaster's and commissary's stores fill up so much of the space as is occupied, the vacant portions of the quadrangle being separated from the gardens outside by a white paling. Indeed, everything is white with lime wash or paint, and “as neat as a pin.” Besides these main buildings, there are the hospital, bakery, workshops, ice houses, laundresses’ quarters, guardhouse, and others.

The nearest railway station is Franklin, Utah, the terminus of the Utah Northern Railroad, one hundred miles south, and from this point, quartermaster and commissary stores are brought in wagons. Water is obtained from springs near the post, through a large ditch, and is conveyed everywhere, as I have explained, through narrow channels. Wood, forage, and fresh beef are supplied by contract, the former being obtained some distance upon the high hills, for nothing but stunted junipers and sagebrush grows near the fort, and the hay from the Snake River bottoms. Suitable building stone is found a mile distant. Game is scarce. The buffalo has not been seen here for many years and, it is probable, never crossed the Snake in its western range. Elks and black-tail deer keep themselves well up in the hills, and there is not that sort of underbrush cover which the Virginia deer loves, while this point is almost beyond the antelope country, only a very few being found on this side of the Green River divide. Moreover, the country is rather old, and the Indians have hunted all the animals once occurring in the vicinity of their reservation. Bears and coyotes are not uncommon yet, however. As to birds, some ducks, sage hens, grouse, and the mountain plovers complete the list, nor are they much more abundant than the quadrupeds. From the stream, you may catch brook trout in large quantities, if you go a little way up from the post.


The mail for the post is brought from Corbett's Station on the stage line between Franklin and Helena three times a week by a rider from the post. At Corbett's, also, connection is made with the telegraph line, and a branch line runs to the captain's quarters in the fort. The captain himself is the operator now, the private soldier who used to attend to it having been discharged from the service. The line is put up by the Western Union Company, the government stipulating that for the privilege of an office at the fort, the government should do its business north of Corinne free of cost. The telegraph operator pays the operator nothing, however, and the government keeps the line in repairs, consequently the line pays in spite of the seeming absence of anybody to send messages. Once in a while, though, a reporter comes along and gives it a lift.

The fort is at present garrisoned by only one company—Company A, 14th Infantry—and is commanded by Capt. Augustus H. Bainbridge. The first lieutenant, Mr. Thomas B. Briggs, is absent on sick leave; the second lieutenant, Mr. Joseph Hall, is therefore the only other commissioned officer at this post; and these two must divide all the officers’ duty between them, which keeps them busy. The surgeon is Dr. T. A. Ansley, but he has almost a sinecure.

Captain Bainbridge2 is a man of middle age, soldierly presence, and great courtesy. Appointed from the ranks for bravery in the presence of the enemy—for he has been with this same regiment for fourteen years—Captain Bainbridge is free from that nameless hauteur often shown by army officers who have been through the academy, at once winning the goodwill of all he comes in contact with, rather than chilling one by trying to impress the visitor with a sense of the awful majesty of shoulder straps. The deep prejudice existing all over the West against the officers of the army would never have arisen had all manifested the kindly disposition and graceful politeness that marks the character of Captain Bainbridge and his hospitable lady. Their home is an oasis of comfort and culture in a desert of Mormon ignorance and coarseness.

FORT HALL, IDAHO, September 10, 1877






Life at a Frontier Post [Fort Garland, Colorado]

WILLIAM H. RIDEING1

Appleton's Journal 15, no. 371 (April 29, 1876): 564–65

We seem to be threading our way over a wide field of weather-beaten stubble, or a litter of yellow-brown walnut shavings. Not a speck of verdure can be seen; not a sign of moisture; neither a hedge nor a fence, nor a breath of mist. Space and shadow are annihilated. The most distant objects appear to be within the reach of a ten minutes’ run, and especially distinct are the low, irregular banks of snow that break upon the acute horizon with painful intensity. The level road of decomposed granite is hot and yellow, and for miles, a serpentine cloud of dust floats over our wake.

An hour or so before, we mounted a hill from a similar basin a few hundred feet lower and passed an isolated ranch, surrounded, as is the fashion in southern Colorado, by a stockade of untrimmed logs of the most variable height. We are now approaching Fort Garland, one of the lonely army outposts near the northern boundary of New Mexico.

The field of stubble is an elevated plateau in the Rocky Mountains; the walnut shavings are the wizen, deathlike sagebrush that hang like a pall over the plains, their knotted and twisted bodies representing in vegetation the same abnormal phase of nature as the eroded sandstones represent among the rocks. The banks of snow that appear to be so near are the Sierra Blanca, the Sangre del Cristo, and other peaks from ten to thirty miles off. Our cavalcade is composed of Lieutenant Morrison's division of the Wheeler exploring expedition,2 and both men and animals are looking forward to the close of the tedious day's march.

Toiling along for another hour yet, the sun meanwhile beating down upon us with wilting ardor, the atmosphere and earth voiceless and forsaken, we reach a hollow watered by a swift creek, and here our eyes are gratified by the bright verdure of a few cottonwoods and shrubs. Across the low divide that separates this valley from the next beyond, we obtain a glimpse of our destination, a rectangular group of brick red adobe buildings, flat-roofed, squat, and altogether dispiriting in their unmitigated ugliness, with the United States flag clinging to a central staff. Sierra Blanca and Old Baldy, both heavily laden with snow, look larger and more impressive here, the former being crested with several peaks, while the latter presents the appearance of a huge detached pyramid of smooth granite. In the southwest, forty or fifty miles away, a long row of whitened summits, spurs of the San Juan range, are clouded by the smoke of forest fires, and in the east, the main range trends into the south until its mountains become mere specks to our vision. But this lofty background encircles a horribly unvaried desert of plain, with the same characterizing features, the same want of fresh colors and attractive forms, as our route of the afternoon. It is positively distracting in its monotony. We wonder how a man can look upon it from day to day without yielding to the overwhelming sense of oppressiveness that it is prone to communicate. And when we are well inside the walls of the fort, we are struck with immediate commiseration for all the unfortunate officers and men condemned to live in so desolate a place.

[image: images]

Scenes on the old Ute reservation in Colorado. HARPER'S WEEKLY 1887

Military exigencies allow no choice, however, and the army news in the papers of almost every morning records the name of someone ordered to duty in the Department of the Missouri, which probably means to the soldier concerned several years of unproductive, unrewarded, and wholly unsatisfactory service on the wild western frontier. From Fort Leavenworth, in Kansas, he is ordered to Fort Stanton, in New Mexico; from Fort Stanton to Fort Fetterman, in Wyoming; from Fort Fetterman to Fort Lyon, in Colorado; and from Fort Lyon, perhaps, to Fort Garland. During all this, his activity is restrained in every direction, and he sinks into a plodding, sullen sort of existence, the brightest dream in which is of the limpid rivers and succulent verdure nearer the seaboard. Frontier life suggests, I know, a sort of poetic expansiveness to the inexperienced, but to the soldier, it usually involves, except in the case of an Indian war, a career of humdrum routine.

Garland is one of the oldest military establishments in Colorado, and one of the pleasantest, though its red adobe or sun-dried brick buildings are in a state of increasing and unprepossessing dilapidation. Its officers are renowned for their hospitality to strangers, and during our visit, it had, as the headquarters of a regiment, an excellent band expert in playing the liveliest and latest of popular airs. Civilization and the railway approach no nearer than Pueblo, eighty miles north, and chance travelers on the road and a semiweekly mail are the only links between the exiles and the far-distant, familiar world. Nevertheless, not an item of discipline is omitted. The reveille is beaten at the same moment, accounting for the difference in time, that it rumbles over the waters of New York Bay. Guard is mounted and relieved by officers in the fullest and neatest dress, and to the most inspiriting music, even though six men are all the force the post can muster. Reports are submitted and received with the same pomp and circumstance as are observed in the mightiest army, and the sentries challenge, with unremitted vigilance, all who pass the gates. The only variation to these exacting formalities is when intelligence arrives of Indian depredations, and a company of cavalry is sent out; or when the guardhouse is broken and a prisoner escapes. Desertions are frequent and, overlooking the entente cordiale that ought to exist between officers and men, we cannot wonder at it, however much we may condemn it. The confinement, the dull surroundings, the want of change and excitement must become unbearable, especially to an untutored mind, and not a few soldiers run the risk of the disgrace and severe punishment attending capture for a chance at freedom, not scrupling to force a government horse or mule into the enterprise if one can be obtained.

Numberless raw recruits are sent out from the East to the West, including many young German immigrants, who, landing without a knowledge of English and failing to obtain employment, have enlisted in order to learn the language; for the idioms of which, at least, the army is doubtless an excellent school.

We met such a one in the person of a young architect who, when he arrived in New York, could not speak a word of English, and who, when his little fortune had been reduced to the total of a few dollars, sought out an enlisting sergeant and was accepted. The sergeant took him to all the beer gardens in the city and treated him with the most delicate consideration, allowing him to pay the expenses of both and assuring him, as was evident, that a soldier's life was an easy one at this rate. But when the bottom dollar of his shallow purse had been expended, he was sent with several others to Governor's Island, where the petty officers berated him vigorously for misunderstanding their orders. He made many ludicrous mistakes, of course, and his English-speaking comrades subjected him to all kinds of practical jokes. All the articles of equipment supplied to him were stolen, except a pair of blue trousers, and as he was determined to save these, he hid them in one of the cannons. On the day following, some dignitary was either entering or leaving port, and a salute was ordered to be fired. The men stood at the different guns and loaded them, and each went off in succession until the turn came for the last one. In vain the gunner applied the light to the breach of this, in vain the officers raged, and in vain the completion of the salute was listened for. The thing would not go off, and when an investigation was made, the cause became apparent in the recruit's black and greasy trousers. After a few months’ probation at Governor's Island, he was ordered to a regiment in New Mexico, and thence from fort to fort until he eventually reached Garland.

The officers’ houses look out upon a pleasant green, which serves for croquet on the rare occasions when the weather is agreeable.

“Do you have much wind?” the writer asked Major Jewett,3 who had been stationed at the post for several years.

“No, not much,” was the answer. “On three days of the week, we may have a heavy gale, but on the remaining four days, it sinks to a fresh breeze.”

When the wind is at all strong, the air becomes stifling with dust, which finds its way into every nook and corner, into the web and woof of the clothing, and into the food itself. It is an all-pervading annoyance, which detracts more from the pleasure of a sojourn in Colorado than the roasting heat we find on the plains or the perpetual cold on the mountains. In a mild form, it breaks over you in a sudden whirlwind with a shower of stones, and in a tornado, it absolutely blackens the air with horrible, suffocating clouds.

There is one pleasant feature about Fort Garland. The log and adobe houses of the rancheros do not in the least exceed the spartan limit of a few chairs, a table, and a chromo in matters of decoration or luxury. But the officers contrive to crowd many significant little evidences of refinement into their incommodious quarters, notwithstanding the difficulty of obtaining anything except the mere necessaries of life. The rooms are in some instances carpeted with buffalo robes and bearskins, while the walls are adorned with guns and relics of the chase. To members of our expedition coming out of the field, this revelation of domesticity and comfort proved a grateful change from the hardships of an American explorers’ camp.

Strangers from the outside world do not often find their way to Fort Garland. Occasionally a solitary prospector goes by, the whole of his present wealth represented in the pickaxe, spade, pan, gun, and provisions heaped up on the back of a little donkey or mule—his future and greater wealth lying in the gaunt mountains of the San Juan, to which he is bound. A band of beggarly Utes, Apaches, or Navajos rides in; a Mexican bull team, heavily loaded with wool, rumbles along the road to the north; a pair of stockmen trot off toward some neighboring ranch, delaying a moment at the sutler's store to try his whiskey; or an emigrant wagon, with a family of freckled children and women involved among a load of furniture, makes for the south. These are real travelers, not the commonplace tourists who are whisked along our modern highways in drawing-room coaches, but people bound on long journeys attended by uncertainties of time and distance, the haphazard and danger that made a traveler an object of wonder in the old days. And as we watch them growing more indistinct in the trail of smoky dust produced by their animals, we cannot help feeling a keen personal interest in them.

But in addition to the passers-by, a curious little society of mixed elements gathers about the fort from the neighboring ranches—the ruddy young Englishman, who is as inevitable on the frontier nowadays as in Paris; the agent of some eastern land company, with prodigious schemes of wealth; the broken-down miner and the miner who has “struck it rich”; the ubiquitous Scotch nobleman, who has the manliness to prefer the adventurous life of the plains and the mountains to the lazy elegances of his home abroad; and others to whom a good deal of interest attaches.

Among the latter, we met a mysterious person vaguely known as “the major,” who was understood to be an ex-Confederate officer. The major's peculiarity was an odd manner of making a secret of all his communications. He would confide an innocent remark about the mules or weather to us as though it was a key to some enormous conspiracy, and in the same way, he would ask us the price of shoe leather in the lowest and most suspicious of undertones. His knowledge of Washington society was inexhaustible; but this was of little practical benefit to him, as we found that he was working on a ranch for forty dollars a month, and before we left the fort, he offered himself to us as a laborer with the pack train. The Englishman was a tall, handsome young fellow, of excellent breeding and education, who had been “stuck” in some land speculations. So many other Englishmen are in the same pitiful condition on the frontier that we might have suspected his veracity had we not found him turning his Cambridge education to advantage in tossing hay on a ranch for ten dollars a month. Everybody at the fort seemed to be anxious to get away, except the sutler or trader.

Much comfort at a frontier post depends on the character of the sutler's store, and that at Fort Garland is one of the best, including in its stock every imaginable and many unimaginable articles, from Wiltshire hams to Mexican spurs, patent medicines to buffalo robes, stationery to saddles, and ammunition to cosmetics. The customers are also heterogeneous, including the officers and men of the fort, the passing emigrants and Indians, the miners and ranchmen, and the Mexican senoritas, the chief weakness of the latter lying in articles of Philadelphia perfumery and Birmingham jewelry.

The sutler adds to his proper functions those of postmaster, and over his desk, we found the following table of the arrival and departure of mails:

 





	MONDAY
	— Eastern arrives.



	TUESDAY
	— Western arrives.



	WEDNESDAY
	— Eastern closes.



	THURSDAY
	— Western closes.



	SUNDAY
	— The postmaster will put on clean clothes.



	N.B.
	— The above is subject to all and every change.




 

Under this admission of uncertainty, someone had rudely written in regard to the last paragraph: “The clothes? I doubt it!”

While we sat on the bench in front of the sutler's store one evening, the old fort was transformed into a very pretty object under the magical influence of the brilliant sunset. The surrounding sandy plain melted into gold, and the mountains were flooded with purple. A pale star rose over the eastern ridge, and while in the west the sky was glowing with gorgeous colors, in the east the light was expiring in a deepening blue. But it's only for a moment in a summer's day that Garland looks inviting, and as we left it to resume our course, we again pitied the men condemned to live the year round in this lonely spot.






Reminiscences of Fort Duchesne, Utah, Fifty Years Ago

HENRY D. STYER1

Order of the Indian Wars Collection, U.S. Army Military History Institute, Carlisle Barracks, Pennsylvania

The post was established in the fall of 1886 because the Utes were reported to be restless. It was located on the Duchesne River, about halfway between the White Rock Indian Agency and Ouray on the Uncompahgre reservation in Utah.2 The garrison consisted of four companies of the 21st Infantry under command of Capt. J. W. Duncan,3 which marched overland from Fort Bridger, Wyoming, and two troops of the 9th Cavalry. Benteen4 was the next commander of the camp, but was succeeded by Randlett.5

The appropriation for barracks and quarters was very meager, so that two small sawmills were operated to cut rough timber. Winter was not far off when this lumber was ready to be used for shelter.

Ladd6 had charge of the mill at White Rock, and I was sent, with thirty six-mule teams loaded with another sawmill, to the mountains forty miles northwest of the post. Here I spent a part of the winter in a good log cabin. Running a sawmill with twenty enlisted men on extra-duty pay was one of my first military duties after graduating from West Point and joining the infantry. At first we were not expert in accurate sawing of boards. Some were two inches thick on one edge and only one inch on the other. But after a little experimenting, the lumber seemed to measure up well enough for us to dispatch a dozen well-loaded mule teams to the post every two weeks. Our Ute friends used to loaf on the lumber piles near the mill and gravely look on at Uncle Sam's warriors earning thirty-five cents a day extra, working in the pine woods nearby, handling logs and sawed lumber. After the boiler at Ladd's mill blew up, they kept their distance.

Colonel Hatch7 was in command of the post for a short time late in the fall. By that time, the parade was laid out and some of us were in small houses. Water in the ditches ran around the grounds. Grass and trees had been planted. One of the post orders wound up with “The sun will shine and the grass will grow.”

By order of Colonel Hatch, Thaddeus Stanton, paymaster,8 used to come every two months to pay the enlisted men. We sometimes called him “Satan” in fun. Once he came in on a special car of the Rio Grande Railroad, bringing ten senior officers of the army who were members of a court-martial convened to try a major at the post. (This was Major F. W. Benteen, 9th Cavalry, formerly captain, 7th cavalry, under Custer. Major Benteen was retired from active service on conviction by the court-martial.) The charge was “imbibing too much.” One of the principal witnesses was a Mormon sheriff [Lycurgus Johnson] who had dined with the major. The judge advocate asked the sheriff whether the major was intoxicated. The sheriff replied, “I don't know how you army gentlemen feel about it, but when I am a guest at dinner with a man, I don't notice whether he is drunk or sober,” which was all the answer he gave. “Charity” Andrews,9 a member of the court, smiled in his usual placid way at the witness.

About Christmastime, some of us at the post helped the Indian schoolteacher at White Rock trim a Christmas tree for the children, the first they had ever seen.

The agent on our reservation was Colonel Byrnes, a genial politician who had been speaker of the house in the New Jersey legislature. I rode about the reservation with him quite often. He had encouraged the Indians to start small gardens and to fence in a little of their land near the post. On one of his inspection trips, he stopped Henry Jim, a lazy Ute, and asked him why he had not started fencing in his plot. Henry spoke a little English and replied, “Me can't work; squaw hurt her hand.”

One of the Indians to whom I took a liking was Un-ga-to-wen-a-kin. He was about my age and often came to my sawmill across the mountain from the agency. In the ration book, he was listed as John Duncan. His Indian name, however, meant “like the red sand that comes down from the mountain.” There was a cinnabar outcropping above the camp where he was born. He knew a little English, so I sent to the Smithsonian for one of their Indian language record books and made some progress for a while in the Ute vocabulary. Tabi was the Uinta Ute chief at the time. His name meant “the sun.” Their rather romantic name for sunset was “tabi-yaqua” (sun dies). The Ute word for “How” was “Mei-qui.” A past occurrence was timed by “wae-tis.” If it happened a month ago, the first syllable was prolonged, and if much longer in the past, it sounded like “wal-ae-ae-tis.”

The first baby born at Duchesne was Ed McCaskey's10 oldest. We hurried to get one of the rough-lumber little houses ready for the blessed event.

While at the agency, thirteen miles from the post, I saw a blaze down the river which seemed near the post. Next day, Larry Hearn11 rode up and told me that all my worldly possessions had burned up. I lost some books, including Gray's Anatomy. For some reason, I was trying to become a medico instead of remaining a doughboy. The government reimbursed me for some uniforms (except one vest), but not for books or my violin. Wittich12 had made me try to play for several years. He was as good as the average professional teacher. He is one of the few still living who were at Duchesne in 1886.


The Utes (White River and Uinta) quieted down, but the Uncompahgre Utes not far away made trouble for the Colorado militia and brought about a rather curious situation. Colorow, their chief, was not on good terms with the settlers, and there was a clash in which several of the militia were killed. Lt. George R. Burnett, 9th Cavalry, was sent from our post to help smooth matters, and for a short time, regular cavalry and discontented Indians were in camp together, practically opposed to the state militia.

I remember an old story that Nye13 told about Colorow. Nye met up with the chief when he was not in love with the white settlers. Colorow said to him, “Maybe so, you git.” Nye continued, “I walked feverishly about twenty miles that night.” He ends the tale, “Colorow dresses plainly in a coat of paint and a gun.”

On the older maps, the little town on the Duchesne River was called Randlett, but now I believe it is called Myton, after one of the Ute Indian agents.

Shortly after we arrived at the site of the post, we made Price Station on the Rio Grande Railroad our supply point. The road from Carter Station on the Union Pacific was in bad shape and over 120 miles long. Fort Thornburgh in Ashley Valley had been abandoned several years before. The distance to Price Station was only ninety miles, with a fairly good halfway place called Brock's Ranch. My next military duty was to haul slender pine poles for the telegraph line from Duchesne to Price, with F Company, 21st Infantry, and twenty-four six-mule teams. I became almost expert as a jerk-line driver before I had delivered poles for ninety miles of line.

A new troop of cavalry came in one day and, after unloading their chests and boxes, were graciously received by some of the cavalry from the next troop. Soon after they left a detail came in and claimed some chests. The visitors had a cross-saber stencil with “E Troop” attached to the seat of their pants and so left their mark when they sat down on the newcomers’ boxes to welcome them.

My two years at Duchesne were not very eventful. I became Colonel Randlett's post adjutant after I had run the sawmill and hauled telegraph poles for several months.

The Indians gave us no trouble. In 1888, the 21st Infantry companies were transferred to Fort Douglas, Utah, where we had three pleasant years of service, and I saw Fort Duchesne only once thereafter.

In 1894, I was on duty at the Utah Agricultural College at Logan, Utah, and was sent to Vernal in Ashley Valley, near the fort, to do some educational propaganda work for the college. The post seemed to acquiesce in the mild efforts of the Interior Department to make citizens of my Indian friends.






PART EIGHT

The Army and the Indians






The Army and the Indians

COLUMBUS DELANO1 ET AL.

Army and Navy Journal 11, no. 31 (March 14, 1874): 485–86

In previous extracts of the testimony before the Military Committee of the House on the general subject of the reduction of the army, we have incidentally presented the opinions of the leading officers concerning the relations of the army to the Indians. We now collate from testimony before the same committee the opinions of other officers of the army, and of officers of the Interior Department, on this important matter.

The Hon. Columbus Delano, secretary of the interior, testifying:

The Chairman—I will ask you, how many of the tribes in the present Indian Territory can be said to be managed without the intervention of the military authorities?

Secretary Delano—I will repeat substantially what I said before, that no great military force is required in the management of the Indians except in the two regions to which I have invited your attention—the one in the Sioux region, and the other that portion of the country lying south of the southern line of Kansas and Colorado, including a part of Colorado and east of the western boundary of Arizona, running through into the Gulf of Mexico, because Texas is implicated in these difficulties.

Mr. Albright—Would not the withdrawal or weakening of military force have a tendency to impair the present peace policy, and in view of a possible war with either the Sioux or Comanche Indians, increase the expenses of the government?

Secretary Delano—A withdrawal of the present military force used for the purpose of preventing Indian depredations or punishing Indians for outrages which they have committed, or the weakening of such force to the extent of creating a feeling among the Indians that the government is unable to punish them, would have a strong tendency to endanger our present peaceable relations with the Indians and to bring on conflicts which might lead to serious war with some of the powerful tribes.

The Chairman—What information have you as to the Indians being armed or unarmed, and with what arms, and whether recently armed or not?

Secretary Delano—I have been informed that the Sioux Indians are in possession of arms—a great many of them arms of modern manufacture. I have taken all the steps in my power, through the Indian Bureau, to prevent the distribution of arms among them and to ascertain how they have obtained those that they have. I am led to believe that Indian traders and military-post traders have very frequently been guilty of smuggling arms among the Indians, and we are taking all the steps in our power to prevent it.

Commissioner of Indian affairs, Edward P. Smith, testified:

Mr. Albright—In regions of country where the Indians are peaceably disposed, is or is not a military force necessary to protect the Indians from the encroachment of white settlers and frontiersmen?

Mr. Smith—Frequently that is the case, and there has been more need of troops in that line, except in the wildest portion of the country, than in any other line. There is more force needed to protect the Indians from persons who intrude on the reservations, and to keep them off, than there is to keep the Indians themselves in subjection. That is likely to increase. The fact of the Indians coming into some sort of civilization increases that liability.

Mr. Hunton—What is the number of Indians in the United States in round numbers?

Mr. Smith—About 330,000, counting the Alaska Indians. Leaving them out, about 265,000 or 270,000.

Mr. Albright—Do you receive complains that the Indians are badly treated by the soldiers in some places, and that troubles arise from that source?

Mr. Smith—No, sir; I have received no complaints of that sort. The soldiers under the present arrangement have nothing to do with the Indians, except on the call of the agent, unless the Indians are off the reservation and marauding, in which case they have no cause to complain if they are roughly handled.

Mr. MacDougall—Do you find that the Indians complain very frequently without cause?

Mr. Smith—Oh yes, sir, constantly. They are like children in that respect. They are never sure that they have got all that they are entitled to.

Maj. J. W. Powell (not of the army, but employed by the Indian Bureau), testified:

Mr. Gunckel—Have you generally found that officers and soldiers of the army were friendly or hostile to the Indians?


Major Powell—Some of the officers were very friendly to the Indians, and I have seen some of them very much in earnest in protecting and caring for the Indians. On the other hand, I have seen others who thought it a very good thing to kill an Indian and who would boast of it. Among the soldiers, it is almost invariably the case that they like to kill Indians.

Mr. Gunckel—Generally, are the officers and soldiers in sympathy with the peace policy of the government?

Major Powell—I should say that generally they are not, though many of them are. I should say that generally they think the best thing that can be done is to kill the Indians off.

The Chairman—Are the Indians armed?

Major Powell—Yes, partly with firearms and partly with bows and arrows. The Indians in Colorado whom I have excepted are well armed with guns and have plenty of horses.

The Chairman—Where did they get their arms?

Major Powell—Partly in Utah and partly in Colorado.

The Chairman—Do they get them from military post traders or from Indian traders?

Major Powell—I think not. They go to the sutlers for them.

Mr. MacDougall—What kind of arms have they?

Major Powell—Generally, muzzle-loading muskets, but they have some breechloaders.

G. W. Ingalls testified that he was an agent of the Paiute Indians, had been connected with the Indian Department eighteen months, and had been commissioned by the secretary of the interior to visit tribes in Idaho, Utah, Nevada, Arizona, and sometimes California.

Question—What is the moral condition of the military in that country?

Answer—It is pretty bad; it is very low. There is a great deal of debauchery among them in relations with the Indians and a great deal of drunkenness among themselves.

Question—Do the Indians and soldiers get drunk together?

Answer—Yes. In very many cases, the soldiers carry liquor to the Indians. The morale of the soldier out there will not compare favorably with that of the army during the last war. The committee is probably familiar with the class of men who now go into the army as common soldiers, and when these men go out west, there is no restraint whatever on them.

Question—Did you find the officers at those posts generally sober and temperate men, and attentive to their duties?

Answer—That is a rather delicate question. I have frequently met officers who are exceptions, but as a rule they are gentlemen and attentive to their duties.


Col. Nelson H. Davis of the Inspector General's Department testified:

Question—What is the character of the troops at the posts you inspected? Have they or not a demoralizing influence on the Indians?

Answer—My experience as to the influence of the troops upon the Indians generally is that it has been the reverse of demoralizing. The Indians have more respect for, and they trust further in, the troops than in any other people they have anything to do with. They have repeatedly asked, and have almost demanded, that they shall have officers of the army for their agents. They say (of the soldiers), “You punish us when you are ordered to, but when you are not fighting us, you are our friends, and you never cheat us, but give us what the government sends us.” That has been the case for years and years—for over twenty years of more or less experience among the Indians. As to any demoralizing influence exercised by the troops upon the Indians, if there is any charge or accusation of the kind, I think there is no truth in it, except that you may find an exceptional case where something has been done that you may call demoralizing or improper. If such be the case, a little investigation will perhaps show more bad results from other sources.

Question—In your judgment, could the War Department manage Indian affairs with more economy than the Interior Department does?

Answer—I should say decidedly yes. That is one of the principal places where you can effect a reduction of expenses with not only equal but greater success in the protection of the Indians, of the whites, and of the country.

Question—State your reasons for that opinion.

Answer—In the first place, you would save the expense of a great many agents, superintendents, or inspectors who are now paid. In managing Indians, you must have a physical force; not that you want to exercise it always, but its presence has a moral effect. You want to have responsibility fixed, not divided. Place the management of the Indians in one department, and there is no division of responsibility. Where now you employ a great many civilians to discharge certain duties connected with the Indians, you can dispense with some of them, and those duties can be performed by officers and men of the army without adding much expense to the government. I will assert that, by the transfer of the Indians to the War Department, the Indians will be better satisfied; they will get what the government sends them, and they will get it at much less expense. With regard to schools, religious education, etc., I also assert that under the War Department, the Indians will, or can, have as much assistance and as much instruction as they have under the present system. There is no disposition that I know of among army officers to prevent that. It is a mistake to suppose that the officers of the army want to keep the Indians in a barbarous condition and to fight them. It is the most disagreeable duty that they have to perform, and they are as anxious as any class of the people that the Indians should be made self-supporting and peaceable. When the Indians have been deceived, swindled, and goaded into violence, then the troops are called on to settle the difficulties. They are abused if they do not prevent murders and robberies, and they are abused if, when called upon, they punish and repress them.

Mr. Gunckel—It has been stated here by Indian agents and others that the example of the army, officers and men, is uniformly bad as to intemperance, gambling, licentiousness, and tyrannical conduct toward the Indians.

Colonel Davis—I would suggest, in the first place, that the Indian Bureau would make as bad a case as possible against the army. That is very natural, and I expect it. I think that they would like to divert attention from some of the corruptions of that bureau, which are too well known. With reference to the intemperance, gambling, and licentiousness of the army at Indian agencies, I do not know for certainty; but from what I have been told, and from my own observation, I do not think that the employees of the Indian Bureau have much to be said in their favor in those respects. I asked at some of the agencies whether the employees of the agencies had their squaws. They told me yes, they did, the same as ever. At one place, they said they had not, that the agent did not allow it, but that it was understood that they had their domestic associations, if not in the buildings, just outside at the tepees. And such, I imagine, you will find to be the case at every Indian trading post you can visit. I am speaking now of the civil employees of the Indian agencies. The troops at those agencies where stationed are called upon by the agents for guards, protection, etc. If a man is killed at one of these agencies, the troops can do nothing with the murderer unless the Indian agent calls on them to take action in the case.

Mr. Gunckel—Do you mean to say that the average Indian agent is no better morally than the average private in the army?

Colonel Davis—I am speaking of the employees of the Indian Bureau. I would say with reference to the Indian agents that they are no better on the average than the officers of the army.

Mr. MacDougall—You think it will be fair to compare the agents with the officers and the privates with the other employees?

Answer—The officers will compare favorably with the agents and the men with the employees.

Question—Can you state with any definiteness as to the condition of these Sioux Indians—their military force, etc.?

Answer—Quite a number of them are armed with the best improved muskets. They have the Henry rifle, or the Winchester. They have some of our own Springfield breech-loading arms and Remington, and many of them are well supplied with Colts and other revolving pistols. Some of them have muzzle-loading arms, but a great many of them have the improved breech-loading arms with metallic ammunition.

Question—Where do they get them?

Answer—They get them from traders, as reported; in some cases, I think, Indians (not Sioux) were furnished [them] by the Indian Bureau, by direction of the government.


Question—What traders do you mean: post traders or Indian traders?

Answer—Indian traders, and perhaps post traders and others. The mountain Crows, I was told, were well armed with breechloaders and with three hundred rounds of ammunition to a man. They were furnished at their agency. Arms were shipped up the Missouri River by boats and traders, as reported. At all events, Indians have them and use them.

Question—Do you know anything of their supply of ammunition?

Answer—I do not know how much they have, I only know that they have ammunition. In the issue of rations, they count men, women, and children; say, “there are three thousand Indians,” and they count for so many rations. Oftentimes not half that number of Indians are there to draw them. So I am told and believe. If you ask the agents where they are, they say it is impossible to count them; that the Sioux do not wish to be counted; that it is “bad medicine.” But if it is bad medicine to count them, it is bad medicine to issue rations for them when not present. I asked the question, How was it that beef at certain places was contracted for at so low a rate for Indians? The gentleman I was speaking to asked me how long I had been in the Indian country. I said twenty-odd years. He said, “Then it is not necessary to explain to you how it is; you are probably well posted.” Well, I had my own views on regard to the matter; I presume that the scales on which they weighed the beef according to their purchase were not the same on which they weighed it according to their issue.

Mr. Thornburgh—You think the scales were doctored?

Colonel Davis—I think they do not issue what is reported to be issued.

Mr. MacDougall—Have you any idea of what becomes of the discrepancy between the number of rations charged to the government and the number actually issued to the Indians?

Colonel Davis—How can an Indian agent, with $1,500-a-year salary, make $10,000 a year, more or less, after supporting himself?

Brig. Gen. [John] Pope testified:

The Chairman—In your judgment, would or would not the present management of the system tend to avoid future hostilities with the Indians more than if the control were given to the army exclusively?

General Pope—My answer to that is, that there are no men in the country who are so emphatically peace men, so far as Indians are concerned, as the officers and soldiers of the United States Army. Their lives are passed in that forlorn, desolate country, insufficiently sheltered, with nothing whatever of what is agreeable in life around them, and with the bare necessities of existence and shelter from storms furnished to them—many of them with no prospect of having their families with them, separated from their wives and children (some of them being years serving in that remote country), and with no prospect of being able to go to them so long as any hostilities exist among the Indians in the neighborhood where they are stationed. They are bound by every interest and consideration that can influence men to preserve the peace. A state of war means for them continual and harassing service. On the one side denounced by the worthy people of the East, who have but small understanding of the conditions of affairs on the frontier, if they do anything to hurt an Indian, and denounced on the other side at the West by the western men if they do not hurt the Indians, they are, of all men, in the most unhappy and unfortunate condition. Peace to them means association with their wives and children. It means freedom from continual exposure and hardship, and it means, what perhaps is quite as valuable to them, freedom from outrageous and unjustifiable slander. There is, therefore, I say, no set of men who are more in favor of peace with the Indians, and of preserving it, and doing all they can to make it, than the officers and soldiers of the United States Army.






Notes among the Indians

VINCENT COLYER1

Putnam's Magazine 14, no. 21 (September 1869): 367–74

Two years ago, we received from Hon. E. D. Morgan, then U.S. senator from New York, a copy of the Report on the Condition of Our Indian Tribes, made by the joint committee of Congress at its session in 1867.

This report could not but excite deep feeling in regard to the way the Indians had been neglected, and shame and indignation at the outrageous wrongs which had been perpetrated upon them by our people. Comparing opinions with others, we met with so prompt and sympathetic a response that a public meeting was called, held, and a committee of gentlemen of well-known philanthropic and Christian character appointed to organize a systematic effort to remedy the evil after the manner of the United States Christian Commission of late-war memory.

It was called the U.S. Indian Commission,2 and one of its first acts was to memorialize Congress to devote more attention to Indian affairs, and appoint a more watchful guardianship over the monies appropriated for the tribes. In this memorial, the name of Lieutenant General Sherman was favorably commended in connection with Indian affairs, and it was, we think, responded to by the U.S. Senate's inserting a clause in the Indian Appropriation Bill of 1868, placing half a million of dollars to be expended under General Sherman's supervision.

The selection by General Sherman of [Colonel] Hazen3 and General Harney,4 and giving them control of the two great Indian reservations in the southern Indian Territory and Northern Dakota, with funds ample for the commencement of the great work of restraining and civilizing the wild tribes of the plains, followed soon after.

Meanwhile, circular letters containing condensed selections of the more startling facts contained in the report at first referred to, and an address to the people, prepared by our president, were published in nearly all the great newspapers of the day and widely circulated. Early in January 1868, the commission received a letter from Colonel Hazen, dated in November past, asking that one of their number be sent to examine personally and report upon the condition of the tribes under his care at Camp Wichita, Indian Territory. The commission promptly responded to this, and I was selected for the duty. Obtaining from the gentlemen of the commission the necessary funds to defray expenses, with the understanding that I was to receive no pay for my services, and securing from General Grant an order providing me an escort and transportation whenever necessary, in the middle of February I started on my journey.

A heavy snowstorm which met me at Fort Leavenworth, a prolonged interview with Major (now General) Forsyth, then in the surgeon's care at that post, suffering acutely from wounds which he had received in his encounter with Indians,5 and some very loud curses which greeted me as an “Indian peace commissioner” by a Kansas official, warned me that I was not on a “pleasure excursion.”

At Fort Leavenworth, Capt. Michael Sheridan, the general's brother, informed me of the condition of the Osage Indians. Attention to this tribe had been called by the statements widely published in the papers at the time of the purchase of the immense tract of land, eight million acres, belonging to them in southern Kansas, by a company of speculators. Information from a most trustworthy, though private, source had informed us, on leaving New York, of the unfair means brought to bear upon the Indians to effect this purchase. Our telegram, that the Osages had eaten their beef raw—digestive organs included—and that they would henceforth forever be paupers on the government, being widely published by the Associated Press, attracted general attention. The Home Committee promptly followed up this stirring notice by a “remonstrance to Congress” against this iniquitous treaty.

I do not know whether we have effectually killed or only scotched the snake, but a wail went up from the land-jobbers in Kansas immediately after, that their “Osage land bill was in a discouraging condition,” so loud that I trust it is killed. On my return home through Lawrence, Kansas, handbills were posted by the U.S. land agent, offering Osage lands to actual settlers in “quarter sections,” one hundred and sixty acres, at government prices. If we have thus aided in securing to our industrious poor a chance to get a home at a fair price, and have the money go into the U.S. Treasury instead of the pockets of private speculators, we have not labored in vain.

GENERAL STATEMENT

I first visited the “half-civilized” tribes along the southeastern border of Kansas and western Arkansas: the Kaskaskias, Neoshos, and other of the confederated bands, and the Cherokees, Creeks, Seminoles, Chickasaws, and others. I wanted to learn what means had been employed to civilize them, and to see the result. I found them as decent and cleanly in their personal appearance and habitations, their cabins and outhouses as well constructed, and their fences, farming tools, and stock as well cared for as by the majority of the white people, their immediate neighbors.

They owe their civilization to the missionaries who have most faithfully and efficiently worked among them for the past half century, supported by the liberal contributions of the Christian people of the eastern, middle, and southern states. With the exception of the Osage Mission, which is Roman Catholic, they are all Protestant missions. Presbyterian, Moravian, Baptist, Methodist, Episcopalian have all united in the good work.

The Cherokees are the most advanced in education of all the tribes in the United States, though in orderly living, I think the Pueblos of New Mexico surpass them. Many of the gentlemen at the head of the nation are half-breeds, men of culture and refinement, with whom it is a delight to associate. The reservation system has in the main proved a success with them, though, like all theories, it may be pushed too far.

To collect a tribe together out of its straggling, roving, savage life and bring it into a condition where it can be handled, where it can be protected from its more powerful neighbors, and also protect its weaker neighbors from the bad men belonging to it, and to afford teachers and civilizers of every kind an opportunity to work, the reservation system must be adopted. But when a tribe has advanced as far as the Cherokees have in civilization, a larger and broader policy must be introduced. It is like the Chinese or Japanese building a wall around themselves, adopting the teaching of Confucius, not of our Savior.

The war, in its dreadful ravages among them, has done great good to the Cherokees.6 It has killed the old factions and broken down the middle wall of partition between the half-breeds and full-bloods. All of them now see that they must be united, or the Cherokee nation goes to the wall. The half-breeds are looking more affectionately upon the full-bloods, as the proper field of labor for their most devoted efforts; and both factions are now so poor that there is nothing for the one to be envious of in the other. Even the old animosities of “North and South” have to be abandoned, and a common adversity has made them common friends.

They have a glorious heritage:

 

1. In a good name, earned by an unselfish, heroic life in the past.

2. In the advantage which that reputation gives them in placing them at the head, or nearly so, of all the Indian tribes of America; and

3. In natural resources of soil, climate, and geographical position.

 

Their country is superb. Agreeably diversified with hill and plain, well wooded and watered; coal, iron, and fertilizers of the soil near at hand; mild and temperate climate, sheltered from the colder north winds by their hills, and refreshed against the hot air of the south by the many springs and streams which water the valleys; and located on a line where very soon many railroads must meet, their situation is most hopeful.

I next visited the Seminoles. What American of forty years does not remember the old cry about the Seminoles of Florida—twenty years ago or less. They were called “rattlesnakes—vile reptiles only fit for manure, and to be shot whenever seen.” We were told, and our people believed, that nothing could ever be done with the Seminoles, and yet there I found them living quietly in their neat log cabins, working their farms, and sending their children to school, with as much earnestness as their white neighbors. About fifteen years ago, they were removed from Florida and placed where we found them in this country.

Rev. Mr. Ramsey, the missionary from the Presbyterian Board, has charge of one of their schools. It was in vacation, April, when I was there, and he was at work on his farm. The Seminoles gather around him as he ploughs and watch his straight furrows with the intensest interest. His Virginia rail fence, run by line, straight as an arrow, attracts their intelligent attention and imitation.

I visited the cabin of “Long John,” their chief. He is a splendid specimen of his race: tall, well formed; cheerful and open face. In the late war, he was a sergeant in the Indian regiment on the Union side. On the walls of his bedroom, he has a portrait of Abraham Lincoln, which he regards with peculiar affection. He called my attention to it with a most expressive wave of his hand from his heart towards it in reverence and manly esteem. He has an ingenious contrivance for raising up the box from the running gear of his wagon, so that he can substitute the frame of a hay rack in its place. It is all under cover, sheltered from rain. He called my attention to it with evident pride and delight. Mr. Ramsey told me that he was an earnest and consistent member of his church. And yet he is one of those who fifteen years ago were “rattlesnakes, and to be shot on sight, like other reptiles.”

The mission among the Creek Indians, I had not time to visit. It is said to be the most successful of any in the United States. The Rev. Mr. Robinson has charge of it, assisted by Mr. Worcester, son of the distinguished missionary Dr. Worcester, who labored so heroically for forty years among the Cherokees. A daughter of Dr. Worcester also had a school for the colored children at the Creek agency, which has done much good. The colored people have equal rights in all things with the Indians. In this our red brethren set us a good example; they not only admit them to citizenship among them, but generously share with them all its privileges of free admission to schools, equal use of school funds, and rights to the land and labor. Driven out of Texas in large numbers under the influence of the old prejudice against their race, the blacks are fortunate in being welcomed so warmly by the Creeks.

I will now continue the story from my letters.

HEADQUARTERS, U.S.A.,

MEDICINE BLUFF, WASHITA MOUNTAINS.

Indian Territory, March 29, 1869

DEAR C.: At last I have arrived at the extreme southern end of my journey, just one month and nineteen days, or six weeks, from the day I left New York. Colonel Hazen left Fort Arbuckle with me on Friday noon, and camped on the edge of a green field and small stream of water, fifteen miles west, this side of Arbuckle, that evening. As I had a four-mule wagon, loaded with our rations and forage for twenty days, remaining, and three barrels of garden seeds, hoes, etc., for the Indians, to carry, which moved slowly, we parted company the next morning, and the colonel came on a half day before me.

The route for this last trip of seventy-two miles was the most desolate and by far the most interesting of any I have yet traveled over. The wild character of the scenery, so barren and in large part so entirely uninhabited; the quantity of game, wild ducks, geese, plover, quail, prairie chickens, swans, wolves, antelope, deer, etc., constantly in sight, made it particularly exciting. The wolves were very bold, frequently being within easy musket range, and surrounding our lonely camp at night with their watchful cries. The deer and antelope at times were equally near, and the flocks of birds spoken of were in sight every hour.

We had the full moon and clear beautiful weather, one slight thundershower of half an hour being the only exception. The grass is already beginning to appear, green and refreshing, and the mules are thriving on it finely. Colonel Hazen has prepared a tent, with fireplace, bed, etc., for my comfort, and I am now writing this under its hospitable roof. Colonel Grierson,7 of famous history in the raiding line during the last war, commands the military of this department, Colonel Hazen's duties being really only those of Indian agent, and he received me, as did all the other army officers, most cordially.

There are large numbers of Indians here encamped about our tent, and they are some of the most uncivilized and warlike of all our tribes. The women and men are some of them half naked, and nearly all are in their native costume of blanket and buffalo robe, with bow and arrow, or carbine with revolvers. They are nearly all mounted on ponies and seem awkward when dismounted. They are the finest riders in the world, and when seen moving about on their ponies and horses with their bright-colored blankets, are the most picturesque people imaginable. The children are especially interesting, bright and intelligent looking. While I was in the colonel's tent at dinner, three of the warlike tribe of Cheyennes, the first that have arrived, presented themselves at the colonel's tent door. He was delighted to see them. They are the first of a band of six hundred that are coming in a day or two. They were each over six feet high, wiry, and tough in their build, and quite dignified and grave in their manners.

I am to go with Colonel Hazen tomorrow to put the first plough and plant the first seed in the new ground of this reservation.

 

MEDICINE BLUFF CREEK,

Southern Indian Territory, April 9, 1869

Today I had an interview with Little Raven, chief of the Arapahos,8 in the tent of Colonel Grierson, and got a distinct statement from him as to the entire ignorance of himself and his people, and also of the Cheyennes, about the precise location of the reservation set off for them by U.S. peace commissioners in 1867. It was because the Cheyennes under Black Kettle and the Arapahos under Little Raven were not on the reservation that they, with their tribes, were held guilty, and this was one of the reasons why they were attacked by Colonel Custer at the battle of the Washita last fall. You may remember that Colonel Wynkoop9 stated that he thought they were on their reservation at the time they were attacked. You see now how easily these people are made to sign treaties, of the character of which they are not familiar, and are afterwards so severely dealt with for not understanding.

STATEMENT

Little Raven, chief of the Arapahos, being questioned as to his knowledge of the location of the reservation allotted to his people and the Cheyennes, by the Medicine Lodge Treaty in 1867, declared, in our presence, that at the time he signed the treaty, he fully supposed the land on the Upper Arkansas, between Bent's Fort and the Rocky Mountains, was the reservation, being the same as previously set apart to them in the Treaty of 1865; and he believes that the Cheyennes were also of that opinion. Nor had he any doubt about it, until he met General Sheridan at Medicine Bluff Headquarters, February 15, 1869, and until today he did not know precisely where the new reservation was located.

Little Raven says he supposes that this misunderstanding arose from the hasty way in which the treaty was made and read to them, and by mistaken interpretation.

(Signed) LITTLE RAVEN,

chief of the Arapahos, [X], his mark

B. H. GRIERSON,

colonel and brevet major general U.S.A.

VINCENT COLYER,

H. P. JONES, U.S. interpreter

HENRY E. ALVORD,

Captain 10th U.S. Cavalry.

 

After Little Raven had got through, a party of twenty-six Southern Cheyennes, with their head chiefs Little Robe,10 Minimic, and others, came up and had a little talk. They are a fine-looking body of men, and when on horseback beat any thing in the way of cavalry I have ever seen. They tell their version of Colonel Custer's meeting with them.


STATEMENT

At an interview had with Little Robe, Minimic, or Bald Eagle, Red Moon, Grey Eyes, and other chiefs of the Cheyennes, held in the headquarters tent of Colonel Grierson, they gave the following account of their interview with Colonel Custer on March 8 or 9, 1869.

The Indians were on their way to Camp Supply, and this interview with him turned them back and delayed their progress there.

The first notice they, the Cheyennes, had of the approach of Colonel Custer and his regiment was from a Cheyenne woman who had been captured by Colonel Custer in the fight against Black Kettle on the Washita. She had been turned loose, or ran away, from Colonel Custer some days before. The chiefs went out to see and met Colonel Custer coming in with two men. He went into Medicine Arrow's tent and shook hands, and a young man came in and told them that there were a great many troops coming on the warpath, which frightened the women, and they immediately began to saddle up their ponies; but the chiefs went out and quieted them down.

Thirty of the chiefs and warriors then went over to visit Colonel Custer and his camp. He surrounded them with his soldiers and told them he was going to keep them. They immediately drew their revolvers and said that if they were to die, they would die in trying to escape; and they made a rush, and all but three broke through the guard. They were desperate and determined and brave about it, so they were allowed to go unguarded. Colonel Custer told the chiefs to go and bring in two white women, who were in their camp, or he would hang the three young men. They brought him the two white women, and then expected that he would release the three young men; but he would not do so. Sometimes he would talk good and sometimes bad to them; they could not understand him. He stayed near them only a little while, and started for Camp Supply. He told them he wanted them to follow him on to Camp Supply; but he talked so strangely to them, they would not trust him. This over, seventy lodges started for this post. They left the others, about 120 lodges, on the headwaters of the Washita; but the interview with Custer was on the North Fork, or a small branch of the Red River. They say that there were thirteen men, sixteen women, and nine children killed at the Washita fight.11

Eagle Head, or Minimic,12 then said that he wanted to speak. He first shook hands with us, and then said that he wanted to speak good only. That three of their men came down to see us, and returning, reported that we had treated them kindly, and wished to see the others, and that they had now come to see us. He said that they were hungry, and wanted some food for themselves and for their people. That they were willing to go up to their reservation with Little Raven and the Arapahos, if he and they were willing. Little Raven, being present, was asked, and he said he was willing, and would be glad to have them go with them, if the Cheyennes were willing.

So it was agreed upon that they should go up to the reservation together.

(Signed) HENRY BRADLEY, Interpreter

VINCENT COLYER, Witness

Today Colonel Hazen, Colonel Boone (U.S. Indian agent, grandson of the famous Colonel Boone of Kentucky, and said to be an excellent man), and myself visited the farms of the agency, set the ploughs in motion, and selected the location for the mission school. The buildings and farms will occupy a beautiful island plateau of nearly two hundred acres of rich bottom land, surrounded by Cache Creek and one of its branches, fringed with tall trees.

 

HEADQUARTERS, MEDICINE CREEK,

Southern Indian Territory, April 9, 1869

Yesterday I visited the agency of the affiliated bands of Indians at the Washita agency. They number about seven hundred souls and are the remnants of what were once quite important and intelligent tribes—the Wichitas, Caddoes, Wascos, and others. Their agency is located about twenty-two miles north of this post, on the Washita River, in the midst of a beautiful and fertile plain, named the Eureka Valley. All the way up, we found the prairies dotted with daisies of blue, purple, pink, and white colors, and other small flowers, some of which were quite fragrant. The valley was covered with new grass, long enough to wave in the wind. Our mules, which have suffered for the want of hay, enjoyed themselves highly in the evening, munching it, omitting their usual practice of taking a roll immediately after unharnessing. The first evening was spent in sketching the ranch and some of the squaws and papooses, and the night was passed in Colonel Hazen's ambulance. Our party consisted of the colonel; Colonel Boone, Indian agent; a gentleman invited; Mr. Jones, interpreter; and Captain Gray, a witness required by law to vouch for the correctness of the issue of goods to the Indians.

We were up in time to see a beautiful sunrise across the prairie, and after an hour or two spent in sketching the locality, we saw the Indians arriving on horseback. They came in groups of two or three, and as most of them were attired in gay colors and shining ornaments, and all are superb riders, they made a most picturesque scene.

I kept my pencil busily at work all the morning, interrupted occasionally by the curiosity of the squaws and papooses looking over my shoulder. They manifested great interest in what I was doing, and with mingled expressions of wonder and delight, called each other's attention to it. On another occasion, with the [Kiowa-]Apaches, I found myself very unpopular while sketching, the art being considered by them as possessing magic, and they declared it to be “bad medicine;” a name they give to all offensive or injurious things. They sent for their medicine man, or doctor, whose skill consists chiefly in performing certain incantations and magic arts, whereby the evil spirit and disease is driven away. When this medicine man, a most ill-favored Indian, arrived, he looked over my shoulder, being watched intently by the other Indians, and declared that it was “bad medicine,” spit at it, and soon they all looked daggers at me. Of course, I discontinued the work, and ever since then I have been particular either to make my sketches when they were not observing me, or first explain through the interpreter what I wished to do. When it is thus explained to them, I never have any trouble.

[image: images]

Sketching on the plains. HARPER'S WEEKLY 1889

But to return to my story. When the tribes had all assembled, and the goods had been parceled out to them in five separate lots, one for each tribe, the chiefs assembled together, and Colonel Hazen sent for me. The interpreter, Mr. Philip McCusky, informed us that the chiefs wished to speak to us, and invited General Hazen to commence the talk.

INTERVIEW WITH THE WICHITAS, WASCOS, CADDOES, AND OTHERS, APRIL 7, 1869

Colonel Hazen commenced the talk by informing the assembled chiefs that he was happy to meet them, that the goods which would be distributed among them were not a part of their regular annuity, but were those which had been sent on for the Comanches and Kiowas last year, who burned their store and grain house and destroyed their corn. That he had given them these goods because they were peaceful and industrious. That he had bought ploughs and garden seeds for them, and employed farmers to instruct them, and would continue to watch over their interests.

Colonel Boone, the Indian agent, then spoke to them in the same friendly way, and assured them that the government would do all it could for them.

Colonel Hazen then introduced me to them, telling them that I had been sent out here by a society of good men of much power and influence, and that the new father at Washington had told him and all other generals and soldiers to see that I was protected and allowed to see the Indians. They said, “Good, good,” to each other, and waited to hear from me.

I told them they had many warm and strong friends where I came from. That there were good and bad white men, as well as good and bad Indians. That now the good white men had united together to take care of the good Indians, and that, relying on the Great Spirit, they would help them. That when the Indians were at peace, prosperous, and happy, we rejoiced and were glad; but when they were at war, unfortunate, or in distress, we were unhappy and much troubled. I told them that our new father at Washington was their friend, and repeated the words of General Grant's “inaugural” to them. That we wished to establish schools among them, and asked them if they would send their children to them.

The chief of the Wascos, Good Buffalo, then replied that he was glad to see our faces. That this was a happy day for himself and for his people. That the Indian was like the white man. The Great Spirit had made them both, only He had made the white man wiser than the Indian. That He had put him on a broader road, and told him to take care of the Indian, and show him the way. That so far they had not found the road. That they were worse off than when they started, but that today they hoped to find the road. Long time ago, his father took the white man by the hand, and now they wished to do the same. This land they saw all around them for many miles belonged to their fathers. That the bones of his people lie where the post is being built. That he hoped his people would never be made to leave this country. That they had been a long time looking for a schoolhouse and a teacher, and were glad to now hear that they were to have them.

Wa-tu-pi, chief of the Caddoes, then said that he wished to speak. That I had come a long way to see them, and he was glad. That he was much pleased to see so many chiefs present to hear this talk. The Caddoes, when they first knew the white people, had been helped by them; but that they were now forgotten. His people, like the Wichitas, knew how to plow and plant corn. He hoped I would look and see how poor his people were.

I told him I saw it, and it made me very unhappy.

The Caddoes once owned and occupied the country which now forms the state of Louisiana. At present, they have no land assigned to them and are literally homeless wanderers. What a pity they have not able advocates.

The chiefs noticed that I was taking notes of their reply, and asked the interpreter what I was doing that for. He told them it was to show my friends at home and the Great Father at Washington. They said, “Wano, wano,” “Good, good.” They said they hoped I would put it all down.

I was deeply impressed with the whole scene, and left with a much higher opinion of the Indian race than I have had heretofore.

After the talk, the squaws took the goods and distributed a share to each squaw and papoose present. The women and children sat around in a circle, and the squaws with the goods occupied the center. About 3:00 p.m., we left the agency grounds and rode over to the Wichita village, about three miles northeast, up the Eureka Valley.

[image: images]
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MEDICINE BLUFF, WICHITA MOUNTAINS,

April 4, via KANSAS CITY, April 20

The Indian chiefs Roman Nose, Little Big Mouth, Yellow Bear, and Old Storm, with six hundred of their people, the Arapahos, came in yesterday and reported themselves as ready to go on their new reservation, north of the Cameron River. At the suggestion of Colonel Hazen, I had a talk with their principal chief, Little Robe. I told him what the president had said in his message, that he would favor all efforts to civilize, Christianize, and admit to the rights of citizenship the Indians, and asked him if he thought that his people would care to learn to read and write, plough the field, plant corn, and live in cabins. He said that his people wished to follow the face of the white man and learn his ways; that they would welcome teachers on their new reservation and treat them as good brothers. General Grierson, in command here, built new bridges over the streams, located his new post, and is nipping in the bud all licentiousness in the camp.

“What a strange spectacle greets the eye—a level plain, dotted with huge haystacks,” exclaimed friend R.; “but how symmetrical and beautiful; thirty to forty feet high, and as regularly built as though they were laid out by rules of geometry.”

As we near them, we soon discover that our haystacks are the houses of the Wichitas, built of straw, thatched layer upon layer, with stout bindings of willow saplings, tied together with buffalo hide or stripped hickory. Out of the top, the smoke issues, and around an oval opening or door at the side, a crowd of naked men and women hover in questioning solicitude at our coming.

On one side of the door, a porch is erected, running along some twenty feet or more, with coverings of small branches for shade, and a raised floor of hickory poles, two feet from the ground, for a summer afternoon's siesta. The men are good-natured and the women cheerful, though more naked than any we have seen. They invite you with much politeness to walk in; and accepting their hospitality, you find yourself in a commodious, clean, and comfortable dwelling. In the center is the fire, small and economical as the Indian always makes it. Around the sides, the beds are fitted up on bunks raised three feet from the floor, built of split boards, tied together with cords made from buffalo hide. The floor is hard-packed earth, clean as it can be. The builders have wisely and unconsciously made the best of their circumstances. The grass, willow saplings, buffalo hide, etc., are all found close at hand; and out of these, which would have been to us impracticable materials for house building, the Wichitas have constructed most convenient habitations. Watermelon patches with neat fences are near at hand. The fields show marks of earnest cultivation, and the people, though evidently very, very poor, are yet glad-hearted and hopeful.

Driving back home at a rapid pace, our teams started from the willow brakes great flocks of plover. The colonel let fly his shot, and we had eight as fat and delicious birds for supper as any one click of the trigger usually brings.

As the twilight deepened, we left the straw houses, cool verandas, naked men and women, gardens, and plover of the poor Wichitas, and it was quite dark when we returned to the agency building. An Indian lament over the death of a warrior arrested our attention, and mingling with the plaintive cry of the whippoorwill in the ghostly branches of the cottonwood nearby, lent a melancholy tone to the close of the day. The Indian women were in a smoke-blackened tepee across the Washita. The flickering light of their nearly extinct fire revealed their shadowy forms kneeling prostrate on the earth, cutting themselves with knives, and pulling their hair. They sobbed and cried with a grief piteous to hear. Turning from this painful picture, we went into the ranch. It was in this ranch that Colonel Hazen informed me he held his final talk with Black Kettle,13 the chief of the Cheyennes, when he came to sue for peace, and search for his reservation. As the colonel had kept notes of the interview, and the name of this chief already occupies a place in our Indian history quite as notable as that of Black Hawk, or Red Jacket, I requested copies of them from him, and with some other papers necessary to a clear understanding of the facts, submit them.

 

MOKE-TAY-X-TO, OR BLACK KETTLE—

WHAT CAUSED HIS DEATH?

Extract from Memorandum Record of Indian Affairs at Old Fort Cobb, Indian Territory, November 1868

November 15, 1868. Arrived: Black Kettle and Little Robe, chiefs of the Cheyenne tribe of Indians; were well received by me, and some rations issued to them. They promised to await the return of Colonel Hazen from Fort Arbuckle.

November 16, 1868. Arrived: Little Big Mouth, Spotted Wolf, and Little Horse, chiefs of the Arapaho tribe of Indians; were treated by me the same as the Cheyennes, and also consented to wait and see Colonel Hazen.

November 20 and 21, 1868. An interview took place between Colonel Hazen and the delegations of Cheyennes and Arapahos, headed by Black Kettle and Little Big Mouth. The following is from notes taken of the remarks of each.

BLACK KETTLE, CHEYENNE CHIEF, said:

I always feel well while I am among these friends of mine, the Wichitas, Wascos, and affiliated bands, and I never feel afraid to go among the white men here, because I know them to be my friends also. The Cheyennes, when south of the Arkansas, did not wish to return to the north side, but our father (agent) sent for us, and we were told we had better go there, as we should be paid well for so doing, by feeding, etc.

The Cheyennes do not fight the people this side of the Arkansas and do not trouble Texas, but north of the Arkansas, they are almost always at war. I do not represent all the Cheyennes; some are still north of the Arkansas. I come from a point on the Washita River, about one day's ride from Antelope Hills. Near me there are over one hundred lodges of my tribe; only a part of them are my followers. I have always done my best to keep my young men quiet, but some of them will not listen. When recently north of the Arkansas, some of them were fired upon, and then the war began. I have not since been able to keep my young men at home. I have come here and seen all my friends among the Indians, and have also seen that the white men are my friends, and it makes me happy. I should like to stop fighting, and come here soon with my people, and stay here with these Indian friends of mine, and be fed until the war is over. But I only control part of the Cheyennes.

LITTLE BIG MOUTH, ARAPAHO CHIEF, said:

I have come down here a long way to the country in which I was born; the country between the Wichita Mountains and the mountains on the Arkansas, where I roamed when a boy, to see all these Indians—my friends—and to have a talk. I look upon you (Colonel Hazen) as the representative of the Great Father (the president).

I would not have come near you had I wished to do wrong, but come because I want to do right. I never would have gone north of the Arkansas again, but my father there, the agent, continually sent for me, time after time, and finally I went. As soon as we got there, we got into trouble. My people wish no trouble, but, although we have come back south of the Arkansas, the soldiers follow us and continue fighting. We want no more fighting, and we want you to send out and stop these soldiers from coming against us. I wish you to send a paper to our Great Father, at Washington, at once, to have this fighting stopped, that we want no more of it. Although my kinsmen have been killed, we will forget it, and we wish for peace.

COLONEL W. B. HAZEN, U.S.A., said:

The Great Father at Washington sent for me when I was away out in New Mexico because I had been much with the Indians, and liked them, to come here and take care of all the Cheyennes, Arapahos, [Kiowa-]Apaches, Kiowas, and Comanches, to look after them and their agents, to get them on to their reservations, as provided in the Medicine Lodge Treaty. Before I could come from New Mexico, the Cheyennes and Arapahos had gone to war, so that I could not see them; but I saw the others at Fort Larned, and I have come here as I promised them.

I was sent here as a peace chief; all here is to be peace, and we will keep the faith; but north of the Arkansas is General Sheridan, the great war chief. I cannot control him, and he has all the soldiers, who are fighting the Cheyennes and Arapahos. I cannot deal with the tribes who are at war until after they have made peace with the troops who are fighting them; therefore, you must go back to your country, and if the soldiers come to attack you, you must remember they are not from me, but from that great war chief, and with him you must make peace.

The people in Kansas and Texas and in the East are all one people, and when peace comes, it must be with all these places alike. Then I will go with you and your agent onto your reservation, and look out for you there. I am satisfied that you want peace; that it has not been you, but your bad men, who have made war; and I will do all I can for you to have peace made.

November 22, 1868. The Cheyenne and Arapaho delegation started today for their camps on the Upper Washita.

Seven days after this interview, Black Kettle's band was attacked by Colonel Custer on the banks of the Washita, and their chief was killed.

THE ORDERS UNDER WHICH COLONEL HAZEN REFUSED BLACK KETTLE'S OFFERS OF PEACE

HEADQUARTERS, MILITARY DIVISION OF THE MISSOURI,

ST. LOUIS, Mo., September 26, 1868

Col. W. B. HAZEN, Fort Harker, Kansas.

COLONEL: I advise you through the Indians themselves to give out general notice that all Comanches, Kiowas, Cheyennes, and Arapahos, that wish to escape the effects of the present Indian war should now remove to the reservation assigned them in their treaty at the Medicine Lodge; that you will have their agencies removed there, and their annuity goods delivered them, provided they manifest a proper spirit of peace, and that, pending the fulfillment of the treaty stipulations, you will use your means in hand to provide them food at Fort Cobb.

I have already reported to the proper department of government my wish that the agencies of these Indians should be removed to the Canadian at once, that annuity goods should not be issued at Forts Larned or Dodge, but at the head agencies, and that these annuities should consist of food. I propose that General Sheridan shall prosecute the war with vindictive earnestness against all hostile Indians till they are obliterated or beg for mercy, and therefore all who want peace must get out of the theatre of war, which will not reach the reservation committed to your care, unless absolutely necessary.

I am with respect, Your obedient servant,

(Signed) W. T. SHERMAN, lieutenant general


BY TELEGRAPH

October 9, 1868

Maj. Gen. P. H. SHERIDAN, Fort Hays, Kansas.

The following telegram is just received from General Sherman:

 

CHICAGO, ILL., October 9

To Col. W. A. NICHOLS:

Telegraph to General Sheridan that he may proceed on the fact of hostility against all Indians outside of Hazen's reservation. Hazen must be ready to proceed to Fort Cobb, where, in connection with the Indian agents, Boone and Wynkoop, he may invite hostile Indians to come and locate on reservation. After notice is sent to all Indians acceptable to him, Hazen should go to Fort Cobb, establish himself there, and if the Indians do not come, it is not his or our fault.

(Signed)    W. T. SHERMAN

HEADQUARTERS MILITARY DIVISION OF THE MISSOURI,

ST. LOUIS, Mo., October 13, 1868

Brevet-Major General W. B. HAZEN, Fort Cobb, (via Fort Arbuckle), Indian Territory

GENERAL: I want you to go to Fort Cobb, and to make provisions for all the Indians who come there to keep out of the war; and I prefer that no warlike proceedings be made from that quarter. Both of the agents, Boone and Wynkoop, are ordered there also with the annuity goods, which, under a resolution of the Indian peace commission, are to be distributed by them to such Indians as you may approve of. The object is for the War and Interior Departments to afford peaceful Indians every possible protection, support, and encouragement, while the troops proceed against all outside of the reservation as hostile; and it may be that General Sheridan will be forced to invade the reservation in pursuit of hostile Indians. If so, I will instruct him to do all he can to spare the well disposed, but their only safety now is in rendezvousing at Fort Cobb. I will approve and justify any expense, or anything you may do to encourage Indians to come onto that reservation, there to remain at peace, while I will urge General Sheridan to push his measures for the utter destruction and subjugation of all who are outside in a hostile attitude.

I wish you to remain at Fort Cobb or in that vicinity as patiently as you can, looking to the time when all that are left of the Kiowas, Comanches, Apaches, Cheyennes, and Arapahos are gathered there. Afterward, at our leisure, they can be conducted to and established on their appropriate reservations as defined in the Medicine Lodge Treaty.

I am with respect, Your obedient servant,

(Signed) W. T. SHERMAN,

lieutenant general, commanding

HEADQUARTERS, SOUTHERN INDIAN TERRITORY,

FORT COBB, November 10, 1868.

Lieutenant General SHERMAN, U.S.A.

SIR: After the promulgation of that order (General Order No. 4), the Cheyennes and Arapahos included in my district became hostile, and I have considered them since that time as beyond my authority, until these shall be turned over by General Sheridan, who is now dealing with them.

Had there been an agent here with good and active assistants, as provided by law, these Indians, the Comanches and Kiowas, would probably have never left their reservations. They do not yet know the limits of their country, nor the place for their ultimate self-maintenance on it. Colonel Leavenworth14 established himself at a place singularly unsuited for their permanent home, and seemed to do nothing looking toward establishing the government scheme of colonization. I would call attention also to the facts just stated as equally true with the Cheyennes and Arapahos and their agent. He established himself at Fort Larned, a hundred miles north of their reservation, and the Indians were invited there, most of them going against their will. Had they been placed where they belong, or had the agent, with the assistants provided by the government, gone and remained there, the Indians would have remained, and the present war in all probability would not have taken place.

The Indians here account for the present war as follows: Being about Larned, where abundant access was had to whiskey, a war party went to attack the Pawnees, their old foes, and were beaten; when returning, and on the settlements, one of them rode to a house for something to eat, without any intention of doing harm. A man came to the door and ordered him away. The Indian, not knowing what was said to him, continued to ride toward the house, and the citizen came out with a shotgun and fired on him. At that the fracas commenced, and war followed. It is evident that it was not premeditated, as the Cheyennes were trading away their arms just issued by their agent in large numbers up to the day of the outbreak.15

I am, most respectfully,

(Signed) W. B. HAZEN,

brevet major general.


HEADQUARTERS, SOUTHERN INDIAN DISTRICT,

FORT COBB, Indian Territory, Nov. 22, 1868

To Lieutenant General SHERMAN, U.S.A.

Sir: The Cheyenne chief Black Kettle and Arapaho chief Big Mouth came here to ask for peace for their bands. Black Kettle represents a large part of the Cheyennes, known as the Southern Cheyennes, or those who were at Larned when the war commenced; and Big Mouth speaks for all or nearly all of the Southern Arapahos. He was accompanied by the chief, Spotted Wolf, and Black Kettle by Little Robe. They started of their own accord, but met one of my scouts, who told them to come on. To have made peace with them would have brought to my camp most of those now on the warpath south of the Arkansas; and as General Sheridan is to punish those at war and might follow them in afterward, a second Chivington affair16 might occur which I could not prevent. I do not understand that I am to treat for peace, but would like definite instructions in this and like cases. To make peace with these people would probably close the war—but perhaps not permanently. I should prefer that General Sheridan should make peace with these parties.

(Signed) W. B. HAZEN

HEADQUARTERS, MILITARY DIVISION OF THE MISSOURI,

ST. LOUIS, Mo., November 23, 1868

Brevet Major General W. B. HAZEN,

Southern Indian Reservation,

Fort Cobb, Indian Territory.

DEAR GENERAL: I have this morning received your most interesting letter of November 7 with contents, which I have sent to the secretary of war, as we are determined that Congress shall know all that it is possible for us to convey, to enable it to make a final disposition of this Indian question this winter.

I see clearly the difficulties that you have to deal with. In my instructions to General Sheridan, I used this language:

The establishment of General Hazen at Fort Cobb with fifty thousand dollars, and the clothing and stores which the Indian Bureau have agreed to supply, is the result of the action of the Indian peace commission, which aimed to hold out the olive branch with one hand, and the sword in the other. But it is not thereby intended that any hostile Indians shall make use of that establishment as a refuge from a just punishment for acts already done. Your military control over that reservation is as perfect as over Kansas, and if hostile Indians retreat within that reservation, they are by no means to escape a deserved punishment, but they may be followed even to Fort Cobb, captured, and punished. But in any event, you need some place to put your captives and prisoners, and Fort Cobb can be used for that purpose, as well as a place of refuge for such Indians as in good faith want to keep out of the war. Therefore, I should deem it unwise to organize a force to go out in search of hostile Indians from that quarter, until after it is known that hostile Indians are actually nearby; and even then, every appearance about Fort Cobb should be suggestive of an earnest desire to afford a place of refuge, where the peaceable Indians may receive food and be safe against our troops, as well as against the hostile Indians who may try to involve them in the common war.

In all my correspondence with the Indian Department, I have insisted on this Fort Cobb establishment, in preference to embracing the whole reservation, because I saw how difficult it would be for your troops in the field to cease pursuit at its very boundary; but if the friendly Indians rendezvous about Fort Cobb, Colonel Hazen can demand the surrender of all who have committed acts of outrage before issuing a pound of food, and these should be seized and held, or placed in confinement at Fort Gibson or Arbuckle, there to await your orders.

Keep me well advised.

Truly yours,

(Signed) W. T. SHERMAN, lieutenant general

HOW A COMANCHE CHIEF IMITATED HIS GREAT FATHER

Ten Bears, chief of the Penateka Comanches, called to see the colonel [Hazen] a short time ago, to know, “What about this farming he heard so much talk about, that they wanted all the Indians to set about?” He had been on to Washington some two or three years since, and Washington hadn't said anything to him about farming.”

“What did he talk about?” asked the colonel.

“Why, he told me that all the country out here was my own, and that I could go about as much as I pleased, so long as I did not take any scalps nor steal any stock.”

“Oh, well! That was at that time, but now he wants you to farm it. He plants corn—all Americans plant corn,” said the colonel.

“Ugh,” said Ten Bears, smoking most vigorously on his little short pipe, and smacking his lips with increasing vehemence. “Ugh! Well, I tell you what, you build me a large white house like the one Washington lives in, and I will plant corn too.”

The colonel was nonplussed.


AN INDIAN MAGNANIMOUS

This morning we rode over to the camp of the Arapahos by invitation of the chiefs Little Raven and Yellow Bear. The air was bracing and clear, the sunlight playing on the beds of purple daisies across the fresh green prairie most attractively.

Colonel Grierson and Captain Alvord cantered alongside on two very lean horses, while Colonel Hazen and Mr. R. invited me into their four-mule ambulance. The stout fatherly form of Little Raven led the way, with Yellow Bear as aide-de-camp.

Suddenly the quiet of our drowsiness was aroused by the appearance of a large gray wolf near us, over the hill. Quickly Yellow Bear was summoned to ride after and shoot him. Yellow Bear trotted off leisurely at first, and then faster and swifter, till he appeared to be close upon him. He drew his arrow and brought it steadily in the bow, ready to shoot the wolf; held it so for a minute, riding rapidly the while, and then suddenly checked his pony, put up his bow, and rode leisurely back toward us, leaving the wolf unharmed. We wondered, and asked why he did not shoot him? He said, “The wolf was sick; Arapaho never kills sick animals.”

AN INDIAN VILLAGE

We arrived at the Arapaho camp about noon. About ninety lodges were scattered irregularly along the banks of a small stream, well shaded with cottonwood just budding into green. Groups of warriors and children, with here and there a woman, could be seen among the tents. The lodges were made of buffalo skins, erected on poles about fifteen feet high, sugarloaf shape, with openings fringed with the ends of the poles sticking up, and blackened with smoke at the top. A small oval opening served for a door, with movable skins to cover it from the cold or storms. Before many of these tepees were stuck up straight poles, about as long as a lance, with bright-colored flags, shields, or feathers—the mark or sign of the owner being within. Dogs and children abounded, the latter naked, the former overfurred. The children were lively, and seemed delighted to see us. The women were busy, as usual, at their conventional employments, dressing buffalo robes and cooking.






Among the Apaches

FREDERICK W. SCHWATKA1

Century 34, no. 1 (May 1887): 41–53

Among the few great Indian tribes that cover vast areas of land and are so numerous in population that they are divided into many petty clans, we find the Apaches of the southwestern part of our country holding no small place. The Apaches are divided into no fewer than seven principal clans, which acknowledge no common chief or chiefs, and have but little sympathy in common, even warring against one another under the stimulus of bribes—the pitiful pay of a soldier often being sufficient to ally them with their common enemy, the white men, against any of their brothers in blood.

The word Apache, converted back into its own language, signifies people, and is synonymous with many tribal names among savage nations, as Lakota or Dakota with the Sioux, and Inuit with the Eskimo. The first conquest of the Apaches by civilization, imperfect as the conquest was, came from the inroads of the Spaniards who had overrun old Mexico. It was more of a peaceful conquest than those old Castilians were wont to make, much of it being, through the medium of the Spanish Jesuits, of a religious nature, and so early was this conquest that Santa Fe and Albuquerque, long considered frontier posts, claim priority over St. Augustine, the first city of the Atlantic. One Cabeza de Vaca appears to have been their first military conqueror, and they seem fortunate that in him there did not exist in cruelty and tyranny another Cortes or Pizarro. Nor is this comparison wholly our own, for it is affirmed that the Apaches, singular as it may seem, know of the name and doings of Hernando Cortes, probably through intertribal tradition, and picture him alongside of de Vaca much to the detriment of the former. In fact, it was explained to me that Cabeza de Vaca, meaning a cow's head, was but the Spanish translation of the Apaches’ name for the first soldier among them, and was thus given because the feast of the cow's head was then held in reverential esteem.

From Spanish rule, with the liberation of Mexico, they passed under the new government, and after the Mexican war with us, the resulting boundary ran ruthlessly through the heart of their country, paying less attention to them than to the barren lands which it divided, and which for untold ages had been their home. Nor did the thin strip known as the “Gadsden Purchase” do more than throw the preponderance of the great tribe upon our shoulders.

The diplomatic Apaches were keen enough to see the new international relations, especially as it bore upon them as a people whose reliance for subsistence, arms, ammunition, and clothing rested in no small way upon their success in raids upon the white people; and from this standpoint, they oscillated in friendship or enmity from one side of the border to the other with an alacrity that should rank them high among the diplomats of fame. On one side hung high the fair flag of truce, and on the other, as at half-mast, the back standard of no quarter. With such deadly and cruel effect was this alternation made that we saw the humiliating spectacle of two civilized nations, claiming rank among the nations of the world, sitting in solemn conclave to devise a common plan that would annihilate a batch of breechclouted bandits whose whole numbers would not have made the hundredth city in either land, and to do this surrendering the highest prerogative of national sovereignty—the sacredness of their soil—to the soldiery of the other. Once Victorio, a presumptuous and daring chief of Apache land, dared to flaunt the three hawk feathers of his lance in the faces of the eagles of both the North and South; and all conversant with Indian history know how that chief met his tragic death, after being driven weary, exhausted, and hungry across the boundary line into the arms of the Mexican soldiery, where he and the greater part of his band were swept from the face of the earth, Victorio dying fearlessly at the front as became a chief.2

My first visit to Apache land was in 1871. Then the favorite route to Arizona was to round Cabo San Lucas of lower California, sail through the gulf until the mouth of the Colorado was reached, up which shallow riverboats plied and distributed passengers for the few river villages and inland points where a scanty population wrested a precarious existence. From the mouth of the Colorado River, it was deemed necessary to send through a courier with dispatches to Fort Yuma, distant ninety miles, I believe, by the trail. Three long days we were steaming up the swift, shallow, and tortuous river, and when we did finally reach Yuma, we found that our courier, a lithe, active, young Yuma-Apache, had slipped across the trail in thirteen hours, or at the rate of about seven miles an hour the whole distance. Dressed in the uniform that their Creator issued to them, with perchance a dangling necklace or armlet of heads to ornament it, and a homeopathic breechclout, these sinewy deerhounds of the desert, with fists clinched across their breasts, with a mouth full of messages, will keep up a “dogtrot,” hour in and hour out, for a time only limited by that which is necessary to reach their objective point, however far it may be away—and this too across valleys carpeted with cactus, and hills and mountains beset with flinty footings. Some of their running feats of endurance are marvelous to relate, and are oftentimes made in a withering heat that makes life in the open field burdensome almost beyond bearing to the white man.

These Yuma-Apaches are the most westerly of the family, living along the Colorado River in its lower part in Arizona, while on the upper part is found the Mojave branch, two subclans almost identical in many characteristics. They alone of all the great Apache tribe3 cremate their dead, a cremation so effectual that it does not cease with the body, but includes all the personal effects, however valuable, even to their wickiups (the universal Arizona expression for their rude houses).

These wickiups are made of a circular row of long, lithe brush, bent down toward the center and interwoven into a rough semiglobular shape, not unlike the half of an eggshell on its rim. Over this is thrown other brush and a light sprinkling of dirt as a protection from the sun's rays. When these materials are scarce, mud is used as a substitute, the wealthier class being sometimes supplied with a piece of canvas. Their more permanent abodes are now and then made by digging into a steep dirt bank at an expenditure of muscular energy that one would hardly think possible among any band of Indians showing such squalor and laziness in every other department of life.

The dialectic difference in the Yuma and Mojave-Apache pronunciation of their common language is not noticeably great, but these again, on the contrary, differ from all the other Apache tribes to an extent apparent to persons who make no profession to linguistics. Theirs are the harshest and abound the most in guttural inflections of all the dialects of this desert tribe, some of which are toned down to a softness quite pleasant to the ear, although these extremes readily comprehend each other.

Once the Yuma and Mojave bands held high rank as warriors among the Apache tribe, but their country being easy of access, they were the first to succumb to civilization, and have gone a long way on that road of extinction which is marked out to those peculiarly tempered savages who can absorb only the vices and but few of the virtues of such a contact.

To combat their ailments, they have only the usual superstitious rites of a few ignorant “medicine men,” and occasionally make use of those heroic and barbarous treatments so common with savages. One of these I think may be interesting. A great hole, large enough to receive the body of the invalid in a recumbent position, is dug in the ground. In this excavation, a fire is maintained until the ground is heated to its greatest possible extent, when the embers and ashes are scraped out. Several layers of damp mud are immediately used to plaster the walls of this fiery furnace, and the invalid is then placed within and covered up with mud, the head alone protruding. The escaping steam makes the torture endured by the poor wretch, for the thirty-six to forty-eight hours of misery in the prison of baked clay, oftentimes insupportable, and but few survive the severe ordeal. A Mojave squaw, with the Americanized name of “Polly,” rallied from this terrible inquisition, but it took the kindest treatment for two months under the care of a white physician to save her life.

Nearly all the Apaches are addicted to tattooing, their faces and wrists being usually adorned and, as far as I casually noticed, there being no difference between the men and women. Paints and pigments of all characters are eagerly sought for temporary personal ornamentation, the Yumas and Mojaves even descending to stove polish, bootblacking, and mud. Undoubtedly the latter, in some of its applications, serves a more practical purpose than mere ornamentation. A thin coating of soft clay is matted through the hair and then plastered carefully down upon the skull, until it resembles, when dry, a shining bald head or an inverted earthen bowl. This is left on for two or three days, until it has subserved its purposes of deadly destruction, when the earthy skullcap is broken with a stick and the beating process continued until every particle of dust is thoroughly eradicated, when the hair is washed with the soft pulp of the root of the yucca palm, which produces a soapy lather. After this, the hair is energetically rinsed and then whipped in the open air until dry. From all this manipulation, it emerges as glossy and as soft as silk.

This yucca palm is commonly known as the Spanish bayonet and oftentimes as the soap weed, the latter name being evidently derived from this peculiar use by the Indians and Mexicans. It is one of the most extensively common plants of Apache land and contiguous countries, and it is well for those localities that a commercial use has been found for this abundant weed, its pulp, according to recent experiments, bidding fair to give a very fine grade of printing paper. Thus the vulgar soap weed that cleanses the outside of the Apache's head may yet improve its interior through the medium of the press.

The most barbaric forms of witchcraft have within fairly recent periods been practiced by them, especially by the two bands we have named and the Tontos,4 a clan of central Arizona. Among the Apaches, men are never accused of this crime, but at extremely long and rare intervals, some luckless squaw in a village that has seen more than its share of misfortune is accused of these calamities as a witch. Either man, woman, or child can bear witness against the unfortunate, although the highest chief in the vicinity seems to be the proper one to prosecute her. The accusation once lodged and, of course, as such complaints always are, believed without thought or trial, the entire village is summoned to the proceedings, which generally mean an execution.

In carrying these, on the victim is stripped to her waist and then tied up by her thumbs with strong thongs, her toes barely touching the ground. All of their devilish energies are now bent on extorting a confession from the wretch. Any of those who have had any misfortune, however remote, imaginary, or real, are at perfect liberty to flay the supposed witch with mesquite or willow switches until she faints from exhaustion, or terror and weakness forces a false confession in the vain hope of obtaining relief from her terrible condition. If she does not thus please them, the whipping is kept up until the executioners themselves are exhausted, when one by one they leave her to die, which results unless she be lucky enough to liberate herself from the thongs after the last one has departed. Should they wring a confession from her, she is beaten to death with stones and sticks, and all of her property burned, even to her rude house and ruder utensils.

On ordinary deaths, these Apaches mourn for a few days in wild, plaintive cries that the uninitiated might mistake, at a distance, for the cooing of the turtledove. The nearest relatives cut off their hair as close as possible, and their mourning is kept up until the hair grows out. All these latter rites are denied the poor wretch executed for witchcraft, but she is still entitled to a burial at the hands of her relatives if they make no display to insult the superstitious dignity of the tribe.

There are but few other superstitions that have such disastrous results in their applications. It would almost seem that they had some supernatural dread of water, and this in a country where that fluid is conspicuously scarce. Fish never enters into their diet, although they are not hard to procure, and they repel them in a way that can only be based on superstition. Canoes are never used, although an occasional raft is made to transport effects in one direction, and in general, a river is of no more use to them than furnishing drinking water or establishing a flat valley in which they can travel more readily on foot or horseback. In this way all traveling is done, and all household effects are transported either on the backs of horses or of squaws, the women generally predominating. Some of the muscular feats of the latter, while thus engaged, even rival the endurance and strength of the “stronger” sex, as shown in their runners. A Yuma squaw has been known to carry over three hundred pounds of bulky hay between four and five miles over a mountain road and without stopping on the way. Not much was left to the imagination of the storyteller, either, as the hay was weighed on tested scales and the route pursued was a well-known measured one. More marvelous cases are heard of occasionally, but they are not so authentic.

Birds are also rejected as food, although they are used in cases of distressing scarcity, especially the wild turkey, which stands better in their estimation. Other native articles of diet, on which they yet subsist to a certain extent, are baked mescal, the bean of the mesquite tree, the fruit of the giant cactus, and the prickly pear. To furnish them with meat, they find extensive variety in the black- and white-tailed deer, antelope, bear, ground rats, rattlesnakes, and rabbits (hares). Nothing exists to show that the Apaches were ever cannibals. No part of a slain animal is unused, even the smallest bones being broken open in order to save the marrow.

No drink-loving old topers ever enjoyed their liquor so much as have the Apaches whenever they could procure it, a vice, however, that is rapidly subsiding as the tribes are concentrated at agencies more directly under the eyes of watchful authorities. Mescal, made from that plant by the Mexicans, found its way in days gone by, when population was scattering and the laws lax, into Apache maws with every trade and dealing between the two races. From corn, they make a fermented drink called tiswin, which is not as strong as the corn whiskey of civilization, but their peculiar method of drinking it compensates for its lack of strength. For some three days before it has reached its highest point of fermentation, not a single piece of food is swallowed. At the end of that period, they fill themselves to their utmost capacity with the unclarified tiswin. Although half starved, it takes but a few moments to make them feel as if they had had a major general's rations for six months previous, while the most conspicuous effect is to swell their bump of combativeness to an inordinate degree.

If a large number have indulged in this liquor, serious outbreaks and disturbances are almost sure to ensue, especially if other bands of Indians or any whites are near enough for them to reach before this temporary, stimulated combativeness has worn away. In fact, after having, when sober, decided to go upon the warpath, by far the most important preliminary is the manufacture of huge quantities of tiswin. Its peculiar composition, and the no less peculiar manner of taking the liquor, gives it a most lasting effect upon the system, and an Indian with his stomach distended with it is said to have ahead of him a six to eight days’ “spree,” and during all this time, his warlike qualities are sure to be most conspicuous.

There is much evidence to show that alcoholic liquor made from corn is an ancient drink with these people, everything that was necessary to manufacture it being found in their old ruins, and under circumstances that make such a conjecture not unreasonable. Even in the caves of the old cliff dwellers of Arizona, there have been found cemented deposits of corn so ancient that when disturbed, the grains fell from the cob a mass of impalpable powder, leaving the cob, singularly enough, as fresh as if it had been gathered but the harvest before.

To ramble for a moment from the main subject, in considering the ancient cliff dwellers of Apache land—I was not a little surprised to hear of many cliff villages yet unexplored. An idea prevails that the cliffs and caves of Apache land have been nearly all included in the researches of archaeologists and curiosity hunters. An old Apache of San Carlos agency, whose perfect confidence had been won by a government official, spoke of many that he knew had never been inspected and that were full of relics. He wished to conduct his confidant to a place not far distant. He added that only a small part of the remains known to the Apaches had ever been examined.

San Carlos agency, on the river of the same name, is the great central point where the government has gathered from time to time the greater portion of almost all the Arizona bands of Apaches, who are slowly acquiring the arts of peace and will soon be a useful part of the agricultural population of that region. Here from the eastern boundary are bands of the Yumas and Mojaves, of the Tontos and San Carlos Apaches from the central districts, and of the Sierra Blanca tribe from the northeastern corner. The only important Arizona band not directly represented are the warlike Chiricahuas, and they are quartered on the reservation of which this agency is the headquarters—except the leaders, recently surrendered, who have been exiled to Florida.

Their partly civilized, partly barbaric agency life is not uninteresting in some of its aspects, especially while the barbaric element yet predominates. The government has cultivated their martial feelings, and at the same time turned them to its own account, by enlisting the most trusty warriors as soldiers in its own service, and using them as a police and detective force against one another, and especially one tribe against another. No less than three full military companies of these scouts were, until recently, distributed among the Indians of this great agency; and as the white soldiers were at the same time placed at distant points on the boundaries of the reservation, the Indians were thereby lifted a little in their ideas of sovereignty and self-government.

In every cluster of wickiups, and in fact in almost every family, might be found one of these scouts, acting in the interest of the government and forming, in effect, a secret detective system more efficacious than the detective bureaus of civilization. While every crime was reported to the white chief of scouts, care was taken that the informer should never be known. But not long ago, Ka-ya-ten-nae,5 the head warchief of the Chiricahuas, tired of the monotonous restraint of the military, gathered around him a few of his belligerent band, still footsore from the warpath. They indulged in a preliminary war dance, and sending couriers to all likely to join them in an outbreak, impatiently awaited results. The chief's fleetest courier was a spy, who gave timely warning of all the concerted movements and intentions before an advance was really made. The chief's first intelligence of the result of his plot was his arrest by the scouts of his own tribe and his arraignment before the authorities at the agency.

An Indian accused of any crime is tried before a jury of Indians, and when Ka-ya-ten-nae had gone through all the processes of his trial, there hung over his head a three-years’ sentence in the penitentiary at Alcatraz within the Golden Gate. Even death has been meted out to offenders by Indian juries. A guardhouse enclosed less refractory criminals, and through one of its windows peered the face of an Indian sentenced for life.

These Indian soldiers, in all that pertained to arms, ammunition, pay, and rations, were on exactly the same footing as other soldiers in the service, except that their term of enlistment might be variable. A calling of the muster rolls sounds like that of Hungarian Hussars or Polish Lancers, a deception of the ear that an inspection of the written names would not confirm. Their savage passion for finery and display cropped to the surface in an inordinate desire for military parade and exhibition, even to the extreme of monotonous drill, but much has been denied them in those particulars, as on their primitive status rests much of their efficacy as scouts against other bands.

In one of the last and then one of the most important and decisive campaigns waged against the most warlike band of the Apaches, the Chiricahuas of southeastern Arizona, all of the friendly Apache scouts were employed and but one company of white troops, and in the contest which ensued in the broken mountainous defiles of the Sierra Madre of Mexico, none of the white troops were used. Their endurance and rapidity of action are superior to that of white men, for they literally crawl in the grass like snakes, and creep and dodge through the rocks like squirrels in the branches of trees in the densest foliage.

Portraits of some of their most famous scouts are given. Nat-tzuck-ei-eh, a Chiricahua squaw, was one of the most important amongst her own tribe in the campaign into Mexico just alluded to. Even before the main command had started, she departed alone and on foot to determine the whereabouts of the hostiles in the fastnesses of the Sierra Madre mountains. On this trip, she was absent for about six weeks, unceasingly prosecuting her object. A Chiricahua herself, it was evidently her intention to gain the Indian camp, claim that she had been captured by and escaped from the whites, find out all that she could, and then at the first favorable opportunity prove traitor to her tribe.

Treachery is a distinguishing feature of the American Indian, but it is almost wholly a trait turned to account against the enemies of the tribe. Even the lowest Digger Indian6 has some faint conception of honor in his tribal relations in war, and among some it compares well with, if not exceeding, that among civilized nations, but the Apache seems to have absolutely none.

The painstaking labor to which they will go to emphasize their cruel treachery seems almost fiendish in the extreme. “Way back in the ’50's,” an emigrant family, winding its toilsome way through the burning desert of the Gila Valley on the road to California, found themselves, with an exhausted team, at the bottom of a steep hill, up which they vainly essayed to ascend. A band of Tonto Apaches, bent on some fiendish foray, passing that way, came upon the scene and at once willingly offered their services to carry their effects to the top of the hill. Not only did they do this, but the empty wagon was spared to the exhausted horses and hauled up by hand. This wonderful act of kindness was terminated by the massacre of the owners on the crest of the mesa while, all unawares, they were reloading their wagon, the only object of their pretended friendship being undoubtedly to secure this condition of apparent safety. I visited this site over a decade later, and some four or five whitewashed headboards, encircled by a neat fence of native mesquite brush, kindly placed there by some frontiersmen, were not only monuments to the dead, but to as foul a piece of treachery as was ever perpetrated by one of the most savage tribes.

It will be seen that Nat-tzuck-ei-eh's nose has been somewhat abbreviated, an old mode of punishment among them for the highest order of marital infidelity that has been stopped by the authorities along with other cruel punishments. In virtue and modesty, the Eastern Apaches compare favorably with the best of Indians, but unfortunately the same cannot be said of the western tribes. The most important scout in the campaign noted above was one Tsoe, whose translated name is said to mean “Peaches”; at least, he was known by this latter name among the white people of Arizona.7 Tsoe had long been held in distrust by his tribe, and he deserted them in order to save his life, which, from their low mutterings and half-concealed threats, he believed to be in danger, knowing right well the Indian character, that they waste no time in hearing the arguments of the one fully accused. Going to the nearest agency, the San Carlos, was a jump “from the frying pan into the fire,” as he was immediately imprisoned, tried, and sentenced to death. The general revolt of his tribe, however, made him more useful to the government as a guide than as a corpse, and he was spared the latter alternative by accepting the former, and right well did he do his work. It seemed singularly dramatic that this forced outcast of the tribe, compelled to flee for his life to a place where life was not even sure, should in so short a time be leading back into their mountain stronghold an army of his kith and kin that stretched a third of their warriors over the pinnacled field.

While General Crook was in the Sierra Madre mountains on this campaign after the Chiricahuas,8 many never before imagined sites of ancient races were discovered, and in such vast extent as to be almost bewildering in magnitude. There seemed to be a series of colossal steps or terraces made by man, the lowest of which, near the streams, was evidently inhabited by these crude and ancient people. On the tops of these hills or mountains, around whose sides the steps or terraces appeared, and apparently independent of them, were immense and extremely effective fortifications for the rude weapons they then must have had, a sort of rallying point of defense for the people living near the streams. Why these terraces, between the stream where they dwelt and overlooking fortifications where they probably fled in danger, should have been constructed, it seems hard to conjecture, unless it is possible that they lived near a constantly hostile and active enemy of which they had the greatest fear, and these, although for protection, were their garden plats or limited grazing grounds for their goats. An incline would have been as good and would have cost no such immense outlay of labor in building the retaining walls. In many places through these rude structures had protruded the large pines of the country, some of which were two to three feet, or even more, in diameter. Everywhere, often in no small quantities, could be found their pottery, huge stone mortars for grinding corn (called metates in the vernacular of the country), and stone implements of war, and axes and hatchets. Under the overhanging cliffs were found caves that had once been inhabited, one series of apartments having no less than twenty-two rooms. Over one of these rooms was a large granary, capable of holding many bushels of grain. Here were corncobs, showing great age, mixed with pottery and stone axes. On the walls of these rooms were hieroglyphics and pictured representations, none of which were copied or secured. It seems not unreasonable to argue from their cheerless homes and mighty fortifications that this was an inferior race of people in the age in which they lived. Even the Apaches who have made these labyrinths of lava their hiding places superstitiously avoid these old ruins, and perchance this very fact may have saved to science valuable archaeological matter when the time comes for the investigation of these strange ancients.

Superstitions are shown in their dress and ornaments, or rather in the charms which adorn and compose these. The medicine jacket and belt are common to the whole Apache family, and are about the counterpart of similar dresses so common with savages. From the head of the Chiricahua hangs a single buckskin string about two inches wide and as many feet in length, its upper end braided in the hair. This is ornamented with all the different pieces of shells they can obtain, and for which they seem to have a reverence, while beads and ornaments of silver and other metals help to cover it with an almost solid coating of decorations. Maidens may be distinguished from matrons by the peculiar arrangement of their hair, the former wearing what in their language is called a nah-leen (nah-leen strictly interpreted is maiden). It is flat and of a beavertail, dumbbell shape, covered with red, and closely studded with gilt buttons, if procurable, the hair being tied up with this to prevent its flowing over the shoulders as with married squaws. In general, it may be said that the eastern tribes, Sierras Blancas and Chiricahuas, are far finer in dress than those of the western parts, the Yumas and Mojaves, the intermediate tribes of San Carlos and Tontos being also intermediate in dress. Still farther to the east in New Mexico are the Mescalero and Coyotero Apaches, also very ornamental in dress but in other respects beyond the ken of this article in their now quiet isolation.

The war dress of these warm-weather warriors, when actually in a campaign, is not so resplendent in buckskin and beads, nor is it so warm. A gorgeous bonnet of three hawk feathers is about the only display, and the rest has a sort of simplicity known only in the Garden of Eden. An old weapon with them was a heavy round stone at the end of a short stick, the two being wrapped and joined in a common case of rawhide taken from the tail of a horse or ox so as to be continuous and seamless. This was used like a policeman's club and has its counterpart in the Sioux “skull smasher,” a word which describes it at once. The wild Chiricahuas use the lance and do some good work with it in a decisive fight. Even the armed warriors use it in killing cattle and stolen stock to save their ammunition thereby, while some of the most horrible tortures practiced on their captives by these fiends are inflicted by this instrument. With the introduction of firearms into their warfare fell the shield into disuse. It was a gaudy appendage of the primitive savage, but it exists among the Apaches only as a relic for which they can obtain so much money from the curiosity seeker. They care but little for money, however, except to appease a craving for gambling or to meet immediate wants.

They are behind no other savages in their love for the allurements of gambling, and use all sorts of implements, from the most intricate games of cards to the simple throwing of sticks and hoops, and in nearly all of these games their play is one of hazard, in the excitement their horses, rifles, and even the shirts on their backs changing ownership.

Only in their dances do they excel the physical energy put forth in their gambling plays. From sunset till sunrise can be heard the beating of their drums and tom-toms, and night after night is it kept up. Old squaws and young children dance until they can stand no longer and cease from exhaustion and fatigue; a cessation of but a few minutes and they are up and at it again. Their medicine dances take place in cases of sickness and distress, to drive away bad spirits or keep them from doing harm. In these, the squaws are never allowed to take a part, but in peace, weddings, and feast dances, young and old of both sexes form a conspicuous part. The “Corn Dance,” to make that plant productive, is also a monopoly of the medicine men, while besides all these there exists the war, the conqueror's, and the chiefs’ dances, varying in type through all the possible motions and gesticulations of the human body.

[image: images]
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The ages which some of them reach appear surprising, considering their rough mode of life in the past, which seems sufficient to end it rapidly when the physical powers begin to fail. Got-ha, a Sierra Blanca, a once famous warrior of their tribe, is probably eighty or ninety years of age and seems hale and hearty yet. Could this old sage of the sandy deserts concentrate the salient points of his life into a volume, it would rival the tales of Daniel Boone or Kit Carson. Age, however, finds only a place in their councils of peace, and young blood rules in times of war, unless some mighty chief; with a record of battles that none can gainsay, bears all before him even in his age. It is a keen appreciation of the eternal fitness of things that has helped them in no small way to hold for so long the mastery of the Southwest in peace and in war. One mighty chief of theirs was Cochise, a household word in the literature of Indian depredations. A Chiricahua himself, his success was sufficient to join many bands under his rule, and especially those renegades so common in all Indian warfare and so numerous in every band who will join every revolt without regard to tribe or cause, if the revolt only promise booty and that bloody excitement which their nature craves. For years, he was the terror of all in Arizona, and for a long period before his own tribes could be turned against him, the sum total of his battles placed him plainly ahead. For savage strategy and barbaric grand tactics, he will always be a mark in the annals of Indian warfare, and will be better known as this country settles up to that extent that it will demand a history of its own. Cochise bravely acknowledged he was outgeneraled once. A military train of a score of wagons, guarded apparently by only a small platoon of cavalry, bore down through Apache Pass, where Cochise had some two or three hundred warriors in waiting, and their eyes glistened with delight as they looked at the chance of an easy capture of the hard bread, molasses, sugar, and tobacco on which they might revel for weeks. They made one wild yelling charge on the train from every quarter, when, instead of savage luxuries, there came from each wagon a blinding, crashing volley from nearly a score of well-armed infantrymen. Cochise's warriors were sent flying back like surf, and as they fled up the steep sides of the canyon, were picked off like squirrels in a tree. Cochise died some nine or ten years ago a natural death, a singular ending for one who had been so active in the trade of death. However much they may have hated him in that frontier land, even their legislature honored him with a conspicuous county, showing that their hatred could not conscientiously descend into contempt.

After Cochise came Victorio, whose fate has been noted. Then Nana led them for a brief period of time, and then came Naiche, son of Cochise, who rules the Chiricahua band. Juh (pronounced Hoo) was a noted leader, and met his death in a way that was scarcely heroic. Blindly drunk with mescal, he attempted to ride from a Mexican town to his village, his head buried in his hands, and his elbows and the responsibility of getting home resting on the pony's shoulders. As they crossed a shallow stream, the horse, believing it was his turn, leaned forward for a drink, and Juh was precipitated into the water, and there, with his face in that kind of liquor that he had not followed closely enough in his life, he was drowned.

Loco is an important chief, he being at one time a medicine man. In a career uniformly good—as savages judge careers—and nowhere brilliant, it is hard to speak further of him in a contracted article. Geronimo, said to be a captured Mexican youth, might be styled the Daniel Webster of the Apache Senate. His advice was always sought on every particular matter of state, and his influence therein was equaled by few before his incarceration in a Florida prison, as the result of the latest and one of the greatest outbreaks under him, which ended with his surrender.

Chato, Bonito, Chihuahua, Mangas, and Zele form the lesser lights in this list of leaders.

Railroads run their double bands of iron through their deserts, mines pour their ores from the sheltering sides of their mountain homes, an inexorable decree has cramped them to a corner of their country, where they now wrest a living from the soil they once trod as masters, and it may be well said that the Apache sun is near the horizon of their national destiny.






Hunting with Apaches

[WILLIAM D. FULLER]1

Army and Navy Journal 9, no. 36 (April 20, 1872): 573

A comparative abundance of water makes the Mogollon and White Mountain ranges of Arizona a favorite resort for game. The extensive forests, ravines, and places of retreat offered by these mountains would be the homes of many wild animals, were it not for the indiscriminate killing of the young as well as the full-grown by the Apache hunters.

At isolated frontier posts, a hunting trip is properly recognized as the perquisite of any officer desirous of exposing himself to fatigue or Indian risks. From the writer's post2 as a center, a circle of two hundred miles diameter would not include a single white man outside the camp. Wearied by the monotony of garrison life, an arrangement was effected to make a seven days’ hunt in the mountains. With six enlisted men and two friendly Apaches, it was still regarded as some risk, as we should pass through the hunting grounds of hostile Indians and might be “jumped” by a straggling party of Apaches.

Five pack mules, more surefooted and better suited to mountain traveling than horses, completed the outfit. If any of the party indulged in any feeling of prejudice against these abused animals, it was changed to admiration before his return.

The White Mountains rise to eight or nine thousand feet above tidewater and take their name from occasional peaks that exceed this elevation and are whitened by snow for a good part of the year. The course of the range is nearly northeast and southwest, with the Mogollon hills to the westward. A large part of these mountains are high mesa or tablelands, well timbered, but difficult of access, and cut up by ravines and chasms, with almost perpendicular sides. Canyons, impassable except at a few points, with precipices of basalt and volcanic rock, rendered it a matter of some study to cross these ranges, for, while passing over a smooth, well-timbered mesa, it would be suddenly terminated on three sides by a precipice of some hundred feet high. In places these ravines cut through a formation of yellow and red sandstone rock, a pleasant contrast to the black lava that lined most of the ravines. Under the sand rock, occasionally beds of slate would be seen on the hillsides. The high mesas furnish a very fair soil from decomposed rock, with a growth of pine and oak. Small streams are numerous among the hills, forming strips of bottomland, with a growth of cottonwood and good grass. These bottoms, known as cieniga, abound with wild turkeys, as well as the mesas. The hillsides, even among the rocks, afford good grazing on the “bunch grass.”

Accompanying the two Apache hunters, curiosity led to a critical observation of their ways. Soon after starting out, each Indian cut him[self] a stick of a kind of reed, hollow and light, but nearly an inch through and of a convenient length to use as a cane. Its other use was afterwards shown whenever the Apache fired his rifle, holding the end to the ground as a rest for his left hand while aiming. In no instance did either fire holding the [rifle at] arms’ length like the white men, but invariably by steadying the left hand with a stick or lying down behind a rock. They were wonderfully observant; the faintest impression on the soil or a broken blade of grass never escaped their notice. Our best hunter had, from Mexican associations, claimed as his name Juan de Dios; his father was a Mexican capture, carried off by the Apaches when a boy and raised by them; whatever was due to his name, he was at all events a first-class hunter. Our communication with each other was in Mexican, Juan knowing as little of English as we did of Apache. His associate was a full-blooded Apache buck, attracted by the promise of a blanket and all he could eat if he went as a guide. Both proved very good fellows, perhaps owing to our success in killing game.

It will be enough to give a few incidents of the trip, illustrating a little of the Apache character. One of them had once visited the settlements, and in reply to how he was treated, he said, “Injin sonny bitch, calaboose.” Two days after starting, a rainstorm in the lowlands resulted in a fall of snow in the mountains. Camped in a sheltered ravine among the pines, and with plenty of fires, the Apaches thought our fires unreasonably large. The Apaches, they said, build small fires and keep close to them; the Americans they thought very foolish in making big fires and then have to stand away off from them. Indeed, the day before, Juan called attention to a few charred sticks with a semicircle of dry grass and boughs around them, saying, “Apache,” as the place an Indian had slept a few nights previous.

Just before night, one of the guides left camp with his rifle, as he said, “Tus (Apache for snow), mucho, venado [deer] mucho.” In less than an hour, he returned with news that he had killed a buck and wanted a “Jon-dai-sy” (i.e., mule) to fetch him in. Giving him a mule, he packed into camp a fine buck that he had skinned and quartered and hung up on a tree before he brought the news to camp. The Indians wanted their choice cuts, which proved to be the paunch and intestines, the head and liver. Their cookery was simple. Three strands of the entrails were braided into one piece, thrown on the coals, and after a few minutes’ warming, eaten with relish. The paunch was boiled, and with the marrow and brain of the head, packed along to carry home. A few of the ribs were cut out by them, to be used, as they showed us, in a gambling arrangement of the Apaches—three rib bones, being each differently marked on the sides, and thrown similarly to dice. While we enjoyed the venison steaks and hot coffee, the Apaches whiled away the evening by alternating with Indian songs and lunches of boiled entrails; esteeming it an honor to share the fire of the officer of the party, they were apparently happy and content.

The next morning was clear and cold. The air of a November morning is not particularly warm, but in these mountains, our canteens, filled with water, froze solid during the night. After sunrise, the guide proposed a hunt that day, after getting a good bellyful as a preliminary.

A few miles from camp, Juan came to the crest of a ridge. He crept carefully along, and holding up his hand, motioned [for us] to come to him. A ravine lay four or five hundred feet below us, and among the scattered trees were six or seven bucks and deer. “Venado mucho,” says Juan. The Indian commenced crawling down the hill, keeping every tree, stump, or rock he could find in a direct line between himself and the game. Although provided with a rifle, he would not fire [until] within a hundred yards. It is to this faculty of creeping up to their game that they owe their reputation as hunters.

The Indians are inferior marksmen to the whites, but are more certain shots, since they will not fire until almost upon the object. We all crawled down the hill, and each one picking out his game, were to fire when Juan did. A flock of turkeys were sunning themselves on the hillside and started up on the fallen tree in front of us. A fat gobbler was too great a temptation. Bang went someone's rifle. Juan fired at the same moment, and a cracking fire of breech-loading rifles commenced all round. The frightened deer ran in all directions, stopping at times and looking about with amazement. The balls whistled through the ravines, but the game finally disappeared; a wild turkey and a fat deer were stretched out on the ground, and Juan pointed out clots of blood and scattered crimson spots, showing the direction the wounded buck had taken.

After skinning and securing the deer, we pushed on four or five miles over an intervening ridge to the next ravine. Here was a large cieniga, in place of open bottomland, covered with grass. The Indians separated, carefully crawling along the ridge and looking into the canyon and ravine. Directly they came running back, their eyes sparkling with excitement. “Oso [bear] grande,” said one. Sure enough, looking on the crest, we saw on the further side, about four hundred yards off, a big black fellow digging roots on the hillside. A council of war was held, and the effect of a volley from all was debated. The Apaches as usual wanted to crawl up closer, and according to their wishes, the writer with the two Indians crept carefully up; but before reaching as near as the Apaches considered necessary for them to hit him, Bruin raised his head and ran up the mountain at a rate that defied all pursuit on foot. The two guides raised their heads and snuffed, pointing to windward, indicating that the bear had smelled them, which was not improbable, since bathing is not much attended to by the Indians.


The result of the day's shooting was three deer, with turkey and squirrels enough to satisfy the whole party. The Apaches do not much care for the wild turkeys, only killing them to bring in to the garrison.

The Indians disliking snow, we moved down the ravines to a lower elevation, where, as the Apaches said, was “Tus nada.” Wherever the streams had washed soil sufficient to form a bottom, or strip of meadowland, there would be seen the ruins of stone buildings, and frequently of pottery, marked with figures of animals and rough drawings. At one point on the river, for some hundred yards, the water had washed out such fragments and building stones from under a bed of lava a hundred feet deep. Perhaps in this case, some catastrophe had buried the ruins in volcanic rock. Evidently this country was once occupied by a people greatly superior in numbers and wealth to the present race of Indians.






Among the Arapahos

HENRY R. LEMLY1
Harper's New Monthly Magazine 60, no. 358 (March 1880): 494–501

“She's a puller.” “A puller?”

“Yes, a puller.”

I ride on in silence, not wishing to betray undue curiosity; but presently I ask, “Friday, what is a puller?”

“A squaw that pulls hair.”

Friday is an Arapaho Indian. Lost when eleven years old, he was found by a party of returning emigrants, taken to St. Louis, and there educated. At twenty-one, he returned to his people, over whom, by his unusual attainments and civilization, he soon exercised great influence. At fifty, he had relapsed into barbarism. He had forgotten how to read and write, possessed as many squaws as fingers, and was a pander of the vilest description. His knowledge of English facilitated the practice of this vocation at the agency and military posts, and procured him employment as official interpreter, in which capacity he accompanies me. Like his cannibal yet scarcely more savage prototype, Robinson Crusoe's man, his discovery, fortunate albeit on Friday, caused him to be named after that unluckiest day of the week. The subject of our conversation is one of his numerous wives, whom a jealous disposition and irascible temper make an unruly helpmate. Because of her small eyes, she is called The-One-Who-Sleeps.

These are two of my compagnons de voyage. Black Coal is chief. He is remarkably intelligent. Ordinarily he dresses in a semicivilized garb, comprising a white shirt, a vest, and the conventional blanket and breechclout of the Indian; but upon especial occasions, these are discarded for a broadcloth suit presented him by the secretary of the interior when in Washington. A watch and chain, and a white felt hat, to the crown of which is attached his eagle's feather, complete his attire. His hair is worn in a scalp lock and two braids, the latter being wrapped in fur. To one of these, and in convenient proximity to his nose, is attached a little buckskin sack that exhales the pungent odor of the muskrat. His tepee lode is the largest in the village and is adorned with embroidered bead circles, from the centers of which dangle human scalps.


Black Coal says they were taken in battle from the Utes. Several years ago, he surprised their principal village, which he despoiled and burned. In commemoration of this victory, he stripped and wallowed naked in the hot ashes and cinders until he was black as a coal, from which circumstance he derived his name. The third and little fingers of his right hand were shot off in the combat, and Black Coal avers that the wound was miraculously healed by this means, which at least was well adapted to hasten its cure. In camp, he is usually attended by an aged and crippled Indian, who, ascending any convenient eminence, cries out the instructions of the chief to the village. Meals and the hour and order of march are thus announced.

The squaws are first astir, and in the early morning, they cut and collect huge bundles of firewood, which are strapped to and carried on their backs. Breakfast is soon cooked, and now the buck makes his appearance. He is a veritable monarch, although a dirty and an exceedingly ill-bred one. He will do nothing to assist his wife or wives, and those charming amenities which the very name of woman suggests to, and that are distinctive of, civilized man rarely animate his soul. Among the Arapahos, there is not even the semblance of a marriage ceremony. A squaw is bought and becomes the absolute property—the slave—of her purchaser. If he tires of her, he may cast her off; if she is unfaithful, he may kill her, but oftener he cruelly disfigures her by cutting off her nose.

For the squaw, there is no relief. On the march, after breakfast, she saddles his pony, and he is away like the wind. In summer, grass, in winter, a cottonwood bough thrown across the saddle, furnishes ample food for his wiry little mount. The tepee is then “struck” and packed. The poles are utilized as shafts and for this purpose are equally divided on either side of and attached to a pony, the heavier ends dragging. Joining these, and as near the animal as practicable, is frequently constructed a basket or wicker seat, upon which ride the children, perhaps an old squaw, and not infrequently a litter of puppies. If she has a nursing infant, the mother carries it in her arms or on her back. Meanwhile, she rides one, leads several, and drives many more ponies, that are often unmercifully packed. When camp is reached, they are immediately freed from their burdens and herded a mile to windward, by which means they feed toward it, reserving the grass in the vicinity for the night. They are wonderful little beasts, full of pluck and endurance. The best, or properly, the war ponies, are marked by ugly slits in the ear, thus enabling the owner to readily distinguish them in the dark.

To pitch the tepee, a circular space of ground is cleared—no easy task in deep snow—of the required dimensions. Three poles are then tied together at the smaller ends and raised; others are laid on, and a cord is drawn around to secure them. The canvas or skin is elevated by a final pole on the side of the wind, and by its agency is made to envelop the conical frame. The edges are provided with eyelets and are joined by wooden pins. The base is now increased to the fullest extent, and the poles are thrust into holes prepared, and the canvas securely fastened to pegs driven in the ground. The smaller ends of two poles are inserted into loops near the vertex, by which means a smoke exit is formed, and its position shifted with the wind. Fire is at last lighted, the simple interior arrangements are completed, and preparations for cooking inaugurated, all of which is often performed by a single squaw. Not until he perceives these evidences of comfort does her lord appear, and meanwhile, he has probably been loitering over a few coals, or under the friendly shelter of a neighboring hillock.

My first dinner with the Arapahos was by invitation of Six Feathers, a very hospitable and friendly Indian. It was served upon common white china and comprised stewed dog, boiled rice slightly sweetened, bread baked by reflection, and tea. Observing that my host shook the contents of a perforated tin box into his cup, and supposing it was sugar, I followed his example, and found it was black pepper—not, however, an unpalatable mixture in extremely cold weather. Dog meat is considered a great luxury and is reserved for feasts and special occasions.

After dinner, Six Feathers seated me upon a couch of buffalo robes and bright red blankets, spread upon a willow mat that lay upon the ground and against two poles of a tripod, to which could be given any inclination. This formed a support for the back when sitting, and for the head when lying down. My hostess now presented me with a pair of moccasins, uniquely embroidered with colored porcupine quills, which I was gratified to observe fitted perfectly, and I expressed my pleasure and thanks to the dusky donor in my choicest Arapaho. Cigarettes, of which they are exceedingly fond, being produced, we complacently smoked, while the fire burned brightly in the center of the lodge, maintaining a comfortable and uniform temperature, and the smoke gracefully curled through its appointed aperture.

Their language is the most difficult to acquire of all Indian tongues, and it is said, indeed, that two Arapahos cannot thoroughly comprehend each other in the dark; that is, without the intervention of the sign manual common to all North American tribes. My earlier attempts at a conversation by this means were necessarily crude, and my mistakes often ludicrous.

Prominent among my Arapaho friends is Washington, so called at the agency because of a three-cornered hat he wears, the similarity of which to that of the Continental period has dignified the wearer into a real or fancied resemblance to the “Father of his Country.” He is a medicine man, happily unfettered by allopathic or homeopathic schools. Whatever the diagnosis, his remedy is invariably the same, and consists of beating upon a “tom-tom,” yelling hideously, and dancing wildly about the patient until he is either frightened to death or recovers by natural processes. In the latter case, the Good Spirit triumphs; in the former, the Evil. It is merely a question of successful invocation or exorcism. But Washington is an empiric, and when these means fail, he has recourse to others not less fallible—he comes to me. I carry a small case of medicines, and on one occasion, misunderstanding his signs, I prescribed an astringent in copious quantities, when the unfortunate victim was almost dying for want of a laxative, and narrowly escaped prematurely sending the poor devil to the Happy Hunting Grounds.


Sharp Nose is Black Coal's lieutenant, or head soldier, and the finest scout I have encountered on the plains. He derives his name from a physiognomic fact, and not from acute scent, which, however, he possesses in an astonishing degree. His eyes are as bright and as piercing as an eagle's. Nothing escapes his vision. In Colonel Mackenzie's winter campaign against the Cheyennes, Sharp Nose rendered invaluable service. His son, an intelligent and active little fellow of eight summers, frequently accompanies him upon less hostile expeditions.

Judged by the Caucasian standard of beauty, a handsome buck or squaw is rarely found among the Arapahos, although fine physiques are common; but the reverse obtains with their children. In them, roundness of outline conceals high cheekbones and other prominent angularities, and they are generally pretty, and very prepossessing in manner. They are obedient and seldom quarrel, hence they are not often punished. Parental affection and filial are equally strong. As I have before remarked, the squaws are generally ill treated by the bucks, but otherwise fighting is uncommon, and thefts seldom occur. Individual differences are amicably adjusted; if of a serious nature, by arbitration. Murder—unless the massacre of their enemies, against whom they fiendishly delight to perpetrate every atrocity, be so regarded—is almost unknown. These facts appear the more remarkable when their mode of life is considered. Two or more families are not infrequently crowded into a single lodge, but great delicacy characterizes their intercourse. Does the civilized lover ask how this warrior of the plains woos? There are no moonlit groves for him; only the boundless and treeless prairie. But he folds his blanket around his nut brown mistress, and under its common shelter, they sue and sigh undisturbed. And this barbarian, as we call him, when he receives his death wound, calmly surrenders to the knife of his adversary a scalp lock neatly braided by himself in anticipation of this very fatality. Than this, nothing in modern warfare savors more strongly of the chivalric courtesy of feudal ages.

In approaching the buffalo range, a dance ensues. The tribe assembles about an open space, in the middle of which are squatting many of the young men of the village, hideously painted and almost naked. A monotonous chant, accompanied by a regular beating upon “tom-toms,” is begun. The shrill treble of the squaws mingles not discordantly with the guttural tones of the bucks; and to this wild refrain, the central group begin a rude and savage dance, hopping upon one foot and then upon the other, and yelling horribly the while. Those who join in this grotesque sport thus enroll themselves as a sort of “citizen soldiery,” the chief purpose of which is the prevention of any interference with the buffaloes until, by a concerted action of the village, a “big surround” and great slaughter can be effected.

A buffalo hunt by Indians has been often described. The buffaloes are generally approached from such direction that, in the chase that ensues, they will run toward camp, and by this means facilitate the transportation of their own flesh. Hundreds are killed, and the meat, cut into thin slices, is hung upon poles outside the lodge to dry in the sun. Cured by this process, it is said to be “jerked.” Nothing pertaining to the animal is thrown away. The entrails, and especially the tripe, indifferently cleaned, are eaten raw, or thrown upon live coals, where they shrivel and broil into fragrant crispness. The skull is cracked, and the squaws insert their slender fingers into its crevices, and greedily devour the bloody and uncooked brains.

The days that succeed a successful hunt, after the hides are in process of tanning, are passed in general idleness. All hands have eaten their fill, and with an Indian, a full stomach means a glad but slothful heart. The bucks lie listlessly about, while the squaws scratch their heads, comb and plait the long straight hair, and disgustingly catch and eat the vermin that abound therein. If cleanliness is next to godliness, the foulness of the Indian is his greatest sin. A peculiar and disagreeable odor pervades everything that belongs to them, although much of it is due to other causes than personal filth. The tanning, drying of beef or buffalo, cooking, etc., simultaneously in progress in and about the lodge, produce a variety of unpleasant scents, which permeate their clothing and impregnate the atmosphere. The infrequent change of the former is also a fruitful source of physical impurity. The Turco-Russian bath is, however, of very common application among them. It is their panacea.

The manner of its preparation is necessarily primitive. Willow wands are sharpened and thrust into the ground, and their smaller ends are interlaced so as to form a bower little more than a yard in height and eight or ten in circumference. Over this is stretched and secured a piece of canvas or skin, under which, after several large stones have been brought to a red heat and rolled to its center, a dozen or more Arapahos crowd and crouch. Water is slowly poured upon the stones, from which arise hot air and vapor. After profuse perspiration, the inmates leap into an adjoining stream, or wallow naked in the snow. This bathing establishment is called a wickiup, and they dot the banks of watercourses in all Indian countries.

An Arapaho belle, before she retires, greases her hair and face with liquid marrow from a bone set upright near the fire to reduce its contents to the proper consistency. Her hair is then braided. In this manner the Sioux and Cheyenne squaws wear theirs; but in the morning, our Arapaho maiden undoes the careful plaiting of the evening, which has given her hair a wavy appearance, and permits it to fall unconfined about her shoulders. Her face now presents an excellent surface for the reception of paint, the use of which, by the way, is as much for protection against inclement weather as for supposed adornment. The most approved mode is to make a general application of chrome yellow, with finishing touches of vermilion, but often only a little rouge is employed.






Impressions of Arapahos and Shoshones

GEORGE H. MORGAN1
Order of the Indian War Collection, U.S. Army Military History Institute, Carlisle Barracks, Pennsylvania

The enclosed notes regarding three or four of my Indian friends may serve unless somebody better qualified writes of them.

“Corporal Wrist,” an Arapaho, was my “brother.” We had some interesting experiences together, although I think that no man outside the tribe could ever learn their language. We habitually conversed in the sign language. The name, as I remember it, of one of the subtribes [of the] Arapaho was, phonetically speaking, Whoot-nee-ah-be-a,2 a series of grunts which took me about two weeks to assimilate. I never was much on languages anyway, and only stuck to this at the request of Capt. Philo Clark, who was then finishing his book on the sign language of the Plains Indians.3

Sharp Nose, Arapaho war chief, Wind River Reservation, 1880: This man was a fine specimen of the Indian tribe to which he belonged. He gave great assistance to the soldiers in the Indian wars of 1876–78, and due to this, he was appointed a corporal of scouts by General Sheridan in 1881.

When given this grade and pay, he was a poor Indian with but one wife. A few months later, calling upon him, he was found to have accumulated four or more wives, with their relatives, and was living in Indian luxury with his nucleus of a separate tribe.

He was entirely reliable except when given whiskey. Like all savages, he was peculiarly susceptible to its influence, and at one time when given a post of responsibility, he was seduced from his duty by a bottle of liquor. He was later very much chagrined by this conduct. During my intercourse with the Arapahos, they were very friendly and habitually obeyed all orders necessarily given for their conduct.

Black Coal, Arapaho chief: The Indians called him “agency” chief, as he had been appointed head chief by the well-meaning agent. The real chief at this time was Little Wolf, a very intelligent and fine Indian. Black Coal got his name from the circumstance that when preparing for his first war trail, he rolled through the campfire naked.


Washakie, head chief of the Shoshone in 1880, was a Flathead,4 but gained his position as head of the Snakes by his eminent abilities and “white” bravery. It was history that five Sioux raided his camp one night and stole his horses. Washakie followed them on foot and finally recovered his property, killing all of the raiders.

He was a fine executive and handled his tribe with wisdom and ability, frowning on the young men who at times wished to war with the whites. The only crime that I ever heard that he committed was while under the influence of liquor.

Dick Washakie, his son, was a wild, harum-scarum youth in 1880, and quite like such a boy in civilization, assuming some extra airs as son of the great chief, but on the whole an intelligent young man. With about twenty of his friends, he attempted to interfere at one time with me and my party when executing some order of the post commander. He ended with doing his best to assist me.

In 1899, there was a party from the Wind River reservation visiting Washington and I called upon them. Sharp Nose was nearly blind, as was Bear. [The] Shoshone Dick [Washakie] was the youngest and ablest appearing man of the party. As I knew who I was to meet, I recognized them readily, and speaking to Dick, I asked, “Don't you know me?” He looked at me sharply and said to Sharp Nose, “It is the young chief who owned ‘Tope-she-beth,’” a racehorse I had at that time. He did not remember, if he ever knew my name, but he remembered the horse, which gave me standing in their sporting natures.

The life at this big Indian reservation was very interesting to a young lieutenant just graduated. There never was a moment, night or day, when the booming of a drum did not signal some kind of a dance going on in some part of the wide encampment.

They had the utmost freedom, consistent with the rights of others, and were easily controlled by their chiefs. They left the reservation for their hunts, for which there was enough country at that time, and their only troubles were brought about by liquor, which the foolish whites living on the borders would at times sell them, notwithstanding our greatest efforts towards their better education.

Note that the Arapahos, so-called by the whites,5 could not even sound the letter R. When for our enlightenment they called themselves by that name, it was “Napaho.” The rather small tribe then had three distinct families or subtribes.6 They were such poor talkers that they became experts in the universal sign language of the plains. They were, according to our ideas, rather immoral. The Shoshones, much better morally, were not as fine specimens physically. The Shoshone language was quite musical and easily learned. We habitually used some of their words in ordinary conversation.

Their religion [Arapaho] so far as observed by me, rather carelessly, was concerned with the health of the people. The sweat bath was a religious ceremony.


The northern Indian, much cleaner and healthier in general than the southern Indian, did not appear so, as they habitually wore buckskin, which of course looked dirty before it could be worn out. The southerner did wash his cotton clothes sometimes.






Personal Experiences among the Indians and North America and the Wounded Knee Fight

WILLIAM E. DOUGHERTY1

Overland Monthly 19, no. 112 (April 1892): 357–74

Some years after the end of the Civil War, I was stationed in Buffalo, and one day on my return from Niagara Falls, my wife met me on the porch in great distress and with the information that it was reported that the regiment to which I belong was to be ordered to Dakota, then considered the Siberia of North America. Two other ladies came in, accompanied by their husbands—both of whom had served on the plains—and joined in the lamentation, and one of them remained late and narrated some experiences with the Indians that greatly intensified our alarm and had the effect of keeping us awake nearly the whole of the night.

Two days afterward, the order came, and its publication at parade sounded like the crack of doom and left nothing to look forward to but a sanguinary demise in the line of duty among the wild Sioux.

I had always maintained to my wife the pleasing fiction that I prefer to die before her, and so it was arranged that she would remain in Buffalo to await the event and make the necessary preparations for my funeral. A week afterward, my company debarked from a Missouri River steamboat in Dakota and marched into a stockade near the bank of the river, which enclosed the garrison of fifty men that were supposed to overawe and keep under control the three thousand Brule and Yanktonais Sioux who then lived in the neighborhood. The Brules were the most turbulent and restless of the Dakota tribes, and not long from the warpath, which they had followed almost continuously since the opening of the Union Pacific Railroad a few years before.

On the way up the river, we learned wherever the boat made a landing that we were on the eve of an Indian war; that the Lower Brules had left the agency after killing everybody that could be found outside the stockade and had gone toward the Badlands, taking all the government and private stock that could be found in the country with them, and that the other tribes were preparing to join them. No Indians could be seen either en route or on our arrival, but the border newspapers and the settlers kept the air overladen with reports of their atrocities and depredations in Nebraska and Wyoming, and with a clamor for more troops for the protection of the settlements.

On arriving at our post, we found the old garrison ready to depart, and learned that the cause of the present trouble was a trifling misunderstanding that had occurred at the trader's store between an Indian and the clerk about an empty dry-goods box, which ended in the Indian's firing a shot through the window of the store as an expression of his indignation, and the stampede of the whole tribe to the interior on learning that the agent had made a demand upon the commanding officer for the arrest of the offender. Colonel Stanley was then commanding at Fort Sully, and hearing of the circumstances, sent couriers across the country to intercept the Indians and tell them to go back to the agency, and call on the commanding officer to settle the dispute between them and the trader.

About two weeks afterward, at break of day one morning, the sentinels reported that the bluffs above the post were lined with Indians, and that signals were being made to the Yanktonais across the river. The men hurriedly went to their places at the loopholes, and six pieces of artillery, loaded with shell, were trained on the groups of warriors that covered the hills behind the post.

Had we known anything about the Indian mode of warfare at the time, we could easily have seen that the demonstration was not a hostile one, and that the men were only waiting for the women and children to come up with the travois and lodges to pitch the camp. They arrived soon afterward, and by noon, over two hundred lodges were pitched about the post and agency, and toward evening, a delegation of the chiefs came to make a visit to the commanding officer, who received them kindly and with apparent satisfaction to them. The visit was very formal and ceremonious, and ended as it began, with a hearty handshaking, and a request by the principal chief that a time be appointed the next day for a council.

Early the following day, the six principal chiefs, accompanied by their headmen and arrayed in picturesque barbaric apparel, made their appearance in the post, and after the customary salutation, sat down in a circle in front of the quarters of the commanding officer. The officers formed a group in the center, and the soldiers loitered about their quarters within easy reach of their arms.

After some minutes of embarrassing silence, the principal chief stood up and shook hands with the officers. He spoke for half an hour in an impassioned tone of voice, and ended with a peroration in which he called upon the commanding officer, the man who was sent there to kill him if necessary, to protect him against the agent, the man who was sent to defend and support him. The others followed in the same strain, and each in turn sat down in silence.

The notes I made of those speeches have been lost or mislaid, except of one. It is the speech of Little Pheasant, the last to speak, and the most moderate in tone and gesture. He stood up and shook hands like the others. His long hair, as black as a raven's wing, was tied and held in place on each side by strips of otter skin, a single eagle feather tied securely to the scalp lock standing erect behind. A huge, weird-looking necklace of bear claws adorned his neck and shoulders, and his chest was covered with a network of abalone shells strung on deer sinew and resembling chain mail, and long pendants of the same material hung from his ears nearly to his waist, around which was fastened a girdle of dressed antelope skin, with pouches for tinder, and flint and steel; from it was suspended on the left side a beaded knife sheath, and a tobacco bag beautifully decorated with dyed porcupine quills and beadwork. Saffron-colored leggings trimmed along the seams with human scalps, and beaded moccasins, completed the raiment of this extraordinary figure. He said:

 

Friends: My heart is glad today. For many days I have been like a blind man among enemies, not knowing where to go or what to do. I am told that you came from near the great water where the sun rises. I want you to write to the Great Father, who lives there. My people will tell you what to write. If you will look at the women and children, you will know without being told. The men who were sent here to be our friends are our greatest enemies, for they rob us of what belongs to us and would compel us to go to war about a wooden box worth only a quarter of a dollar. It is easy to see why it would be convenient for the agent and the trader, and their people, to have us away from the agency, now and then. These men had nothing when they came here, now they are rich. We are accustomed to being poor, but when we hear our children cry, we must feel ashamed. Friends, many winters ago I lived with my people on the Platte River. The buffalos were so numerous that they could not be counted, and we thought they could never be killed off or driven away. From them we got our food and clothing, and the lodges we lived in. We did not need anything else, and we were very happy and free. Then the iron road came up the Platte River, and the buffalos fled so far away that we could not follow them. Some of our young men tried to stop the building of the road through our country, and a war followed in which many Indians and soldiers were killed.

After that, the Great Father sent a commission to meet us at Fort Laramie; we went there and found General Harney, who fought with us on the Platte a good many winters before; we knew that he would tell us the truth, and we agreed to what he said. At that place, we gave away as much land as a good pony could travel over in a journey of fifty days, and the commissioners agreed that the government would supply food and clothing to the people for thirty years. We came back to the river in the fall and found that we had a new agent, who told us that we must build houses and make fields and plant our own corn, and said that he would give us cows and oxen. Some of the young men went to the Great Bend and built twenty-three houses, but before they were finished, the agent moved us to the mouth of White River, and we have not yet seen the cows and oxen. After that, Lieutenant French2 was our agent, but only for seven months. In that time, we got more from the government than we got in four years before. When he went away, I went with some others to Fort Sully to ask Colonel Stanley to have him sent back, but he said he could do nothing. Our new agent was sent us by the church, and we were told that we would have schools, and that cattle, and wagons, and harness, and plows would be sent us in payment for the land we sold in Nebraska. We have received only one wagon as our share. The agent has a herd of cattle on the James River and another one at Medicine Creek, but he says that these belong to him.

The rest of this speech is lost; I have mislaid the notes, and so many incidents of the same kind have occurred since then that I cannot quote from memory with any certainty. The commanding officer was a kindhearted and fair-minded man, and gave the Indians assurance of sympathy, and of any assistance in his power to give. He wrote out a brief of the complaint, which was sent to Washington and was not heard of for nearly a year, and was about forgotten, when the memory of it was revived by a communication from the War Department, censuring all the officers at the post for unauthorized and unwarrantable interference in the affairs of another department; but the friendly understanding made with the Indians became permanent, and I was soon convinced that Dakota was just as safe a place to live in as Buffalo, and a great deal more economical, and so I wrote my wife to cancel the engagement with the undertaker, and come out to Dakota and live with the Indians.

We remained with them eight years, and in that time traveled over every part of the territory, always accompanied by some of them. During four years of this time, I was agent for this tribe and the one immediately across the river, in all about three thousand people. In my whole service with them, I cannot recall a single criminal offense or dishonest act that can be attributed to any of them, and I found that with wise restraints and fair treatment, they are the most obedient and submissive people to be found in the world, as well as the most patient and enduring under adversity and injustice.

These circumstances are related not because of the interest there may be in them, but to show how avoidable and unnecessary Indian wars are, and how trifling a circumstance was liable in those times to precipitate one that might result in great bloodshed and destruction.

The following year, a very insignificant incident, like the one about the box, occurred at Standing Rock agency. The offender fled to Sitting Bull's camp in the north, which was at that time the city of refuge for Indians who left the agencies for any cause. The Indian Office demanded that an expedition be sent against Sitting Bull and his people, then numbering about eight hundred and camped beyond the Yellowstone on the buffalo range; but it was not organized and sent out until the spring of the following year. Before this very unwise and unnecessary war was ended, twenty officers and about three hundred men were killed or died of their wounds, and in the end, the object for which the expedition was put on foot had to be accomplished by negotiations.

Sitting Bull and his people had never lived at an agency. They hunted in the country from the Yellowstone to the head of the Missouri River, and traded at the post of the Fur Company at Fort Benton. It came out after the war was over that the Indian Department was instigated to ask for the expedition sent against them by the representatives of the traders at the agencies on the upper Missouri River, so as to compel them to bring their robes and furs for barter at those places.

These events took place under the system of Indian management known as the “Peace Policy.” Prior to 1870, the management of the Indians was vested in the commissioner of Indian affairs almost exclusively, and was practically without any other supervision. The office was a reward for political service, without any other qualification whatever, as it is at present. The administration of the service was so corrupt and disreputable, and it had become such a power in politics and in political campaigns, that a strong revulsion of feeling was brought about by the exposures made by the newspapers and by officers of the army who were stationed among the Indians on the plains, and Congress was finally compelled to devise some measure of reform.

Accordingly, a bill was passed authorizing the appointment of a board of Indian commissioners, to consist of ten gentlemen distinguished for benevolence and philanthropy, with power to revise contracts, audit expenditures, and travel among the Indian tribes to inquire into their condition and necessities. This board met in Washington in 1870 and formulated a policy. The nomination of the Indian commissioner and the agents was given over by the president to the different religious societies. Wherever practicable, the troops were withdrawn from the immediate neighborhood of the agencies, and schools were established for the Indian children and placed under teachers sent out by the churches and missionary associations, but paid by the government.

The change resulted at first in a great diminution in the public expense, but had no effect whatever upon the condition of the Indians. Just at this time, the buffalo was disappearing so rapidly that the people were obliged to depend entirely upon the government for support. They assembled in great numbers at the agencies, and the responsibilities of their management and control were greatly augmented. The expenses were again increased enormously. The politicians, by controlling the appropriations, controlled the church societies, the board of Indian commissioners, and practically the policy of the management. Fraud and peculation of every kind prevailed at the agencies, the bureau became thoroughly corrupted by dealings with the contractors, several of the benevolent and philanthropic gentlemen of the board fell by the wayside, and the Peace Policy finally collapsed in a complete breakdown and failure, and was practically abandoned and reversed, after eight years of experiment, during which time there was more warfare on the frontier and more hardship and injustice imposed upon the Indians than at any time in their history, leaving a legacy of bitterness among them and of unfulfilled promises to them that constitute the remote causes of their present discontent.

A change that occurred in the administration of the government about this time resulted, among other things, in an inquiry into the administration of Indian affairs. The investigation began in the Indian Office in Washington and resulted in the resignation of the commissioner and in a complete reorganization of the office. The inquiry was then carried to the principal agencies, and the revelations there astounded the president and the cabinet. Many well-known and distinguished persons were found to be involved. These made use of every resource within their reach to shut off the investigation and to suppress publicity, and were to a great extent successful in doing so. At agencies where the discontent of the Indians had to be appeased by some change, the president was determined that it should be made, and he authorized the employment of military force for the purpose should it be found necessary.

Pursuant to this decision, I was directed by a War Department order to take possession of the two agencies on the Missouri River near my station, and consolidate them into one. I found it necessary to take a detachment of soldiers with me to get possession of each place, and the control of the property and records, and to keep a guard for about a month, to prevent a recapture by the forces of the power then known as the “Indian Ring.”

The Indians regarded the change with extreme satisfaction, and the day the agencies were taken, brought in information that led to the recovery of about $40,000 worth of cattle and other property that had been driven away and secreted some days before in apprehension of the event, warning information having been sent to the agent from Washington by a gentleman high in public esteem, in a telegram, a copy of which soon afterward came into my possession.

A great outcry was raised against such an arbitrary proceeding by the newspapers, in the interest of the ring, and such persons as had at any time been beneficiaries of its patronage and profits, and the amount of newspaper abuse I received while the indignation continued came very near convincing me that the pen is really mightier than the sword. The great mass of the people, however, sustained the government. Some of the agents who were removed were indicted by the grand jury. One was brought to trial, but although a conviction could not be obtained, the court proceedings revealed a condition of affairs that added hundreds of thousands of converts to the principle of fair dealing with the Indians, and completely dissolved the power of the ring in Dakota.

The extent of the frauds perpetrated and exposed was never fully ascertained, but it was found that in a period of nearly eight years, they footed up millions in Dakota alone. This was accomplished by estimating for about double the number of Indians present and compounding with the contractors for the amount of the excess, and in reporting imaginary employees on the salaries allowed by law. Usually Indians were employed, but the only pay they received was an increased allowance of food for their families. The Indians knew no other compensation and were glad to get this.

I found myself confronted with a work which looked like one of a lifetime, and for which I then had very little inclination. I called the people together and stated my plans to them. Only a few could comprehend them, and the most of these doubted that they were practicable. The people were still living in the primitive way, in lodges made of buffalo and elk skin, the whole family sleeping and eating together on the same floor. Such cooking as was done was in vessels made of buffalo and beef hide, in which the water was heated by hot stones.

The first year, very little was accomplished. The change was too sudden. But during that year, enough was saved from the appropriations for the two tribes to purchase a sawmill and material enough for the construction of about sixty houses, of two and three rooms each, well lighted and ventilated. We then had the land surveyed, and a quarter section was allotted to each family, whether they wanted it or not. One hundred and sixty-six thousand acres of land was in this way permanently secured to the people.

A field of four to eight acres was plowed by contract and Indian labor for every person who was prepared to engage in agriculture, 1,800 head of cattle were purchased and distributed to the people, and the department sent out two hundred wagons and sets of harness, which were issued to those who had horses that could be worked.

The day schools, which previously had no practical existence except in the reports of the agents, were abolished, and two boarding schools were established and kept filled to their capacity with girls, who were thus separated from their old associations and compelled to learn the ways of a new life by practical experience.

The change in the mode of the life of the people made a revolution in their character. They dressed in civilian apparel, ceased carrying arms, and all disputes and controversies were submitted to the arbitration of the agent; and the effect of living in houses and on properly prepared food soon became apparent in a diminution of disease and in a perceptible increase in the population. At the end of four years, every family in both tribes was living in a good house and was possessed of a sufficient amount of personal property and available means to enable it to begin to live in a condition of contentment and morality. The majority of the people adopted some kind of industry, and several of them opened stores and went into successful competition with the traders.

What was done with those people, it is possible to do with any Indians under equally favorable conditions, although we had some advantages that are not enjoyed by Indian agents generally. Mr. Schurz3 was then secretary of the interior, and being very much interested in the improvement of the condition of the Indians, he gave practical encouragement and support to the efforts of the agents in this particular, and it is only fair to say that during his administration, more was accomplished in their civilization than had been done from the beginning up to that time.

My experience in Arizona with Indians and the Indian Department was about the same as my first experience in Dakota. The same kind of mismanagement had produced similar results.

My next service with Indians was at Hupa Valley, in the northern part of California. I was agent for the Hupas4 for over four years, and followed the same general plan I adopted in Dakota. The people are now self-sustaining and entirely independent of the government, and are the most peaceable and law-abiding people in the state.

[image: images]

I had left Hupa only six weeks when my regiment was ordered to Dakota, in December last, to take the field against the Sioux. It was apparent to me before we left here that the Sioux had no intention of fighting, and that if a war occurred, it would be forced on them. It is true that there was great discontent among the people, but this had existed for years, and though aggravated by recent disregard by the government of treaty obligations, and by some very absurd regulations made by the commissioner, there was no indication whatever at any time last year, until the troops were sent to the agencies, that the Indians thought of seeking a remedy by a resort to arms. The very day the order was given for the troops to move, Two Strike, one of the principal chiefs of the Brules at Rosebud agency, was on his way to make a friendly visit to Colonel Kautz,5 the commanding officer at Fort Niobrara. As soon as he learned of the order, he turned back to the agency, naturally enough in alarm, and started for the Badlands with 1,800 of his people.

It must be kept in mind that the order putting the troops in motion toward the Indians was issued at the request of the Indian Department, and that it is not left to the discretion of the military commanders to make any movement of troops against Indians not in open hostility until the demand for it comes from the Indian Office.

Sometime last year, a kind of a hallucination took possession of the naturally superstitious minds of the Indians in Dakota, about a Messiah. These epidemic delusions have occurred among all people, and some of them have resulted in sanguinary wars, but as far as I have been able to ascertain, the Messiah delusion among the Indians is as innocent as a religious revival.

I could not learn anything in Dakota concerning the origin of the Messiah agitation. The Indians said it came from the west, and that Kicking Bear,6 a Brule chief, had brought an account of it from the Missouri River to Pine Ridge, and had given the doctrine to the medicine men, who preached it to the people. Several Indians told me that it is practically the same thing that is preached by the missionaries. Since returning from Pine Ridge, I have obtained from Capt. Jesse M. Lee,7 of the 9th Infantry, a brief account of what is probably the origin of the present delusion among the Indians of the Northwest. I will quote from his letter, which is more comprehensive than any statement I can make of it:

 

About twenty-one years ago, I was on Indian duty in Nevada, having charge of the Paiutes, whose reservations were at Walker and Pyramid Lakes. At that time, the whites were occupying the best parts of the Sagebrush State, and the Indians saw their means of subsistence being largely reduced or appropriated by the white people. In the vicinity of Walker Lake, there is what the Indians called a “sacred mountain.” At that time—1870—the Paiute medicine man, or prophet, gave it out that he had gone up into the sacred mountain and had communed with God or the Messiah, and that God had revealed to him that the Indians were his chosen people and that they should be reinstated in all they had ever possessed—would have an abundance of everything. There would be a great earthquake, and all the white people would be swallowed by the earth; but all the productions of the whites would be left intact to be enjoyed by the Indians.

This promising revelation was heralded around among the Indians, but its improbability seemed so manifest that many Indians were skeptical. The Indian prophet then had a second revelation, which prophesied the great catastrophe as before; but this time all (both whites and Indians) would be swallowed by the earth. In three days after this had taken place, the earth would throw out the Indians; they would all come to life, and be happy ever after, and feast on the abundance left by the whites, who would continue forever buried.

This revelation gained some believers, but it did not become popular. The Indian prophet then had a third revelation, in which it was announced that only the Indian believers would be resurrected; the unbelievers would remain buried with the whites—annihilated.

Faith in the medicine man was already on the wane, and the influence of his doctrine made but a slight impression, and that transitory and local. In about two years after this, the medicine man died, and there was no revival of the doctrine until about two years ago, when a Paiute Indian called Wovoka8 appeared upon the scene, either as the Messiah, or as his specially inspired prophet. He began his preaching at Mason's Valley, just west of Walker Lake. He seems to have been peculiarly well adapted to his chosen mission. By much fasting and prayer, in the Indian way, and by his apparent zeal and enthusiasm, he soon attracted followers. He preached a similar doctrine to that of his predecessor: The Indians were the chosen people of God; they had suffered great hardship as a punishment for some of their sins, but if they would now listen to his revelations, the day of their deliverance was at hand.


I paid but little attention to these matters until last November, when I was sent to Fort Bidwell. While there, I met a number of the Paiutes who roam over that region and regard that section as their home. I talked with a number of their headmen on the subject and took their statements verbatim. I regret that I have not a copy with me. The Indians told me that Wovoka said the Messiah would come in the spring of 1889 (I think). All the Paiutes danced and prayed. The spring came, but nothing occurred. Then Wovoka said the Messiah would surely come about July of that year. The Indians still had faith, and danced and prayed whenever they could. July came and passed, but no Messiah made his appearance. “Then we thought, Wovoka crazy, heap lie, God no come, and we all come back home.”

But the doctrine had spread; the Bannocks, the Shoshones, the Arapahos, the Crows, the Utes too, I believe, all sent emissaries to hear the sacred prophet, the reputed Messiah. They were months coming and going, and “many talked by signs,” as the Paiutes told me. The farther the doctrine spread, the more marvelous became the preaching and acts of the inspired prophet. Finally the good news reached the Sioux, and in their distressed condition—short rations, broken treaties, bad management, and increasing poverty—made them ready converts. They too sent their emissaries to hear the glad tidings.

I do not think that the two who went from here (Short Bull and Wash-the-Kettle) succeeded in reaching Wovoka. I think they found the Messiah (a white man and a Mormon) in Nevada. He performed many “tricks,” which were all sufficient. He wore a white robe (a ghost shirt). He had red marks on his hands and feet. He told these Indians (Short Bull and Wash-the-Kettle) how he had been crucified. In fact, the whole story, as related to me, is nothing more nor less than our Christian faith in the life and miracles of Christ, with such variations as might suit the Indian mind. In the whole doctrine as given to these two emissaries, there was not a single element of hostility. It was “Peace, Goodwill, and Industry,” with a sprinkling of justification for plurality of wives.

The followers were to dance, fast, pray, and were to wear the celestial robes (ghost shirts), which would protect them from all harm; but while the body might be killed, that would only exalt the spirit. Of course, under the influence of divine inspiration, Short Bull had his own special revelations, which he used as any fanatic would. I wish I had time to give you the full story of Short Bull's and Wash-the-Kettle's experiences when in search of the new faith. It is simply a medley of fraud, superstition, pathos, and devotion. I got the history of it all from one who was a member of the inner circle. Summing up the whole thing, it is a distortion of our Christian religion and might have been turned by some acute observer and earnest worker to the conversion of the Indians to practical Christianity; but it fell into, and was kept in, the hands of Indian medicine men, and it soon had the reputation of arraying itself against the government, and became the frantic protest of an ignorant and helpless people against wrongs which they could not endure, and from which they cannot escape.

There is but one outcome to the present Indian policy, as you well know: The Indian is doomed. I see but little hope for him under existing conditions. Indian Bureau management will extinguish him. He may make one more struggle against his inevitable fate, but I cannot prophesy whether that will be next summer or later on. There are still believers in the Ghost Dance, but whether they will organize or not remains to be seen.

These are the observations and opinions of an officer whose experience with Indians and knowledge of their ways is not surpassed by any other.

This doctrine spread among the Indians in Dakota last year with extraordinary rapidity. The medicine men seized upon it and converted it to their own designs, engrafting some of the Dakota myths upon it, and appropriating from the ceremonial of the Sun Dance some of the forms of that rite. The missionary work of over twenty years was swept away in one summer, exposing the insincerity of the pretense that the conversion of the Indians is real, and that orthodox Christianity is comprehensible to the Indian's mind and adapted to his religious nature. The worship of the Messiah found expression in accordance with the Indian way in the “Ghost Dance,” and the votaries became so numerous that the agents, new and inexperienced as they were, became alarmed at what they considered an unknown danger, and without any other provocation prevailed upon the Indian Department to demand the presence of the army to overawe them and to suppress the dance.

The Indians, surprised and filled with apprehension of a collision, departed for the Badlands, where they were reinforced by numerous additions from the agencies on the Missouri River; and in this multitude, the movement was soon changed from a religious demonstration into a crusade, in which all the perturbed and restless spirits became leaders and incendiaries. Sitting Bull, then at Standing Rock agency, gathered about him the remnant of his following and departed for the scene of the agitation, but was overtaken a short distance out by the Indian police and killed, with a large number of his party, while resisting arrest.9 This event, which might have been avoided had troops instead of police been used, greatly intensified the feeling among the disaffected Indians, and an angry defiance took the place of moderation.

The Badlands, the region in which the Indians took refuge, are on the reservation. Considered as a geological formation, this region is one of the most wonderful in nature. The extent from northeast to southwest is about one hundred miles, and the width varies from fifteen to thirty. On approaching it from the north, it is visible for several days’ march, and resembles the ruins of a cyclopean city, which might have been built by the Titans when the earth was constructed. On arriving at the edge of this formation you look down an abyss of deathlike stillness, from three to five hundred feet in depth, from the bottom of which rise up above the higher level immense pyramids, turrets, and gables of the masonry of nature, hewn out by the frosts, winds, and rains of perhaps a thousand centuries. The bottom of this basin is carved into dry riverbeds, filled with boulders and the fossil remains of the leviathans of the carboniferous period. Vegetation shuns the soil from the margin of the precipice down, and animal life is extinguished in the general desolation.

In the southern part of this formation is a wide plateau, corresponding in elevation with the general level of the country, but overlooking it on every side, and accessible only in two or three places, and over precipitous and difficult trails. On this plateau, vegetation is abundant and water may be obtained in two places, and here the revolting Indians pitched their camp and resumed the worship of the expected Messiah.10 As they had plenty of cattle of their own on the reservation, their scouting parties kept them supplied in abundance, and the warriors fortified the camp in the manner followed by regular troops in the presence of an enemy. Negotiations were resorted to, to induce the Indians to come to the agency and make a statement of any grievances, real or imaginary, that they might have, but at first without any success. Finally moderate counsels prevailed, and they abandoned the stronghold and turned toward the agency, and some of them arrived the following day.

Chief Big Foot of the Cheyenne River agency had, during the summer, assembled a camp of his own at a place on the Cheyenne River about twenty miles beyond the northern end of the Badlands, where some of his people had a few houses and fields. His band was composed of the most discontented and unprogressive of the people of the tribe to which he belonged, and of the fugitives who escaped from the combat in which Sitting Bull was killed, and numbered in all over two hundred people.

Colonel Sumner,11 with a battalion of the 8th Cavalry, had been observing this camp to prevent the band from joining the Indians in the Badlands, and while the negotiations referred to above were going on, an order was received by him to arrest Big Foot and his party. The arrest was made without resistance, but no attempt was made at disarmament, and the Indians were started for Fort Meade accompanied by the troops, and they camped the first night a short distance apart. In the morning, the Indians were gone, taking all their impedimenta with them, and the trail showed that they had started toward Pine Ridge.

They pursued their way southward until they reached Porcupine Creek, about twenty-five miles from Pine Ridge, where they were found by Major Whitside,12 with a battalion of the 7th Cavalry, and again called on to surrender. They submitted peaceably, and Whitside at once moved them to Wounded Knee Creek, about ten miles nearer the agency, where he was the same day joined by Colonel Forsyth13 with another battalion of the 7th Cavalry and two guns. The troops and Indians camped together, and there was nothing whatever to indicate the probability of a revolt.

That evening, some white men and mixed-blood Indians arrived at the Indian camp from the agency, and it is believed that they incited the Indians to reconsider their consent to give up their arms previously given Major Whitside. Soon afterwards, a Ghost Dance began and was continued during the night, and the subject of disarmament was generally discussed among the Indians, resulting in the determination to refuse to surrender the arms.

In the morning, the Ghost Dance was still going on under the direction of a medicine man,14 and the Indians appeared to be much excited. Big Foot was ill with pneumonia, and was lying in a tent provided for him by Colonel Forsyth, and took no part in what was going on. Preparatory to moving, the Indians were called on to surrender their arms and ammunition, but did not respond. A search of the lodges was instituted to find them, the men nearly all having been rounded up in the center of a square formed by the cavalry. About forty rifles had been found and placed in a pile in front of the lodges, and the search was still going on, when suddenly the medicine man threw up his hands with an exclamation, and fire was opened by the Indians on the troops with arms concealed under their blankets. About twenty Indians who had been disarmed rushed to the pile of guns, and seizing them, joined in the firing, and probably one hundred shots were fired by the Indians before the troops could withdraw far enough to commence firing without endangering each other.

At the first fire of the troops, about sixty of the Indians fell; the rest turned and fled up a ravine behind the camp, but continued firing on the troops until they were all killed. The first firing of the Indians was directed at the troops immediately in front of their own lodges, in which many of the women and children remained. Many of these were killed by the first fire from their own people, and in the indiscriminate firing that followed, nearly all the rest were killed or wounded.

This very unfortunate occurrence took place as the Indians from the Badlands were approaching the agency, where many of them had already arrived. The reports of the artillery firing were distinctly heard, and about an hour after the fight began, the interlopers who visited the camp the evening before, having escaped just as trouble began, got back with an account of what was going on, and immediately all the Indians at and about the place departed, firing on the troops camped at the agency as they left. The soldiers stood under arms but did not return the fire, on account of the great number of women and children in the throng.

In the evening, the cavalry came up from Wounded Knee, bringing their dead and wounded and the wounded of the Indians with them. The next day, the agency was attacked in strong force, but the enemy was driven back four miles toward the north, where a severe action took place, in which both the 7th and 9th Cavalry were engaged. That night, the Indians withdrew about sixteen miles and again entrenched their camp, finding it impossible to get back to the stronghold in the Badlands without being intercepted by the troops moving from the north. This was on December 30.

The next day [January 1, 1891], I arrived at the agency with three companies of infantry on a forced march from a railroad, and in a blinding snowstorm and intense cold. In crossing the camp, we passed the field hospital, which was established in a corner of the agency enclosure, and protected by rows of cordwood raised high above the tents. The bodies of the men killed at Wounded Knee were being prepared for burial. Rough coffins had been made, but some of the bodies still lay in the wagons, frozen hard as marble and covered with drifting snow. The Indian wounded, mostly women and children, were placed in the agency chapel, from which the pews had been removed, and lay on a mat of hay on the floor, without any covering except what could be procured from the officers and soldiers. A throng of relatives besieged the entrance, clamoring for leave to take them away, and the friends of those who were killed filled the air day and night with the notes of the death song and shrill lamentations. A horde of gamblers, robbers, horse thieves, and men without visible means of support, loaded with arms and ammunition, filled the streets during the day and garrisoned the log buildings and dugouts at night, awaiting any event that would open a field for their various industries.

General Miles arrived the same day, and on the following morning, a force of about six hundred men and two field guns left the agency to cooperate with the troops moving from the north and east. When all were in position, they closed in on the Indians on a curve of about three-quarters of a circle, the agency being on the open side. Meantime, communication was kept up daily with the hostiles, and it was found that defection was constantly increasing among them.

The troops avoided contact with them, and after a few days, they began to return in small parties, afterwards in larger numbers, and finally, on January 12, the advance body of the Indian fighting force, consisting of about three hundred men, made its appearance on a hill a mile north of the pickets; later on, some wagons came in sight, in the bend of the valley of the White Clay, and halted about a mile outside the lines, and the women unhitched and turned out their ponies and put up the lodges.

That night, the troops on the outside closed in, and the whole field force was within striking distance of the Indian, camp, leaving no possibility of escape. The parleying that is always necessary in any business with Indians continued two days longer, and on the morning of the fifteenth, they came in and reoccupied their old camps south of the agency.

At 8:00 a.m., the first wagons moved out from the hostile camp, and these were followed by the whole train, about five hundred wagons in all, conveying their lodges and personal property, the women driving and the children on the wagons, all the men and boys being mounted. They moved up the valley in two columns, one on each side of the stream; besides the wagons, there were about 250 travois and in all nearly seven thousand horses. The people numbered about five thousand. The movement was covered by a force of infantry and cavalry deployed in skirmish order, like regular troops, and was moved with the same precision. At noon, the movement was at an end, the camps were pitched, and horses turned out, and peace became assured for the present.
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“A run to the scout camp”: A scene from the Wounded Knee campaign. HARPER'S WEEKLY 1891

Some days afterward, I was ordered to take charge of the agency temporarily. Many of the Indians who knew me when I was in Dakota before came to see me. The same story was told by all and was full of unhappiness, disappointment, and despair, with nothing but uncertainty and apprehension for the future. The records in the agent's office exposed the true causes of the disaffection that found its vent in the Messiah agitation and the Ghost Dance. These were the indifference of the government, the perfidy of its officers, and the specters of perpetual misery and starvation.






An Indian Viewpoint

JOSEPH A. GASTON1

Order of the Indian Wars Collection, U.S. Army Military History Institute, Carlisle Barracks, Pennsylvania

In the summer of 1888, my regiment, the 8th Cavalry, changed station from Texas to Dakota by marching. On a warm June day, we camped on a small river in Indian Territory—now Oklahoma. I walked upstream with my fishing rod, looking for a suitable place to try my luck. After walking about a mile, I found an Indian camp of the Osage tribe. There were probably about thirty Indians there, men, women and children.

In the camp was a circular ring, twenty feet in diameter, with an eight-foot pole planted in the center. The outer edge of the circle was marked by a shallow trench. The camp was there for the purpose of conducting a Sun Dance. Two candidates, young bucks, dressed only in breechcloth and moccasins, were being initiated; the older warriors dressed in buckskin shirt, trousers, and moccasins. They wore eagle feather decorations, and with their faces suitably painted, were conducting the ceremonies. Outside the ring, members of the camp were dressed in civilian clothing.

I was met by a warrior who explained in a general way what they were doing, and having satisfied my curiosity, I thanked him for his courtesy, crossed the narrow stream on some rocks, and following a game trail, started downstream towards my camp.

The trail ran through timber and brush. When I had gone a short distance, I was startled to have a young buck Indian suddenly spring up from behind a bush. He wore only the breechcloth and moccasins, and his hair was held back from his forehead by a buckskin string. The hair was long and braided, and hung straight down his back. He had feathers in his hair and his face was painted. He was unarmed and greeted me with a smile. I said, “How,” the usual salutation to Indians at that time. His reply was, “How do you do?” in excellent English.

We sat down on the grass, and after I had supplied the cigarette papers and tobacco, we smoked and talked for a long time. By inquiry, I found that he was a Pawnee; that as a child, he had been sent to the Indian school at Carlisle and remained there until graduation. At Carlisle, he had all the advantages of a good school in fine buildings, excellent sanitation, good food, clean and well cooked, good clothes, clean beds, and large bathrooms. Among other things, he was taught the trade of tinner.

On graduation, he was given a suit of clothes, a few dollars, and a railroad ticket to the nearest station to his tribe in Indian Territory. On arrival, he was met by his parents. They wore the blanket, did not look clean, and he had difficulty in talking to them. They finally took him out to their tepee. It had a dirt floor. They had but little food, and the only cooking utensils were old tin cans. He was given an old blanket and slept on the ground. Where—oh where—was the bathroom, the soap, and the towels? Dirt everywhere, and no known way to improve conditions.

How could he use his tinner trade? He had no tools, and no repairs were necessary anyway. When a can leaked, it was thrown away and another picked up. Even if he had been able to work at his trade, there was no incentive. He would have received no pay for his work. He found that young men of his age looked upon him with contempt. He could not ride a horse where everyone rode. He knew nothing of wild life or hunting, and the young girls seemed to admire only men who knew how to kill game and help supply the family larder. Some of the young men even boasted of having been on the warpath. What did he know about that?

He soon realized that he was an outcast. He could not go back, and he saw no future. His clothes wore out, and necessity sent him to the agency, where he drew his blanket with the others.

On realizing his position, he was enraged. Why had Uncle Sam taken him away from his tribe, given him all those advantages, and then, when luxuries had become necessities, returned him to his tribe to live in filth and degradation? The more he thought about it, the more his resentment grew.

He finally decided that he would stir up feeling against the whites and start an Indian war. In his opinion, the whites near the reservation were a worthless lot. Most of them were scoundrels, and their deaths would benefit the human race. When war started, he would kill a few whites, take their scalps, seize horses and household supplies, and thus reinstate himself in the good graces of his tribe.

He acknowledged that the whites were too many. Indians could not win a war against the whites, but only a few whites would be interested, and by the time the army came in any numbers to stop the war, his objective would have been gained and peace would be declared.

On being asked why he, a Pawnee, was hanging around an Osage village, he said he was after a squaw; that the girls in his own tribe would have nothing to do with him, and therefore he sought his bride among strangers. He said he had picked out an attractive-looking girl in this Osage village; that she came down to the river frequently for water, and when the opportunity came, he would seize her and carry her off with him, and that he had two ponies all ready near by. When I asked him if she would not scream and cause trouble, he said, “No!” We parted, and I never saw him again.
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Farewell, gentle reader. ZOGBAUM, HORSE, FOOT, AND DRAGOON






APPENDIX

A Basic Indian Wars Library

To guide the reader through the considerable literature that exists on the Indian Wars of 1865–1890, or to help one assemble a library of Indian Wars titles, I offer the following list of what I believe are the one hundred best books on the subject. I have grouped them under headings that correspond to the five volumes of Eyewitnesses of the Indian Wars.

As with all such lists, personal taste intrudes. Many will feel that I have ignored some excellent books. Undoubtedly, I have. But as the old camp cook said, “If you don't like my cookin’, I'll try some of yours.”
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NOTES

PART ONE: THE FRONTIER ARMY, 1865-90

William T. Sherman: “We Do Our Duty According to Our Means”

1. William T. Sherman (1820–91) was commander of the Division of the Missouri when he wrote this letter.

2. Fort Sanders was established in July 1866 near Laramie to protect the stage route.

3. Sherman had been named a member of the Board of Peace Commissioners, established by an act of Congress on July 20, 1867, which negotiated the Fort Laramie Treaty of April 1868, vacating the Bozeman Trail military posts. Sherman thought those posts obsolete because railroad construction had progressed west of the Bozeman Trail.

4. Brig. Gen. Christopher C. Augur (1821–98) commanded the Department of the Platte at the time. Maj. Gen. Philip H. Sheridan (1831–88) commanded the Department of the Missouri. Both departments were in Sherman's Division of the Missouri.

Archibald Forbes: The United States Army

1. Archibald Forbes (1838–1900) of Scotland was one of the greatest war correspondents of his time. He covered the principal European conflicts of the latter half of the nineteenth century, as well as the Zulu War, for the London Daily News. Among his books were Czar and Sultan: The Adventures of a British Lad in the Russo-Turkish War of 1877–78 (New York: Scribners, 1894) and My Experiences of the War between France and Germany (Leipzig: Bernhard Tauchnitz, 1871).

2. Maj. Gen. Winfield S. Hancock (1824–86), commander of the Department of the West.

3. Sheridan then commanded the Division of the Missouri.

4. Brig. Gen. John Pope (1822–92).

James A. Garfield: The Army of the United States

1. James A. Garfield (1831–81) was the twentieth president of the United States. Garfield was a member of Congress from Ohio at the time he wrote. He saw service as a major general of volunteers during the Civil War.

2. The bill that prompted Garfield's articles in the North American Review did not pass. Instead, Congress created a joint committee under the chairmanship of Congressman and former Union major general Ambrose Burnside to consider the reorganization of the Regular army. The Burnside committee report, issued on December 12, 1878, recommended a comprehensive army bill of 724 sections, including one updating the 1863 army regulations. The bill provided for a twenty-five-thousand-man army, reduction of infantry regiments to eighteen and cavalry regiments to eight, consolidation of the Adjutant General's and Inspector General's Departments into a general staff, and some mobility between line and staff positions. The Burnside bill also failed in Congress.

3. I have omitted that portion of General Sherman's letter discussing “the gradual growth and development of the small army which existed at the time of the inauguration of our present government in 1789.”


4. In a special report to Congress on January 12, 1820, then Secretary of War John C. Calhoun had written that “the great and leading objects of a military establishment in peace ought to be to create and perpetuate military skill and experience, so that at all times the country may have at its command a body of officers sufficiently numerous and well-instructed in every branch of duty; and the organization of the army ought to be such as to enable the government, at the commencement of hostilities, to obtain a regular force adequate to the emergencies of the country…that the organization ought to be such that in passing from peace to the war formation force may be sufficiently augmented without adding new regiments or battalions.”

5. Manning F. Force (1824–99) was a distinguished Ohio judge who had risen to the rank of brevet major general of volunteers during the Civil War. He was a close friend of both Garfield and Maj. Gen. John Pope.

6. A reference to the impeachment proceedings brought against Secretary of War William W. Belknap in the spring of 1876, on charges of having appointed traders for personal gain. Belknap resigned, and Alfonso Taft was appointed in his stead.

7. William B. Hazen (1830–87), then colonel of the 6th U.S. Infantry, had testified during the Belknap impeachment proceedings about the corruption endemic to the system of post traders.

8. Alfonso Taft (1810–91) of Ohio was a noted lawyer and jurist, well respected by both political parties.

9. John M. Schofield (1831–1906) of the West Point Class of 1853 rose to the rank of major general of volunteers during the Civil War. He held various military department and division commands after the war. In 1888, he succeeded Phil Sheridan as commanding general of the army.

Charles King: The Leavenworth School

1. Charles King (1844–1933) graduated from West Point in 1868. During the Civil War, a sixteen-year-old King had served as a volunteer mounted orderly to his father, Brig. Gen. Rufus King, who was formerly publisher of the Milwaukee Sentinel. Charles King was wounded in action in Arizona in 1874 but recovered sufficiently to participate with Crook's command in the Sioux War of 1876. Retired for disability in June 1879, King became a prolific writer of war novels and articles on military affairs. He also pursued a second military career as adjutant general of the Wisconsin National Guard and a brigadier general of volunteers during the war with Spain.

2. Wesley Merritt was promoted to brigadier general in the Regular army in April 1887 and given command of the Department of the Missouri.

3. This was Brig. Gen. Alexander McD. McCook (1831–1903).

Wesley Merritt: Marching Cavalry

1. Wesley Merritt (1834–1910) of the West Point Class of 1860 became a well-known cavalry commander and favorite of Phil Sheridan in the Civil War, ending the conflict a major general of volunteers. Merritt saw wide service on the postwar frontier and was promoted to major general in the Regular army in 1898. He commanded the American expedition to the Philippines and, after capturing Manila, briefly governed the islands. He retired in 1900.

2. Philip St. George Cooke (1809–93) of the West Point Class of 1827 saw service in the Black Hawk War of 1832 and on the antebellum frontier. In the Mexican War, he commanded the Mormon Battalion with Stephen Kearny's Army of the West. Cooke saw limited field service during the Civil War. He retired a brigadier general in the Regular army in 1873.


3. Merritt commanded this march. See Wesley Merritt, “Rescuing Payne's Command,” pages 618–23 in Volume Three of this series.

Albert G. Brackett: Our Cavalry: Its Duties, Hardships, and Necessities at Our Frontier Posts

1. Albert G. Brackett (1829–96) began his military career as a lieutenant in the 4th Indian Volunteer Infantry during the Mexican War. Commissioned a captain in the 2nd U.S. Cavalry in March 1855, he saw service against the Lipan Apaches and Comanches in Texas. For three years during the Civil War, he commanded the 9th Illinois Volunteer Cavalry. Brackett emerged from the war a major in the 1st U.S. Cavalry. He saw postwar service in Nevada, Arizona, and Montana, and in the Ute War. He retired a colonel in February 1891.

J. A. Breckons: The Army Pack Train Service

1. Thomas Moore (1832–96) was born in St. Louis and crossed the Plains to California in 1850. From there he wandered into Idaho, where he began packing to the Salmon River mines. He was a brother of Carrie Nation, the famous Kansas temperance activist.

PART TWO: THE “INDIAN QUESTION”

Henry B. Carrington: The Indian Question

1. Henry B. Carrington (1824–1912) graduated from Yale in 1845 and later practiced corporate law in Cincinnati. He served in various staff assignments during the Civil War, ending the conflict a brigadier general of volunteers. As colonel of the 18th U.S. Infantry, he was given the duty of opening posts along the bitterly contested Bozeman Trail. The Fetterman fight of December 21, 1866, in which more than eighty officers and men fell in a Sioux ambush, effectively ended Carrington's military career, and he retired in December 1870.

2. Carrington was in London doing research for his book Battles of the American Revolution (New York: A. S. Barnes, 1876).

3. A reference to the Pawnee Battalion of Frank and Luther North.

4. This passage is misleading; the Cheyennes too had a spoken language.

5. Carrington oversimplifies. Lying to or stealing from outsiders was permissible in Plains Indian culture, but such conduct toward the members of one's band or tribe was a serious offense.

William T. Sherman: The Indian Question

1. Lawrie Tatum, the Quaker agent for the Kiowas and Comanches, requested that Sherman arrest Satanta, Satank, and Big Tree on suspicion of having led the massacre of the Warren wagon train.

2. Fearing a blood bath if Satanta and Big Tree were hanged, Agent Tatum persuaded the governor of Texas to commute their sentences to life imprisonment.

3. Sherman is mistaken regarding the origins of the Modocs. They were a distinct tribe, and not part of the Pit or Rogue River Indian tribes.

4. The Modoc subchief Captain Jack and several warriors murdered Brig. Gen. E. R. S. Canby on April 11, 1873, during a peace conference near the Modocs’ stronghold in the Lava Beds of northern California. Captain Jack had been shamed into the act by Modoc warriors who had taunted him for wanting to negotiate an end to the struggle with the army.


5. On January 23, 1870, Maj. Eugene M. Baker led four companies of the 2nd Cavalry in a dawn attack on what he incorrectly believed to be a village of Piegans responsible for depredations and murders in northern Montana. In fact, the Piegans were divided into two camps: one under Mountain Chief, an inveterate hostile, and the other under Heavy Runner, a peaceful chief. Unfortunately, Baker's scout mistakenly led the cavalry to Heavy Runner's village. In the ensuing massacre, more than one hundred Piegans were slaughtered, most of them women and children. A heavy drinker, Baker had been imbibing freely before the assault.

6. On November 27, 1868, Lt. Col. George A. Custer led the 7th Cavalry in a dawn attack on the village of Black Kettle, a peace chief who had tried a week earlier to register his people at the Fort Cobb agency, only to be turned away.

Nelson A. Miles: Indian Affairs in New Mexico

1. Nelson A. Miles (1839–1925) was a volunteer officer who was four times wounded during the Civil War and emerged from the conflict a major general of volunteers. Appointed colonel of the 5th U.S. Infantry in 1869, he saw service in the Red River War of 1874–75 and captured Chief Joseph of the Nez Perces in 1877. Miles became commanding general of the army in 1895.

2. The Jicarillas were an Athapascan people who originally occupied the mountainous region of southeastern Colorado and northern New Mexico.

3. The Moaches were a southern Colorado band of the Ute, a Shoshonean tribe related linguistically to the Paiutes and Bannocks. The Utes and Jicarillas maintained close ties.

John Gibbon: The Indian Department

1. John Gibbon (1827–96) began his military career as a second lieutenant in the 4th U.S. Artillery in 1847. He saw distinguished service in the eastern theater of the Civil War, rising to the volunteer rank of major general. Gibbon became colonel of the 36th U.S. Infantry in 1866 and held numerous important western commands. He commanded the Montana Column in the Great Sioux War of 1876 and saw action in the Nez Perce War. Promoted to brigadier general in the Regular army in 1885, Gibbon retired in 1891.

Alfred H. Terry: Indian Management

1. Alfred H. Terry (1827–90) was commissioned colonel of the 2nd Connecticut Infantry in May 1861. He ended the Civil War a major general of volunteers and was commissioned a brigadier general in the Regular army in January 1865. Well educated, wealthy, and cultured, Terry was widely respected among his peers. He commanded the Department of Dakota from 1866 to 1868 and from 1873 to 1886. Terry became a major general in the Regular army in March 1886 and retired to New Haven, Connecticut, where as a young man he had studied law at Yale University.

John Pope: The Indian Question

1. John Pope (1822–92) of the West Point Class of 1842 saw service on the antebellum frontier. He rose to the rank of major general of volunteers during the Civil War. In September 1862, after losing the second battle of Bull Run, he was assigned to command of the Department of the Northwest. Pope directed military campaigns against the Sioux in 1863 and 1864. After the Civil War, he held a number of department and division commands, including the Department of the Missouri in 1865–66 and from 1871 to 1883. He became a major general in the Regular army in 1882 and retired four years later.


George Crook: General Crook on Indians

1. George Crook (1829–90) of the West Point Class of 1852 saw wide service in the Pacific Northwest before the Civil War. He emerged from the war a major general of volunteers. Returning to the Northwest as commander of the District of Boise, he defeated the Northern Paiute Indians in several sharp skirmishes. From 1871 to 1875 and from 1882 to 1886, Crook commanded the Department of Arizona, personally leading several campaigns against hostile Apaches. As commander of the Department of the Platte, he led one of three army columns in the Great Sioux War of 1876.

2. Thomas H. Tibbles (1838–1928) was the crusading editor of the Omaha Herald from 1876 to 1879. He was a member of John Brown's company of Free Staters in Kansas during the 1850s and was in the secret service during the Civil War. While Tibbles was editor of the Herald, General Crook asked him to intercede on behalf of the Ponca Indians, a peaceable tribe that had been forced to surrender its ancestral lands in southern Dakota Territory and move to the Indian Territory. Tibbles did so, and the court decision, which affirmed that an Indian was a person in the legal sense of the word and could not be moved without his assent or due process, was a landmark in reform and in the treatment of Native Americans. Tibbles thereafter immersed himself in the reformist movement and in 1895 was the vice presidential candidate of the People's Party. Among his books were The Ponca Chiefs and an autobiography, Buckskin and Blanket Days.

Nelson A. Miles: The Future of the Indian Question

1. A reference to the Ghost Dance movement on the Northern Plains, particularly among the Sioux, in the fall of 1890.

2. See the previous chapter, Nelson A. Miles, “The Indian Problem.”

PART THREE: PROMINENT COMMANDERS AND THEIR CAMPAIGNS

George W. Baird: General Miles's Indian Campaigns

1. George W. Baird (1839–1906) was colonel of the 32nd U.S. Colored Infantry during the Civil War. From 1871 to 1879, he was adjutant of the 5th U.S. Infantry. He retired a brigadier general in 1903.

2. Frank D. Baldwin (1842–1923) was commissioned a second lieutenant in the Michigan Horse Guards in September 1861. He won the Medal of Honor twice, once in the Civil War and again for gallantry in the November 8, 1874 action at McClellan Creek, Texas. Miles's favorite subordinate, Baldwin retired a major general in the Regular army.

3. James Biddle (1832–1910) of the 1st U.S. Cavalry attained the rank of brevet brigadier general of volunteers during the Civil War. He retired in 1896 as colonel of the 9th U.S. Cavalry.

4. Charles E. Compton began his military career in 1861 as a sergeant in the 1st Iowa Volunteer Infantry. He served in the Spanish-American War as a brigadier general of volunteers and retired in 1899, a colonel in the Regular army.

5. James W. Pope of the West Point Class of 1864.

6. Adna R. Chaffee (1842–1914) enlisted in the 6th U.S. Cavalry in July 1861. One of the most distinguished officers ever to rise from the ranks, Chaffee served as a major general of volunteers during the Spanish-American War and in 1904 became lieutenant general in the Regular army and chief of staff.


7. Elwell S. Otis (1838–1909) rose to the rank of brevet brigadier general of volunteers during the Civil War and in 1866 was commissioned lieutenant colonel of the 22nd U.S. Infantry.

8. Sitting Bull apparently dictated his demands to a mixed-blood hunter named John Bruguier, who lived with the Hunkpapas. Bruguier subsequently scouted for Miles.

9. The five chiefs were Red Skirt and White Bull (the elder) of the Miniconjou, and Black Eagle, Sun Rise, and Foolish Thunder of the Sans Arcs.

10. James S. Casey (d. 1899) began his military career as a private in the 7th New York State Militia in April 1861 and retired a colonel in the Regular army in 1897. He was awarded the Medal of Honor for conspicuous gallantry at the battle of Wolf Mountain.

11. Little Chief was a Cheyenne chief.

12. Charles J. Dickey (d. 1893) was a volunteer officer during the Civil War.

13. Edward Ball (d. 1884) entered the Regular army as a private under an assumed named in 1844.

14. Simon Snyder began his military career as a lieutenant in the 5th Pennsylvania Volunteer Infantry in April 1861. He retired a brigadier general in the Regular army in 1902.

15. Gibbon's command was nearly annihilated in the battle of the Big Hole, suffering twenty-nine killed and forty wounded. Gibbon claimed to have inflicted eighty-nine casualties on the Nez Perces.

16. Samuel D. Sturgis (1822–89) graduated with the West Point Class of 1846. His performance as a brigadier general of volunteers during the Civil War was mediocre but apparently good enough to earn him the colonelcy of the 7th Cavalry in 1869.

17. Gustavus C. Doane (d. 1892) was a volunteer officer during the Civil War.

18. George L. Tyler (d. 1881) was a volunteer officer during the Civil War.

19. Owen Hale (1843–77) entered the army as a private in the 7th New York Volunteer Cavalry in 1861 and was commissioned a first lieutenant in the 7th U.S. Cavalry in 1866.

20. Marion P. Maus (1850–1930) of the West Point Class of 1874 retired a brigadier general in the Regular army in 1909.

21. Edward J. McClernand (1839–81) earned the Medal of Honor for gallantry at Bear's Paw Mountain.

22. Mason Carter (1834–1909) enlisted in the 1st U.S. Infantry under an assumed name in 1860. He was awarded the Medal of Honor for gallantry at the battle of Bear's Paw Mountain.

23. Chief Joseph had treated with General Miles on the understanding that the Nez Perces would be permitted to return to the Lapwai reservation of Idaho. Instead, over the vigorous protests of Miles, they were shipped off to the Indian Territory and placed on a small reserve in Kansas, where many sickened and died.

24. Andrew S. Bennett (d. 1878) began his military service in 1861 as a lieutenant in the 5th Wisconsin Volunteer Infantry and was killed in action during the Bannock War.

25. William Philo Clark (1845–84) graduated with the West Point Class of 1868.

26. Rain-in-the-Face (1835–1905) was one of the most celebrated of Hunkpapa Sioux warriors. An irascible character, Rain-in-the-Face had seven wives, none of whom lived long or happily with him; the last was found dead in their tepee with her throat slit.

27. Ezra P. Ewers enlisted in the 19th U.S. Infantry in January 1862. He retired a colonel in the Regular army in 1901.

28. Naiche, or Natchez, was the younger of two sons of the Chiricahua chieftain Cochise. A weak leader, he generally deferred to the medicine man Geronimo in matters of war and raiding.


29. Henry W. Lawton (1843–99) enlisted in the 9th Indiana Volunteer Infantry in April 1861 and emerged from the Civil War a lieutenant colonel of volunteers. Promoted to major general of volunteers in July 1898, he was killed in the battle of San Mateo, Philippines.

30. Thomas C. Lebo (1842–1910) began his military career as a volunteer officer during the Civil War. He served as lieutenant colonel of the 1st U.S. Cavalry during the Philippines insurrection and retired a brigadier general in the Regular army in 1905.

31. Powhatan H. Clarke (1862–93) of the 10th U.S. Cavalry won the Medal of Honor for his rescue of a wounded trooper during a fight in the Pinito Mountains of Sonora, Mexico, on May 3, 1886. While stationed at Fort Custer, Montana, in 1893, Clarke drowned when he struck his head on a rock after diving into the flooding Little Bighorn River to rescue a soldier.

32. Charles A. P. Hatfield (1850–90) graduated with the West Point Class of 1872.

33. Leonard Wood (1860–1927) earned his medical degree from Harvard Medical School in 1884. While assigned to the Surgeon General's Office in the 1890s, he became a close friend of Theodore Roosevelt, and when the Spanish-American War broke out, they raised the 1st U.S. Volunteer Cavalry—the Rough Riders—with Wood as colonel. Wood was promoted to major general of volunteers in December 1898.

34. Charles B. Gatewood (1853–96) of the 6th U.S. Cavalry was, from the time of his arrival in Arizona in February 1878 until January 1885, almost continuously in the field against hostile Apaches or managing troublesome reservation bands. Having played an instrumental part in the final surrender of Geronimo, Gatewood served from October 1886 to September 1890 as an aide to General Miles. He died of cancer before his promotion to captain was announced.

35. Edmond G. Fechet (1844–1910) entered the army as a private in the 7th Michigan Volunteer Infantry in June 1861. He took part in the arrest of Sitting Bull and was retired a major in 1898 for “excessive obesity.”

John G. Bourke: General Crook in the Indian Country

1. John G. Bourke (1846–96) enlisted in the Union army at age sixteen, winning a Medal of Honor at the battle of Stones River. After the Civil War, he attended West Point and was commissioned in the 3rd U.S. Cavalry. Bourke served on General Crook's staff for fifteen years. A dedicated ethnologist, meticulous observer, and superb writer, Bourke published widely on the Native Americans with whom he came into contact. Notable among his ethnological writings are The Medicine Men of the Apache and The Snake Dance of the Moquis. He authored several invaluable historical works, the most noteworthy of which is the classic On the Border with Crook. Bourke also kept a remarkably full diary, 124 volumes of which are preserved in the U.S. Military Academy Library.

2. Archie McIntosh (1834–1902) was born in Canada to a Hudson's Bay Company employee and a Chippewa woman. He was well educated and studied two years in Edinburgh, Scotland. McIntosh served in the Oregon volunteer cavalry during the Civil War and afterward came to the attention of Crook, who thought so highly of him that he took McIntosh with him as a scout upon his transfer to Arizona in 1871. McIntosh did good work in the unfamiliar surroundings, guiding troops at the battle of Salt River Cave and in the 1883 Sierra Madre campaign.

3. David Perry (1841–1908) served during the Civil War as a captain in the Regular army. He retired as colonel of the 9th U.S. Cavalry in 1898.


4. John Madigan (c. 1840–67) was born in Ireland and won a volunteer commission during the Civil War. He was commissioned a second lieutenant in the 1st U.S. Cavalry in February 1866, becoming a first lieutenant in April 1867.

5. Hayden De Laney (1845–90) later served with distinction during the Black Hills expedition of 1874 and in General Crook's Yellowstone and Bighorn campaigns.

6. See John G. Bourke, The Snake Dance of the Moquis of Arizona (Chicago: Rio Grande Press, 1962).

7. Corydon E. Cooley (1836–1917) served in the 2nd New Mexico Volunteer Infantry during the Civil War. He married one of Chief Pedro's daughters and established a ranch at Show Low, Arizona. He earned Crook's praise while serving as a scout during the Tonto Basin campaign.

8. Alchisay (c. 1853–1928), White Mountain Apache chief and army scout, won the Medal of Honor for service in the 1872–73 Tonto Basin campaign. Alchisay later became a prominent stockman and made several trips to Washington, DC, in his later years, visiting with Presidents Theodore Roosevelt and Warren G. Harding.

9. Rancheria was the name given to Apache villages, which invariably were temporary in nature.

10. William J. Ross (1846–1907) entered the army as a private in the 18th Connecticut Volunteer Infantry in July 1862. He resigned from the army in October 1875 and settled at Tucson.

11. George M. Randall (1841–1918) began his army career in April 1861 as a private in the 4th Pennsylvania Volunteer Infantry. He earned two brevets for gallantry in Crook's Apache operations and retired a major general in the Regular army in 1905.

12. The “Tucson Ring” was the name the army applied to nefarious contractors and crooked Arizona politicians whose scheming repeatedly hurt the Apaches and instigated hostilities.

Azor H. Nickerson: Major General Crook and the Indians

1. Azor H. Nickerson (1837–1910) emerged from the Civil War a brevet major for gallantry at Antietam and Gettysburg, where he sustained a chest wound so severe, recalled General Crook, that he “was left for dead and his recovery regarded as almost a miracle. He has now [1871] a hole in his chest which you nearly stick your fist in, and at times suffers terribly from this wound. Notwithstanding all this, his ambition and zeal to do his duty has been so great that he has been constantly on duty ever since the war.” Nickerson served on Crook's staff for ten years, until his promotion to major on June 15, 1878. He retired four years later. Dan L. Thrapp, Encyclopedia of Frontier Biography (Spokane: Arthur H. Clark Company, 1991), 3:1054.

2. The campaign of which Nickerson speaks was conducted in August-September 1867.

3. The story Nickerson tells here was of Delshay's head, not that of Chunz. Speaking of the incident, Crook wrote, “When I visited the Verde reservation, they would convince me that they had brought in his head, and when I went to San Carlos, they would convince me that they had brought in his head. Being satisfied that both parties were in earnest in their beliefs, and the bringing in of an extra head was not amiss, I paid both parties” the small reward he had offered. Martin F. Schmitt, ed., General George Crook: His Autobiography (Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1946), 181–82.

4. Crook was promoted brigadier general in the Regular army on October 29, 1873.


5. Crazy Horse (1840–77) was the greatest of the Oglala war chiefs. He spurned all contact with the whites except in battle, and then only when necessary to defend tribal hunting lands.

6. Gall (1840–94) was a Hunkpapa Sioux chief and close associate of Sitting Bull until the Indian agent James McLaughlin forced a rift between the two in the 1880s. Gall became a friend of the whites and in 1889 was appointed a judge of the Court of Indian Affairs.

7. Dull Knife (1810–83) was a Northern Cheyenne chief.

8. Little Big Man was a prominent Oglala warrior and close associate of Crazy Horse.

9. Nickerson's characterization of Sitting Bull is false. Sitting Bull was a great man by any estimate, the most influential war chief the Teton Sioux ever knew. He exemplified the four Sioux cardinal virtues of bravery, fortitude, wisdom, and generosity, and he went to his grave defending the interests of his people as he understood them. The unflattering portrait of Sitting Bull that emerged during the last years of his life was largely fashioned by Indian agent James McLaughlin, who resented Sitting Bull's influence on the Standing Rock reservation.

10. The village attacked was not that of Crazy Horse, but rather of the Northern Cheyenne chief Old Bear, Box Elder, and Box Eagle. He Dog's Oglala Sioux band and a few Miniconjou Sioux rounded out the camp of six lodges.

11. After a long and acrimonious trail, Col. J. J. Reynolds, the commander of the attacking force, was found guilty of misbehavior before the enemy and sentenced to suspension from rank and command for one year. Two subordinates officers were also convicted—Capt. Alexander Moore of neglect of duty, and Lt. Henry E. Noyes of conduct prejudicial to good order and military discipline.

12. There was a third force, the so-called Montana Column under the command of Col. John Gibbon, consisting of six companies of the 7th Infantry and four companies of the 2nd Cavalry.

13. It was counted a much greater honor to strike a live foe with a coup stick than a dead one.

14. William B. Royall (1825–95) began his military career as a lieutenant in the Missouri Mounted Volunteers during the Mexican War. In 1855, he won a regular commission in the 2nd U.S. Cavalry. Royall retired a colonel in 1887.

15. Anson Mills (1834–1924) attended West Point but did not graduate. He was commissioned a lieutenant in the 18th U.S. Infantry in May 1861 and retired a brigadier general in 1897. He was of an inventive mind, devising an improved cartridge belt and other equipment for soldiers and sportsmen, from which he accumulated a fortune.

16. On June 10, General Terry sent Maj. Marcus A. Reno on a reconnaissance up the Powder River with six companies of the 7th Cavalry. Terry expected Reno to descend the Tongue River to its junction with the Yellowstone, but the unexpected discovery of a huge Indian trail caused Reno to divert to the Rosebud.

17. Crook reported losses of nine enlisted men killed and one officer and twenty enlisted men wounded. Chronological List of Action with Indians from January 15, 1837, to January 1891 (Washington, DC: Adjutant General's Office, 1891), 61.

18. Guy V. Henry (1839–99) of the West Point Class of 1861 became colonel of the 40th Massachusetts Volunteer Infantry in 1863 and earned three brevets and a Medal of Honor during the Civil War. He was commissioned a captain in the 3rd U.S. Cavalry in 1870. Henry was severely wounded in the battle of the Rosebud, losing an eye. He rose to the rank of brigadier general in the Regular army and served as a major general of volunteers in the Spanish-American War.


19. Not quite. Col. Nelson A. Miles led his 5th Infantry against the Sioux throughout the winter of 1876 and spring of 1877, inflicting the decisive defeats that finally precipitated a general capitulation of the hostile bands.

20. Not to be confused with the famous Modoc chief of the same name.

Joseph H. Dorst: Ranald Slidell Mackenzie

1. Joseph H. Dorst (1852–1916) of the West Point Class of 1873 was commissioned a second lieutenant in the 4th Cavalry upon graduation and served continuously with the regiment until 1887, when he was appointed an instructor in cavalry tactics at the Military Academy. He took part in the Spanish-American War as colonel of the 45th U.S. Infantry Volunteers. He was promoted to colonel of the 3rd Cavalry in 1903 and retired in 1911.

2. The absence of two fingers on his right hand was the source of his Kiowa moniker, “Mangomhente,” or “Bad Hand.”

3. Theodore F. Vaill (1832–75), History of the Second Connecticut Volunteer Heavy Artillery (Winsted, CT: Winsted Printing Company, 1868).

4. The engagement was known as the battle of Palo Duro Canyon.

5. Mackenzie put detachments of the 4th Cavalry in the field with orders to chase off any whites found on the reservation without permission. He had thieves who crossed the Red River into Texas arrested and sent them to Fort Smith, Arkansas for trial. Convictions were few, but the threat of arrest and imprisonment, however brief, served as a deterrent. Michael D. Pierce, The Most Promising Young Officer: A Life of Ranald Slidell Mackenzie (Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1993), 136–37.

6. A reference to the fight on Cibicue Creek, August 30, 1881.

7. Biographers have suggested a number of possible causes of Mackenzie's descent into madness, among them untreated syphilis, a hereditary degenerative disease, or a peripheral vascular disease accompanied by stroke. Pierce, Most Promising Young Officer, 225–26.

PART FOUR: OFFICERS AND ENLISTED MEN

Andrew M. Flynn: Looking Back Over Forty-nine Years; A 7th Cavalryman Remembers

1. John Van R. Hoff was appointed an assistant surgeon in the Regular army in November 1874. He was promoted to lieutenant colonel and deputy surgeon general of the army in January 1902.

2. Big Foot (c. 1825–90) was a Miniconjou Sioux chief who succeeded to leadership of the band in 1874.

3. Cpl. Paul H. Weinert earned the Medal of Honor for his service at Wounded Knee.

4. American Horse (c. 1840–1908) was the son of Sitting Bear, an Oglala chief. He participated in the Fetterman fight of December 21, 1866, but came in with Red Cloud in 1868 and remained at peace thereafter. He toured with Buffalo Bill's Wild West Show in the 1880s.

Edward E. Hardin: Early Service in the Army

1. Edward E. Hardin of the West Point Class of 1874 served as colonel of the 2nd New York Volunteer Infantry during the Spanish-American War and was promoted to major in the Regular army in 1901. He earned a brevet for gallantry at the battle of the Big Hole, Montana, in the Nez Perce War.


2. Companies G and K of the 7th Infantry engaged with hostile Sioux near Camp Lewis, Montana Territory, on July 7, 1875. Three enlisted men were wounded in the affair; no Native American losses were recorded. Chronological List, 60.

Richard T. Jacob, Jr.: Reminiscences of Army Life in Oklahoma, 1867–1871

1. Richard T. Jacob, Jr. was born at Louisville, Kentucky, on November 20, 1849. His father, Richard Taylor Jacob, Sr., was a member of a family long prominent in Virginia and Kentucky; he was a second cousin of Gen. Zachary Taylor and also of President James Madison. Richard, Sr., served as a member of the Kentucky Legislature, was a Breckinridge elector in 1860, served as colonel of the 9th Kentucky Cavalry Regiment in the Federal army, and as lieutenant governor of Kentucky from 1863 to 1867. His wife was Sarah McDowell Benton, youngest daughter of U.S. senator Thomas Hart Benton, of Missouri. Richard Taylor Jacob, Jr., was educated in the public and private schools of his native state and attended the Kentucky Military Institute, near Frankfort, through the junior year. He served in the Regular army for twelve years. He reentered the military service as a captain of U.S. Volunteers during the war with Spain, serving as such from June 8, 1898, to March 6, 1899. He located in Oklahoma City in 1906 and lived there at the time of his death on December 24, 1923.

2. Fort Gibson, Indian Territory, was established in 1824 on the east bank of the Neosho River, two and a half miles above its confluence with the Arkansas River.

3. Delancey Floyd-Jones (d. 1902) of the West Point Class of 1846 retired a colonel in 1879.

4. Fort Arbuckle, Indian Territory, was established in 1851, four miles south of the Washita River and seventy-six miles northwest of its confluence with the Red River, near the present city of Davis, Oklahoma.

5. James W. Walsh (d. 1873) was an Irish immigrant who began his army career as a private in the U.S. Mounted Rifles in 1850.

6. Charles D. Lyon resigned his commission in December 1868.

7. Camp Radziminski, Indian Territory, was established in September 1858 on Otter Creek, at the base of the Wichita Mountains. It was abandoned in December 1859.

8. Samuel L. Woodward (1840–1924) began his army career as a private in the 6th Illinois Volunteer Cavalry in 1862. He retired as colonel of the 7th Cavalry in 1904.

9. Joseph B. Rife (d. 1889) entered the army as a second lieutenant in the 6th U.S. Infantry in August 1861.

10. Philip L. Lee (1835–89) enlisted in the 2nd New York Volunteer Cavalry in August 1862. He died while on sick leave from Fort Grant, Arizona Territory.

11. Silas Pepoon (1834–74) entered the army as an enlisted member of the 1st Oregon Volunteer Cavalry in 1861. He became a second lieutenant in the 10th Cavalry in August 1867.

12. Fort Bascom was established in August 1863 on the east bank of the Canadian River in San Miguel County, New Mexico, to help control the Comanches and Kiowas. It was abandoned in December 1870.

13. Stephen P. Jocelyn enlisted in the 6th Vermont Volunteer Infantry in 1863. Commissioned a lieutenant in the Regular army in 1866, he served forty-four years, retiring as a brigadier general.

14. Lone Wolf (c. 1820–79) was one of nine Native American signatories of the Medicine Lodge Treaty of 1867.

15. Satanta (c. 1830–78) became a chief in his twenties by virtue of his ability as both a warrior and a statesman. The Kiowas regarded him as one of their greatest men.


16. Camp Supply, Indian Territory, was established in November 1868 at the confluence of Wolf Creek and the North Fork of the Canadian River.

17. Anderson D. Nelson (d. 1885) of the West Point Class of 1837 became lieutenant colonel of the 5th U.S. Infantry in January 1868. He retired in 1879.

18. John W. “Black Jack” Davidson (1825–81) of the West Point Class of 1845 gained his sobriquet while commander of the 10th Cavalry Buffalo Soldiers.

19. Robert P. Hughes entered the army as a private in the 12th Pennsylvania Volunteer Infantry in April 1861. He rose to the rank of brigadier general in the Regular army, retiring in 1903.

20. Joseph M. Kelley, who had begun his military career as a private in the 19th Pennsylvania Volunteer Infantry in August 1861. He retired a major in 1898.

Frederick C. Kurz: Reminiscences of an Old 8th U.S. Cavalryman

1. Indian War veterans recalled receiving issues of Civil War–era hardtack as late as 1890. Don Rickey, Jr., Forty Miles a Day on Beans and Hay: The Enlisted Soldier Fighting the Indian Wars (Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1963), 249.

2. Roy Bean (1827–1903), the legendary frontier justice of the peace, named the village Langtry after the actress (and woman of his dreams), whom he had never met, and he called his saloon the Jersey Lily, also in her honor.

3. Fort Duncan was established on March 27, 1849, at Eagle Pass. It was abandoned and reoccupied several times before finally being closed in August 1883. In April 1886 elements of the 8th Cavalry established a subpost of Fort Clark on the grounds of Fort Duncan, called Camp at Eagle Pass.

4. John K. Mizner (d. 1898) of the West Point Class of 1856 served as colonel of the 3rd Michigan Volunteer Cavalry during the Civil War and retired a brigadier general in the Regular army in 1897.

William Foster Norris: Army Life Sixty-six Years Ago

1. William Foster Norris of the West Point Class of 1872 resigned his commission as first lieutenant in the 9th U.S. Infantry in June 1881.

2. John H. King (1820–88) was appointed a second lieutenant in the 1st U.S. Infantry at age seventeen. He served in Florida against the Seminoles and in the Mexican War. He emerged from the Civil War a brevet major general in the Regular army.

3. Despite his illustrious connections, Leonard Hay rose only to the rank of captain before his retirement in 1891.

4. John Hay served as private secretary to President Abraham Lincoln and secretary of state under Teddy Roosevelt.

5. Edwin Pollock (d. 1885) began his military career as a private in the 25th Pennsylvania Volunteer Infantry in July 1861.

6. Thomas L. Rosser (1836–1910) was undoubtedly one of the most rapidly reconstructed of Confederate general officers. He acquired a fortune as chief engineer of the Northern Pacific Railroad and later the Canadian Pacific, then settled near Charlottesville, Virginia, as a gentleman farmer. President McKinley appointed him a brigadier general of U.S. Volunteers during the war with Spain.

7. David S. Stanley (1828–1902) of the West Point Class of 1852 served with distinction during the Civil War, rising to the rank of major general of volunteers. He retired a brigadier general in the Regular army in 1892.

8. The two civilians killed were Dr. John Honsinger, veterinarian of the 7th Cavalry, and Augustus Baliran, a sutler.


S. S. Peters: A Military Tragedy

1. A markedly different—and to my way of thinking, far less plausible—version of Bell's murder and Brown's execution appeared in an anonymous letter to the editor in the January 8, 1876, number of the Army and Navy Journal under the title “Fort D. A. Russell Graveyard”:

Lieutenant Bell was killed by one of his own men while on a march from Fort Fetterman to the railroad. But the man that fired the fatal bullet survived his victim but a few moments, because the men of Bell's company, who were close by at the time, and by whom he was esteemed, raised their rifles and sent a score of well-directed bullets into the body of the cowardly assassin. This, though of the nature of lynch law, was righteous justice, and was well and timely executed. Had this man been saved from the vengeance of the company and placed under guard until the first settlement [Laramie City] was reached, the result would have been in those days that the man, the assassin, would have gone off scot free. It is a well-known fact, and is often referred to in conversation, that few men who commit murder while engaged with the military, and who are turned over to the civil authorities, are hung. Some town lawyer of eminence, who is well thought of by the community, will espouse the cause of the murderer, and being well acquainted with the jury, will readily convince them after a few rhetorical flourishes of stump oratory that the cold-blooded and deliberate murderer is not guilty, but on the contrary an injured man.

This claim of flawed frontier justice reads to me like an exculpatory rationale for the summary execution of Private Brown.

Fred H. Toby: A 7th Cavalry Diary

1. Fred H. Toby was a “Custer Avenger,” one of those who enlisted in the aftermath of the Little Bighorn. He rose to the rank of sergeant in L Troop of the 7th Cavalry.

2. Six, not five, companies of the 22nd Infantry (E, F, G, H, I, and K Companies) traveled to join Brig. Gen. Alfred H. Terry's command on the Yellowstone River.

3. This was James J. O'Kelly, a thirty-one-year-old former Irish soldier of fortune.

4. This was Luther R. Hare of the West Point Class of 1874.

5. Terry set out on August 8, 1876, with a command comprising 83 officers and 1,611 enlisted men, plus 75 white and Native American scouts.

6. Company G of the 17th Infantry and 120 dismounted cavalry recruits—Toby among them—remained on the north bank of the Yellowstone to guard livestock, baggage, and several Gatling guns that Terry had elected to leave behind. Earthen entrenchments and abatis surrounded the camp. Jerome A. Greene, Yellowstone Command: Colonel Nelson A. Miles and the Great Sioux War, 1876–1877 (Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press, 1991), 38–39.

7. A reference to a skirmish between the 7th Cavalry and the Lakota near the Yellowstone River on August 11, 1873, during Custer's Yellowstone expedition.

8. These Sioux were the Hunkpapa band of Chief Long Dog.

9. Marcus A. Reno (1834–89) of the West Point Class of 1857 was appointed a major of the 7th Cavalry in December 1868. Reno's actions at the Little Bighorn have been a source of undying controversy.

10. Fort Stevenson, Dakota Territory, was established in June 1867 on the left bank of the Missouri River.


11. To prevent a further exodus of reservation Indians to the hostile bands, General Sheridan ordered troops from Terry's command to confiscate all arms and ponies at the Missouri River agencies.

12. The Standing Rock Indian Agency was located on the right bank of the Missouri River, just above the border between present-day North and South Dakota. The reservation stretched some sixty miles from east to west and sixty miles north to south at its widest point. The Grand River ran through the reservation.

13. Fort Rice, Dakota Territory, was located on the right bank of the Missouri River, about ten miles north of the mouth of the Cannonball River.

14. The Berthold agency, Dakota Territory, was located on the north bank of the Missouri River, about thirty miles below the mouth of the Little Missouri River.

15. Eleven days earlier, Miles had defeated the recalcitrant Lakota band of Lame Deer at the battle of Muddy Creek.

16. Because his own Tongue River cantonment was badly flooded, Miles had asked Colonel Sturgis to halt the 7th Cavalry at Cedar Creek until he had need for the regiment.

17. Miles led a command consisting of nine companies of the 7th Cavalry, two of the 2nd, six of the mounted 5th Infantry, and a contingent of Indian scouts to reconnoiter the country between the Yellowstone and Missouri Rivers and interpose his force between Sitting Bull's camp to the north and the remnants of Lame Deer's band. Greene, Yellowstone Command, 222.

18. A reference to the scene of Miles's fight of October 21, 1876, at the headwaters of East Cedar Creek.

19. Michael V. Sheridan, brother of Lt. Gen. Philip H. Sheridan, began his military career as a lieutenant in the 2nd Missouri Volunteer Infantry (Union) in 1863. He retired a brigadier general in the Regular army in 1902.

20. Fort Ellis, Montana Territory, was located on the left bank of the East Gallatin River near Bozeman.

21. Brig. Gen. Oliver O. Howard had begun his pursuit of the nontreaty Nez Perces in Idaho on June 15, 1877. At one time or another during the course of the expedition, Howard's command consisted of the following units: Companies B, E, F, H, and L, 1st Cavalry; Batteries A, D, E, G and M, 4th U.S. Artillery; and Companies A, B, C, D, E, H, and I, 21st Infantry. On August 10, Colonel Miles received word that the Nez Perces were heading his way.

22. A reference to the return march of the 1873 Yellowstone expedition of Col. David S. Stanley and Lt. Col. George A. Custer.

23. Colonel Miles was then commander of the District of the Yellowstone, in which the 7th Cavalry operated.

24. Ezra B. Fuller of the West Point Class of 1873 was brevetted for gallantry in action at Canyon Creek.

25. “There were scarcely five trees in the entire valley” where the 7th fought, recalled a correspondent who covered the Nez Perce campaign, “and only in the vicinity of the creek was anything like a sheltering shrub.” See p. 398 in Volume Two of this series.

PART FIVE: WOMEN ON THE MILITARY FRONTIER

Elizabeth B. Custer: “Where the Heart Is”: A Sketch of Woman's Life on the Frontier

1. Elizabeth Bacon Custer (1842–1933) married George A. Custer in 1864. She wrote three books of her time with him on the postwar frontier: Boots and Saddles: or, Life with General Custer in Dakota; Tenting on the Plains; and Following the Guidon. Elizabeth fiercely defended the image of her husband until the day of her death.

Sarah Clarke: The Brave Mrs. Custer: Personal Reminiscences of the Wife of the Courageous General

1. Sarah Clarke came to Fargo in the 1870s with her husband, then a surveyor for the Northern Pacific Railroad.

2. Spring 1873, prior to the start of the Yellowstone expedition.

3. Holmes O. Paulding (d. 1883) was commissioned assistant surgeon in November 1874.

4. Margaret Emma Custer, the half-sister of George A. Custer, in 1872 had married Capt. James Calhoun, who commanded Company L of the 7th Cavalry at the Little Bighorn.

5. Annie Roberts Yates was the widow of Capt. George W. Yates, commander of Company F, 7th Cavalry.

Matt Lagerberg and Emma M. Klawitter: Army Life at Fort Lincoln

1. Matt Lagerberg was a history teacher and the superintendent of schools at Douglas, North Dakota, when he interviewed Mrs. Klawitter.

2. Emma M. Klawitter (1859–1938).

3. Lagerberg mailed the typescript interview to the State Historical Society of North Dakota in 1945. In his letter of transmittal, Lagerberg wrote, “I should be happy if this manuscript will help your good cause just a little and of course you are welcome to use it free of charge. Mrs. Klawitter gave me permission to publish it if I should ever decide to do so.” Gerald Newberg, state archivist of North Dakota, personal communication, February 12, 2003.

4. George D. Wallace (1849–90) of the West Point Class of 1872, described by one member of the 7th Cavalry as a “tall, gaunt, fatherly looking” man. Thrapp, Encyclopedia of Frontier Biography, 3:1505.

5. Benjamin H. Hodgson (1848–76) of the West Point Class of 1870. In her interview, Klawitter incorrectly gave his name as Hutchison.

6. Hodgson was killed during Reno's retreat across the Little Bighorn River on the afternoon of June 25, 1876. He evidently was one of the last to leave Reno's defensive position in the timber on the west bank of the river and may have been shot while still among the trees—good cover for an assassination. See Larry Sklenar, To Hell with Honor: Custer and the Little Bighorn (Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 2000), 250–51, for more on Hodgson's death.

7. The fierce blizzard of which Mrs. Klawitter's speaks struck the 7th Cavalry while the regiment was in its tent city at Yankton on April 13–14, 1873.

8. Mrs. Klawitter's account of the upbringing of Lt. Donald McIntosh (1838–76) is wrong. Donald McIntosh and his older brother, the noted scout and interpreter Archie McIntosh, were the sons of a Scotsman in the employ of the Hudson Bay Trading Company and a full-blooded Chippewa woman. The brothers were raised at several trading posts in Canada, until their father was killed on the Fraser River in 1846, at which time the family fled to Fort Vancouver, Washington. McIntosh did not attend West Point, nor was he a newlywed at the time of the Little Bighorn; he and Mollie Garrett had wed ten years earlier.

9. The account of McIntosh's death that Mrs. Klawitter relates is consistent with others. Eyewitnesses agree that he was surrounded by twenty or thirty Indians short of the river. Sklenar, To Hell with Honor, 254.

10. “Old Nash,” the homosexual laundress, died while cohabiting with a noncommissioned officer—“her” fourth “husband”—at Fort Meade, Dakota Territory, in 1878, and not at Fort Lincoln. Although substantially correct, Mrs. Klawitter's recollection of “Mrs. Nash's” death thus may have been based on camp gossip. Rickey, Forty Miles a Day, 170–71. “Mrs. Nash's” third consort happened also to be Capt. Tom Custer's striker. Just before she died, “Mrs. Nash” reportedly begged the other laundresses to forgo the last rites and bury her immediately upon death. Her wishes were disregarded, and during the preparation of the body for burial, her sex was discovered. Patricia Y. Stallard, Glittering Misery: Dependents of the Indian Fighting Army (San Rafael, CA: Presidio Press, 1978), 61, 69.

PART SIX: ARMY SCOUTS AND INDIAN AUXILIARIES

Charles King: My Friend, Buffalo Bill

1. William F. Cody (1846–1917) began his storied frontier career as an express messenger in Kansas in 1857.

2. Charles King, Campaigning with Crook, and Stories of Army Life (New York: Harper and Brothers, 1890).

3. King had been shot in the arm two years earlier in a fight with hostile Apaches at Sunset Pass, Arizona Territory; the wound compelled his retirement for disability in 1879.

John W. Redington: Service of Scouts and Couriers in the Indian Wars

1. John W. Redington (1851–1935), a pioneer resident of the Idaho Territory, was a scout and courier for the army during the 1870s. Redington served in both the Nez Perce and Bannock Wars. He lived the last years of his life in Oakland, California.

2. Hugh L. Scott (1853–1934) of the West Point Class of 1876 was commissioned a second lieutenant in the 7th Cavalry the day after the battle of the Little Bighorn. He served widely on the frontier and was superintendent of West Point from 1906 to 1910.

3. Harry L. Bailey (1854–1934) of the West Point Class of 1876 served off and on at northwestern posts until 1897. He won a Silver Star for heroism at the battle of Santiago in the Spanish-American War and retired a lieutenant colonel in 1910.

4. George W. Webb was editor and publisher of Winners of the West, a newspaper for veterans of the Indian Wars.

5. Cyrus Townsend Brady (1861–1920) graduated from the U.S. Naval Academy in 1883. After three years’ naval service, he went west. In 1890, he became an Episcopal rector and a chaplain in the Spanish-American War. A prolific writer, he turned out many novels and a series of frontier histories.

6. Charles Erskine Scott Wood (1852–1944) of the West Point Class of 1874 gained fame as a writer, attorney, and social radical. He resigned from the army in 1884 to practice law. A crusader for social justice, Wood became known as a “philosophical anarchist.”

William E. Curtis: Some Famous Scouts: An Interview with General Sheridan

1. William E. Curtis (1850–1911) was a prominent, globe-trotting journalist who also wrote several important travel books. At the time he interviewed Sheridan, he was on the staff of the Chicago Inter-Ocean.

2. Fort Bowie, Arizona Territory, was established in July 1862 on the road from Tucson, Arizona, to Mesilla, New Mexico, to protect a spring at the site.


3. A reference to the Forsyth Scouts, a regularly recruited unit of frontier scouts under the command of Maj. George A. Forsyth, which Sheridan authorized in the hope that such a command might have greater success than had Regular army troops in combating Indian depredations on the Kansas frontier.

4. The so-called battle of Beecher Island, fought September 17–25, 1868, between the Forsyth Scouts and a war party of some 750 Southern Cheyennes and Arapahos.

5. Sheridan refers here to the period from 1867 to 1869.

6. James Butler Hickok (1837–76) was a frontiersman and gunfighter. Joseph G. Rosa, They Called Him Wild Bill (Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1974), credits Hickok with seven confirmed killings, rather than the one hundred plus that dime novelists attributed to him or the thirty-six that Hickok himself claimed. But Hickok's historical reputation is far better than was Sheridan's opinion of him. As western historian Dan Thrapp wrote, “Be it said that Hickok was a legend in his own time and appears to have fully deserved his reputation” as a “courageous and deadly” gunfighter. Thrapp, Encyclopedia of Frontier Biography, 3:658–59.

7. George Ward Nichols, “Wild Bill,” Harper's New Monthly Magazine 34, no. 201 (February 1867): 273–86.

8. James Curry (c. 1840–90) was a notorious gunman and one-time locomotive engineer who also served with the Forsyth scouts at Beecher Island. The incident between Curry and Hickok to which Sheridan refers occurred at Uncle Tommy Drum's Saloon in Hays City, Kansas. Among Curry's supposed victims were an “inoffensive youth,” several Buffalo soldiers, and a prostitute.

9. William A. Comstock was indeed a superb scout, with an encyclopedic knowledge of the plains and its tribes. He was killed on August 16, 1868, while visiting the camp of Cheyenne chief Turkey Leg to gain information for Lt. Frederick H. Beecher, second-in-command of the Forsyth Scouts.

10. Moses E. “California Joe” Milner (1829–76) was shot in the back by a man named Tom Newcomb after a quarrel.

11. Ben Clark (1842–1914) moved from St. Louis to Fort Bridger, Wyoming, where he became the post courier at age thirteen. He participated on the side of the federal government in the so-called Mormon War of 1857 and saw frontier service with the 6th Kansas Volunteer Cavalry during the Civil War. Both the military and its Native American foes held Clark in high regard. He was fluent in several native languages and married a full-blood Cheyenne woman, with whom he had eleven children.

Joseph Culbertson: Scouting for Colonel Miles

1. The life story of Joseph Culbertson (c. 1858–post-1933) is told in Frank Delgar, Joseph Culbertson: Famous Indian Scout Who Served under General Miles in 1876–1895 (Wolf Point, MT: privately published, 1958).

2. Alexander Culbertson (1809–79) joined the Upper Missouri River fur trade in 1833 and spent the next forty years on the plains and in the Rockies, attaining a “knowledge of the Indians and the western country considered superior to anyone of that time.” Thrapp, Encyclopedia of Frontier Biography, 1:354.

3. Granville Stuart (1834–1918) and his brother James Stuart (1832–73) are generally credited with having touched off the Montana gold rush when they began prospecting along Gold Creek in western Montana in early 1861. Both were prominent in territorial government. Granville was an intellectual whose posthumous Forty Years on the Frontier (Cleveland: Arthur H. Clark, 1925) is a frontier classic. James was regarded as “eminently fitted by nature to deal with the Indian tribes, for he easily and quickly acquired their languages, and had that peculiar tact so necessary in dealing with them.” Thrapp, Encyclopedia of Frontier Biography, 3:1380–82.


4. Luther S. “Yellowstone” Kelly (1849–1928) enlisted in the 10th New York Infantry in the waning days of the Civil War and served out his enlistment in the Dakota Territory. He remained in the region, trapping, hunting, and serving occasionally as a dispatch carrier. He began his army scouting career in 1873 and was chief scout for Miles from 1876 to 1878.

5. Culbertson mistakenly gave the date as December 18.

6. Also known as Ash Creek.

7. Sitting Bull had with him 122 lodges. Greene, Yellowstone Command, 141.

8. Baldwin claimed only sixty ponies captured. Ibid.

9. Evidently this was a small skirmish, as it is not recorded in the Chronological List.

10. At the time he wrote this article, Culbertson was interpreter at the Fort Peck agency.

Hunter Liggett: Scouting under Miles

1. Hunter Liggett (1857–1935) of the West Point Class of 1879 later saw distinguished service in World War I, first commanding the 41st Division and later rising to command of the First Army, with the rank of lieutenant general—one of only two officers to hold that grade during the war. He wrote two books about his experiences during World War I: Commanding an American Army and A.E.F.: Ten Years Ago in France.

2. Ezra P. Ewers (1837–1912) entered the army in 1862 as a private in the 19th U.S. Infantry. He retired a brigadier general in 1899.

3. William H. C. Bowen was commissioned a second lieutenant in the 5th Infantry in October 1875.

4. George P. Borden began his army career as a private in the 121st New York Volunteer Infantry in 1862. He was commissioned a second lieutenant in the 5th Infantry in October 1866.

5. Samuel T. Hamilton entered the army in 1862 as a private in the 15th Pennsylvania Cavalry. He retired a captain in the Regular army in 1892.

6. Charles A. Woodruff (1845–1920) of the West Point Class of 1871 retired a brigadier general in 1903.

William H. Powell: The Indian as a Soldier

1. William H. Powell (d. 1901) began his military career as a private in the District of Columbia militia in April 1861. During the Civil War, he rose to the regular rank of captain. He retired a colonel in April 1899.

2. For the complete text of this document, see pages 569–91 in Volume One of this series.

3. Joseph R. Hawley (1826–1905), U.S. senator from Connecticut from 1881 until his death.

4. James McLaughlin was a conscientious and strong-willed agent who labored hard to “civilize” the Sioux; in so doing, he and Sitting Bull, who resisted too-rapid assimilation, became bitter enemies.

5. John Grass was a Sioux whom Agent McLaughlin advanced to chieftainship because of his willingness to cooperate with McLaughlin's programs.

James M. Burns: Indians as Soldiers

1. James M. Burns began his army career during the Civil War as a private in the 2nd West Virginia Volunteer Infantry and earned a medal of honor for gallantry at the battle of New Market. Burns was commissioned a second lieutenant in the 17th U.S. Infantry in September 1867. He retired a major in March 1899.


2. Fort Abercrombie, Dakota Territory, was built in 1858 on the west bank of the Red River of the North about twenty miles north of the present city of Wahpeton, North Dakota,

3. William P. Carlin (1829–1903) of the West Point Class of 1850 earned promotions through the rank of brevet major general of volunteers during the Civil War. He saw wide service on both the antebellum and postwar frontiers and retired a brigadier general in 1893.

PART SEVEN: ARMY FORTS AND CAMPS

William M. Notson: Fort Concho, Texas, in 1870

1. William M. Notson (d. 1882) was stationed at Fort Concho at the time of which he wrote. He entered the Regular army as an assistant surgeon in April 1862 and was brevetted for gallant and meritorious service at the battle of Gettysburg. Notson held the rank of major in the Regular army at the time of his death.

William Sinclair: A Day at Fort Riley

1. William Sinclair of the West Point Class of 1857 retired a brigadier general in 1899.

2. Sinclair's article first appeared in the Topeka Record.

3. Edmund A. Ogden (d. 1855) of the West Point Class of 1831.

[T.A. Ansley]: Life at Fort Hall, Idaho

1. I have concluded from the text that the author of the article was the post surgeon, Dr. T. A. Ansley.

2. August H. Bainbridge enlisted in the 14th U.S. Infantry in 1858 and emerged from the Civil War a brevet captain. He retired a lieutenant colonel in the 4th Infantry in 1898.

William H. Rideing: Life at a Frontier Post [Fort Garland, Colorado]

1. William H. Rideing (1853–1918) was a popular nineteenth-century journalist and author. Among his fifteen books are A-Saddle in the Wild West, In the Land of Lorna Doone and Other Pleasurable Excursions in England, and At Howarden with Mr. Gladstone and Other Transatlantic Experiences.

2. In 1871, Lt. George M. Wheeler of the West Point Class of 1866 led a military reconnaissance across Death Valley and up the Colorado into the Grand Canyon. Wheeler later developed a plan for systematically mapping topography in quadrangles to cover the entire West. William H. Rideing accompanied the expedition as special correspondent of the New York Times.

3. Horace Jewett (d. 1897) of the 15th Infantry.

Henry D. Styer: Reminiscences of Fort Duchesne, Utah, Fifty Years Ago

1. Henry D. Styer graduated with the West Point Class of 1884.

2. Fort Duchesne, which its early occupants derided as Fort “DuShame,” was established on August 20, 1886, on the right bank of the Uinta River, eight miles above its junction with the Duchesne River in northeastern Utah.

3. Joseph W. Duncan was commissioned a second lieutenant in the 21st Infantry in 1873.

4. This was Frederick W. Benteen (1834–98) of the 7th Cavalry and Little Bighorn fame.


5. James F. Randlett served as lieutenant colonel of the 3rd New Hampshire Volunteer Infantry during the Civil War. He retired a lieutenant colonel in the Regular army in 1896.

6. Eugene F. Ladd (1859–1927) graduated with the West Point Class of 1884.

7. Edward Hatch (1832–89) rose to the brevet rank of major general of volunteers during the Civil War. He was appointed colonel of the 9th U.S. Cavalry in 1866. Hatch survived some forty battles and skirmishes, only to die of injuries sustained in a buggy accident.

8. Thaddeus H. Stanton (d. 1900) was promoted paymaster general of the army in 1895.

9. John N. Andrews was major of the 21st Infantry.

10. Edward W. McCaskey graduated with the West Point Class of 1886.

11. Lawrence J. Hearn was commissioned a second lieutenant in the 21st Infantry in November 1880.

12. Willis Wittich of the West Point Class of 1874 and retired a lieutenant colonel in 1902.

13. I was unable to identify Nye.

PART EIGHT: THE ARMY AND THE INDIANS

Columbus Delano et al.: The Army and the Indians

1. Columbus Delano (1809–96) had been a congressman from Ohio prior to his appointment in 1870 as secretary of the interior. During his five-year tenure serious charges of fraud in the Bureau of Indian Affairs—many brought by army officers—came to a head. In order to escape the persecution that newspaper critics visited on his conduct of public affairs, Delano resigned his office in early 1876.

Vincent Colyer: Notes among the Indians

1. Vincent Colyer (1824–88) studied art as a young man in New York City and in 1849 was elected a member of the National Academy of Design. A well-paid portraitist and landscape painter, and an activist in humanitarian causes, Colyer commanded a black regiment during the Civil War. In 1869, he traveled to the Indian Territory, northern Arizona, and New Mexico, and Alaska on behalf of the U.S. Indian Commission. In July 1871, armed by the president with considerable authority, Colyer returned to Arizona in an effort to settle the hostile Apaches and associated tribes on reservations. Although his mission failed to prevent war, Colyer did succeed in setting up a reservation pattern in the Southwest that survived into the twentieth century. Westerners excoriated Colyer as a “treacherous, black-hearted dog,” and many senior army officers—among them George Crook—thought him a naive meddler. For a delightfully biting portrait of Colyer, see the description of his 1869 visit to New Mexico in Richard T. Jacobs, Jr., “Reminiscences of Army Life in Oklahoma, 1867–1871,” in part 4 of this volume.

2. Despite its official-sounding name, this was purely a private organization.

3. William B. Hazen (1830–87) was a controversial, blunt-speaking officer who in 1880 assumed command of the Army Signal Corps as a brigadier general. He was detailed to the Bureau of Indian Affairs from 1868 to 1870.

4. William S. Harney (1800–89) saw wide service against hostile Indians before the Civil War. He participated in the Black Hawk War of 1832, the Second Seminole War, and countless campaigns in the West.

5. George A. Forsyth (1837–1915) was recovering from severe wounds sustained at the battle of Beecher Island in September 1868, where he and a small unit of scouts withstood repeated attacks by a huge Cheyenne and Arapaho war party.


6. Cherokees in considerable numbers served in both the Union and Confederate armies during the Civil War.

7. Benjamin H. Grierson (1826–1911) was an Illinois merchant who rose to the rank of major general of volunteers during the Civil War. He remained in the Regular army as colonel of the black 10th U.S. Cavalry in June 1866.

8. Little Raven (c. 1810–89) was the son of a chief but won his own chieftainship through prowess in battle. He became head chief of the Southern Arapahos in the mid-1850s. For the last twenty years of his life he led the progressive element of his tribe. Wilbur S. Nye, Plains Indian Raiders: The Final Phases of Warfare from the Arkansas to the Red River (Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1968), 206.

9. Edward W. Wynkoop (1836–91), a major in the 1st Colorado Volunteer Cavalry during the Civil War, conducted the official investigation into the Sand Creek massacre. He became agent to the Southern Cheyennes and Arapahos in July 1866.

10. Little Robe (d. 1875) was a prominent Southern Cheyenne chief of the faction inclined generally toward peace with the whites. Well liked by Indian agents and army officers, Little Robe sincerely tried to keep his young men from raiding. Nye, Plains Indian Raiders, 194.

11. This estimate is significant, as Native American losses at the battle of Washita have long been a subject of controversy. Custer calculated that the 7th Cavalry had killed or wounded 103 warriors—an absurdly high number. Undoubtedly the correct total, whatever it may have been, included many more women and children than warriors. Charles J. Brill, Conquest of the Southern Plains (Oklahoma City: Golden Saga Publications, 1938), 161; Stan Hoig, The Battle of the Washita: The Sheridan-Custer Indian Campaign of 1867–1869 (New York: Doubleday, 1976), 200–201.

12. Minimic, or Eagle Head, was a Southern Cheyenne war chief with a particularly firm belief in the power of medicine. Nye, Plains Indian Raiders, 270.

13. Black Kettle (1803–68) was a respected leader of the Southern Cheyennes who generally was peaceably disposed toward the whites throughout his life. Unfortunately, he could not prevent the hotheaded young warriors of his band from raiding white settlements, something he readily confessed to authorities.

14. Jesse H. Leavenworth (1807–85) of the West Point Class of 1830 was the son of Brig. Gen. Henry Leavenworth, for whom Fort Leavenworth was named. He resigned from the army in 1836 to follow a career as a civil engineer. He commanded the 2nd Colorado Volunteer Infantry during the Civil War and in 1864 was appointed agent for the Kiowas and Comanches.

15. Hazen elaborated on these points in a pamphlet he released in 1875 entitled Some Corrections of “My Life on the Plains.” Taking exception to Custer's account of the Cheyenne War in My Life on the Plains; or, Personal Experiences with the Indians (New York: Sheldon and Company, 1874), Hazen also maintained that the Kiowas as a tribe had abided by the Medicine Lodge Treaty of 1867 and had not participated in the Washita battle. Marvin E. Kroeker, “William B. Hazen,” in Soldiers West: Biographies from the Military Frontier, ed. Paul A. Hutton, 200–201, (Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press, 1987).

16. A reference to the Sand Creek massacre of November 28, 1864, in which Col. John Chivington led an expedition of Colorado volunteers in an attack on the peaceable Cheyenne village of Black Kettle.

Frederick W. Schwatka: Among the Apaches

1. Frederick Schwatka (1849–92) of the West Point Class of 1871 attained fame when he led an arctic expedition from March 1878 to October 1880 searching for the remains of the doomed Sir John Franklin polar expedition of 1847–48. During the journey, his party completed a sledge trek of 3,251 miles, the longest on record. Schwatka returned to the Arctic on a New York Times-financed expedition in 1886. He authored several books, including Along Alaska's Great River and Nimrod of the North. He died of an overdose of laudanum, which he was taking for a chronic stomach ailment.

2. Victorio (c. 1825–80), an Eastern Chiricahua, was among the greatest of Apache war chiefs. He and most of his band were killed or captured when Mexican militia ambushed them at Tres Castillos in the state of Chihuahua.

3. The bands Schwatka identifies as Yuma and Mojave-Apache were not in fact Apache; that is to say, they were not part of the Athapascan family, but were of the Yuman linguistic group.

4. The Tontos, also sometimes referred to as the Mojave-Apache, were divided into the Northern and Southern Tonto groups, and were part of the Western Apache division of the Apache people.

5. Ka-ya-ten-nae (1858–1918) was a Mimbre Apache war leader and close follower of Victorio who missed the Tres Castillos massacre because he was out on a scout with Chief Nana. He was arrested while trying to organize a breakout from the San Carlos reservation in 1883 and was sentenced to three years in Alcatraz Prison. Allowed to “go about the island of Alcatraz and the city of San Francisco so that he may observe and become acquainted with the manner of the whites,” Ka-ya-ten-nae returned to the reservation thoroughly committed to the white man's road.

6. The term Digger Indian is a pejorative term used to describe various northwestern tribes that rely on bulbs and roots as their principal foodstuffs.

7. Tsoe (c. 1853–1933) was a member of the Canyon Creek band of the Cibicue Apaches. The whites called him “Peaches” because of his complexion.

8. The Sierra Madre campaign occurred during the spring of 1883.

[William D. Fuller]: Hunting with Apaches

1. William D. Fuller (d. 1886) of the West Point Class of 1861 commanded Company B, 21st Infantry, at Camp Apache until 1872, when he was placed under arrest for reasons not made public. He resigned his commission before the matter came to trial. Internal evidence suggests Fuller to be the author of this article.

2. Camp Apache, Arizona Territory.

George H. Morgan: Impressions of Arapahos and Shoshones

1. George H. Morgan (1855–1948) of the West Point Class of 1880 joined the 3rd Cavalry in Arizona after graduation and was wounded in action at the battle of Big Dry Walsh on July 17, 1882. Ten years after, he received the Medal of Honor for distinguished conduct during the fight. After recovering from his wound, Morgan saw wide service on the frontier. He was again wounded at the battle of Santiago, Cuba, during the Spanish-American War. Morgan retired a colonel in 1919. From 1920 to 1926, Morgan supervised the ROTC program in Nashville, Tennessee, high schools. He wrote the brief reminiscences reprinted here in December 1925, while in Nashville.

2. Most probably Morgan's recollection of “Nawathineha,” or “southern men,” the name by which the Northern Arapaho referred to the southern branch of the tribe. Frederick W. Hodge, ed., Handbook of American Indians North of Mexico (Washington, DC: Government Printing Office, 1912): 1:73.

3. William Philo Clark, Indian Sign Language (Philadelphia: L. R. Hamersly and Company, 1885).


4. Washakie (1804–1900), perhaps the firmest friend the whites ever had among prominent chiefs on the western frontier, was generally thought to have been of mixed Shoshone and Umatilla blood.

5. The Arapaho called themselves “Inunaina,” which translates as “our people.” The name “Arapaho” evidently was a bastardization of the Pawnee word tirapihu, or “trader.” Hodge, Handbook, 1:72.

6. The Arapaho recognized five divisions, or subtribes, among themselves. Ibid., 73.

William E. Dougherty: Personal Experiences among the Indians and North America and the Wounded Knee Fight

1. William E. Dougherty began his army career as a private in the 10th U.S. Infantry in April 1860. He emerged from the Civil War a first lieutenant in the 19th Infantry. Dougherty was promoted to captain in March 1878, to major in April 1898, to lieutenant colonel of the 7th Infantry in June 1899, and to colonel of the 8th U.S. Infantry in March 1901.

2. Thomas H. French (d. 1882) of the 7th U.S. Cavalry.

3. Carl Schurz (1829–1906) was a German immigrant and an advocate of many humanitarian causes. He was a major general of volunteers during the Civil War.

4. The Hupas were an Athapascan tribe that resided in permanent villages in northern California. In 1880 the tribe numbered 650 persons.

5. August V. Kautz (1828–95) was colonel of the 8th U.S. Infantry.

6. Kicking Bear was a forty-one-year-old Oglala mystic and medicine man who had ridden with Crazy Horse during the Great Sioux War. He was uncompromising in his hatred of the whites.

7. Jesse M. Lee (1843–1926) began a distinguished military career in 1861 as a private in the 59th Indiana Volunteer Infantry. Commissioned a second lieutenant in the 39th U.S. Infantry in July 1866, Lee served as an Indian agent in Nevada from 1869 to 1870. Lee was an agent at Spotted Tail agency from 1877 to 1879; he and Spotted Chief became good friends. Lee retired from the Regular army a major general in 1902.

8. Wovoka (c. 1856–1932) had been raised with the family of a white rancher named David Wilson, who named him Jack Wilson. Wovoka was friendly to the whites and preached a nonviolent creed of Native American revival. In 1887, he claimed to have had a vision of passing “up to the other world.” There he met God, who told him to return to earth and teach his people to love one another, live in peace with the whites, and work hard to better themselves. The belligerent turn given his teachings as they traveled east to the Sioux, culminating in the Wounded Knee tragedy, was said to have depressed Wovoka greatly.

9. Sitting Bull was not attempting to leave for the Badlands when killed. Rather, he was shot in front of his cabin on the Standing Rock agency while resisting arrest.

10. The area of the Brule ghost dancers’ camp was a triangular piece of tableland some two miles wide by three miles long, projecting northward from the higher Cuny Table and known as the Stronghold. A narrow land bridge, barely wide enough for a wagon, connected the Stronghold with the Cuny Table. The Cuny Table, in turn, separated the White and Cheyenne Rivers.

11. Edwin V. Sumner (1835–1912) was the son of a Civil War major general of the same name. The younger Sumner was commissioned a second lieutenant in the 1st U.S. Cavalry in August 1861. He served on the Pacific Coast from 1866 to 1880 and saw action in the Modoc, Nez Perce, and Bannock Wars. Sumner retired a brigadier general in March 1899.


12. Samuel M. Whitside, major of the 7th U.S. Cavalry, retired a brigadier general in 1902.

13. James W. Forsyth (1834–1906), a graduate of the West Point Class of 1856, served as Philip H. Sheridan's military secretary from 1873 to 1878. In 1886, he became colonel of the 7th Cavalry.

14. A reference to Yellow Bird, a medicine man virulent in his hatred of the whites.

Joseph A. Gaston: An Indian Viewpoint

1. Joseph A. Gaston of the West Point Class of 1881 was promoted to first lieutenant in April 1886, to captain in January 1895, and to major in the 1st Cavalry in February 1903.
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